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of  genuine  wli  are  a  sovereign  spedflo  for  all  Ats  of  the  bluea  or  attacks  of  the  horrors,  and  time  passes  merrily  on.* — 
i^eiMcrat,  Voyleatowni  Pa, 
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more  pages  of  inlmiUble  random  sketches— the  iTBtcA-Backs  oi;piat  repaat.'— Cdarier,  JVatcAsx,  JlftM. 
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AVAILABILITY  IN   CANDIDATES   FOB  THE   PRESIDENCY. 


BT     A«   MITOHKLI.. 

When  General  Scott  was  selected  as  the  whig  candidate  for  the 
presidency,  the  impression  very  generally  preTailed,  we  heliere,  th&t  no 
other  man  in  the  party  would  prove  so  arailahle  a  candidate.  The 
failure  to  elect  him  has  had  the  efiect  to  create  in  the  minds  of  men 
some  distrust  as  to  the  policy  of  relying  too  much  upon  what  many 
have  considered  as  availahility,  and  now  it  is  said :  '  Let  us  present  our 
candidates  to  the  people  solely  on  their  merits,  without  any  reference  to 
their  particular  qualifications  for  popularity ;  let  us  trust  to  the  good 
sense  and  discernment  of  the  people :  they  are  .too  wise  to  he  wrought 
upaa  again  hy  empty  cider-harrels,  'coon-skins,  and  such  fooleries.* 
Without  douht,  they  are  too  wise  to  he  influenced  hy  any  such  nonsense  ; 
and  they  were  also  too  wise  in  1840.  The  cider-haxrels  and  the  'coon-skins 
did  nothing  of  themselyes  alone  to  elect  Harrison  president :  it  was  only 
as  they  served  as  emhlems  of  the  simple  tastes  and  hahits  of  that  good- 
natured,  kind-hearted,  and  hoepitahle  old  man.  And  the  people  cannot 
he  misled  as  to  what  is  emhlematic  of  the  character  of  the  men  they 
are  solicited  to  vote  for.  Every  one  knows  that  it  would  have  heen 
impossible  to  have  made  the  same  commotion  with  cider-harrels  and 
'coon-skins,  if  the  object  of  such  commotion  had  been  to  elect  Webster 
or  Cass,  instead  of  Harrison.  The  people  are  not  apt  long  to  run  after 
cider-harrels  and  'coon-skins  when  the  cider  and  the  'coons  are  gone. 
When  there  is  one  link  in  the  chain  uniting  a  candidate  for  the  presi- 
dency to  the  human  race  that  is  almost  a  non-conductor — a  link  over 
which  deep  and  fervid  sympathies  cannot  well  pass  from  one  to  the 
other — he  has  but  a  small  chance  of  being  elected.  'Love  thyself 
la^'  was  one  part  of  Wolsey's  advice  to  CromwelL  These  three  words 
fi>im  the  broad  foundajtion  of  all  popularity. 

It  is  generally  thought,  in  this  country  at  least,  we  believe,  that '  we 
are  a  good-looking  people^; '  and  it  is  a  fact  much  more  easUy  susceptible 
of  proof,  that  we  are  a  somewhat  peculiar  people.    By  glancing  hastily 
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at  some  of  these  pTominent  peculiarities,  we  shall  be  much  better  able 
to  fonn  a  clear  idea  of  "what  sort  of  qualities  are  likely  to  prove  avail- 
able in  candidates  for  the  presidency,  and  in  office-seekers  generally. 

The  wonderful  elasticity  of  the  Americans  is  one  of  their  prominent 
traits  that  is  much  dwelt  upon.  There  is  a  gutta-percha  pliability  of 
disposition  and  temper,  which  prevents  them  from  being  cast  down  and 
discouraged,  however  great  may  be  the  misfortunes  and  reverses  to 
which  they  are  subjected.  They  never  make  a  great  loss  without 
considerable  gain  ;  they  seldom  fall  a  great  distance  without  bouncing 
up  in  a  corresponding  proportion.  Like  Blucher,  they  never  know  they 
are  beaten,  but  rise  after  every  defeat,  however  hopeless  it  may  seem  to 
others,  and  fight  on  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  Read  the  lives  of  our 
prominent  men,  and  observe  how  great  a  variety  of  fortune  many  of 
them  have  experienced.  If  Patrick  Heniy  had  been  able  or  willing  to 
pay  a  little  more  attention  to  his  business  when  he  kept  a  small  grocery, 
his  shop  might  have  supported  him,  and  his  name  have  remained 
imknown  to  fame.  Gen.  Greene  could  not  reconcile  his  taste  for  books 
and  his  military  ardor  with  his  labors  at  the  forge ;  so  he  do^d  his 
leather  apron  and  quaker's  coat,  bade  adieu  to  his  young  wife,  and 
enlisted  as  a  private  soldier.  A  bungling  use  of  the  lap-stone  and  awl 
made  Roger  Sherman  a  signer  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 
Elihu  Burritt  threw  down  his  blacksmith's  hammer,  and  a  short  time 
after,  was  astonishing  the  great  and  learned  of  the  old  world  by  his 
powers  as  a  linguist,  and  the  extent  of  his  learning.  John  Neal  and 
John  Pierpont,  so  distinguished  as  poets  and  prose-writers,  were  once 
together  in  the  dry-goods  business.  After  two  failures,  one  was  driven 
to  the  magazine  and  newspaper,  and  the  other  went  to  the  pulpit.  They 
soon  achieved  great  eminence  in  their  new  avocations.  Even  two  or 
three  reverses  in  business  were  necessary  to  develop  the  peculiar  but 
world-renowned  talents  of  Baxnum.  Some  distinguished  preachers 
have  run  the  gauntlet  of  occupations  before  they  became  ministers  of 
the  Gospel.  They  have  been,  perhaps,  shoe-makers,  peddlers,  school- 
teachers, horse-jockeys,  and  what  not,  before  they  reached  the  pulpit. 
Their  varied  experience  has  enabled  them  to  carry  to  the  profession  .of 
the  ministry  a  practical  knowledge  of  human  nature,  which  makes 
their  preaching,  if  they  have  talent,  ^ery  effective.  Coarse  tastes  and 
habits,  too,  a  ready  adaptation  of  disposition  to  circumstances,  almost 
enables  them  to  leave  off  with  their  old  clothes. 

Instances  of  this  kind  in  the  old  countries,  are  the  exceptions ;  in  this 
country  they  are  the  rule. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact,  that  of  the  most  enlightened  nations  of  the 
old  world  there  is  but  little  versatility  of  talent  among  the  people  at 
large.  Generation  after  generation  follows  in  the  foot-steps  of  its  illus- 
trious or  ignoble  predecessors.  Children  almost  invariably  follow  the 
same  avocations,  or  are  brought  up  to  the  same  employments,  that  their 
fathers  pursued  before  them.  In  this  country,  it  is  entirely  different. 
Boys  with  or  without  education  take  to  this  or  that  employment,  that, 
for  the  time  being,  *pays  the  best,'  and  they  generally  feel,  while 
retainin£r  it,  that  they  will  only  remain  at  it  till  something  better  offers. 
They  very  seldom  feel  settled  at  any  thing,  but  are  constantly  looking 
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for  something  better.  This  is  a  predominating  feeling  with  them  until 
neailj  or  quite  middle  age,  when  they  are  apt  to  become  fiilly  persuaded 
what  calling  in  life  they  are  best  qualified  for.  We  are  not  sure  that  it 
is  any  particular  harm  for  a  man  to  box  the  compass  of  occupatiox^ 
and  experiences  in  his  early  years.  If  a  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss, 
a  rolling  anow-ball  gathers  a  good  deal  of  snow ;  and  how  much  more 
IS  moss  worth  than  snow  ?  The  host  of  miscellaneous  facts  a  man  thus 
acquires,  and  the  varied  experience  he  undergoes,  afibrd  a  broad  and 
firm  foundation  to  build  a  fine  superstiucture  of  character  upon ;  and, 
so  there  be  no  wear  and  tear  of  moral  principle  in  preparing  the  foun- 
dation, it  does  not  matter  much  whether  a  man  *  commence  life,'  as  it 
is  called,  at  twenty  or  thirty,  or  forty,  even.  Dr.  Johnson  commenced 
studying  Greek  when  he  was  seventy ;  and  if  a  man  has  leisure  at  that 
age,  it  is  better,  perhaps,  fi>r  him  to  commence  his  edueation  then,  than 
to  omit  it  altogether. 

The  old  adage,  *  Jack  at  all  trades  and  good  at  none,'  never  originated 
on  this  side  of  the  Atiantic.  The  Americans  have  very  conclusively 
shown,  that  a  n:ian  can  be  Jack  at  all  trades,  and  good  at  all.  The 
fact  is, '  a  real  live  Yankee '  (no  better  opportunity  probably  will  ofier 
for  a  little  necessary  national  hyperbole,)  will  crowd  more  activity, 
energy,  and  enterprise  into  a  new  pursuit  that  he  may  enter  upon ;  will 
do  more  to  develop  it,  and  draw  out  all  the  advantages  to  himself  it 
is  susceptiUe  d*  yielding,  in  five  years,  than  most  old  countrymen  can 
in  their  life-time.  For  this  reason,  versatility,  instead  of  rendering  a 
man  unfit  &r  sucoess  at  any  thing,  is  more  likely  to  make  him  success- 
ful at  every  thing  he  undertakes.  An  opinion  prevails  with  many,  that  ver- 
satility and  profundity  cannot  well  be  associated  together.  We  very  much 
doubt  if  Brougham  would  have  been  a  more  profound  lawyer  or  states- 
man, if  he  had  left  literature,  science,  and  almost  every  thij^  else  alcme. 
The  great  literary  acquirements  of  Story,  Legare,  Ohoate,  and  others, 
did  not  prevent  them  from  being  profoimdly  versed  in  the  law.  CsBsar 
was  none  the  wcnrse  general  because  he  excelled  as  a  statesman,  a  writer, 
and  an  orates.  Alexander  Hamilton  and  John  Hancock  were  none  the 
^  woise  statesmen  fi)r  being  good  accountants,  and  the  former  for  being, 
beside,  a  good  general.  We  are  inclined  to  think,  as  a  general  thing, 
that  versatility  of  talent  is  apt  to  be  accompanied  by  unusual  activity 
and  industry.  The  versatile  man  thinks  quicker  and  more  intensely, 
has  more  mental  life  and  energy,  than  the  man  whose  thoughts  are  all 
concentrated  upon  the  same  objects,  whose  labors  are  all  directed  in 
the  same  channel.  Elasticity  of  spirits  and  versatility  of  talent  gene- 
rally go  hand  in  hand ;  and  it  seems  a  wise  provision  of  nature  that 
they  ^ould ;  for  a  man  wi^  a  large  endowment  of  the  latter  requires 
the  aid  of  the  former  to  sustain  him,  and  carry  him  through  the  multi- 
plicity of  enterprises  into  which  he  is  led. 

We  deem  these  prefatory  remarks  necessary  to  a  consideration  of 
availability  in  some  prominent  men  talked  of  as  candidates  .for  the 
presidency.  Certain  qualities  in  a  man  may  be  much  more  popular 
with  one  nation  than  with  another,  although  there  are  qualities  of  the 
heart  which  win  their  way  with  the  whole  human  family.  Napoleon 
is  said  to  have  understood  French  nature  to  perfection ;  but  his  know- 
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ledge  of  human  nature  was  less  lemarkable.  His  popularity  with  any 
other  nation  beside  the  French,  probably  would  have  been  less 
unbounded ;  but  such  men  as  Cimon,  the  Grecian  General,  and  Mark 
Autony,  notwithstanding  their  great  vices,  would  be  popular  among  any 
people  at  any  age  of  the  world.*  Shakspeaie  has  put  into  the  mouth 
of  CsBsar  words  which  describe  some  of  the  heroic  qualities  of  Mark 
Aqtony: 

'AXTOKT, 

Leave  thj  l&scirious  wassails !    When  thou  once 

Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slowest 

IIiRTius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thj  heel 

Bid  famine  follow;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 

Though  daintilj  brought  up,  with  patience  more 

Than  savages  could  suffer;  ,thou  didst  drink 

The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle 

Which  beasts  would  coujgh  at:  thy  palate  then  did  deigq 

The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  nedge: 

Yea,  like  a  stag,  wnen  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsedst :  on  the  Alps, 

It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 

Which  some  did  die  to  look  on :  and  all  this 

(It  wounds  thine  honor  that  I  speak  it  now,) 

Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  th  j  cheek 

So  much  as  tanked  not' 

We  presume,  too,  he  made  no  ostentation  about  being  obliged  to  eat 
'^at  little  he  had,  hastily. 

The  four  most  prominent  men  talked  of  as  candidates  for  the  next 
presidency,  beside  the  present  incumbent  of  the  presidential  chair,  we 
believe,  are  Everett,  Seward,  Houston,  and  Douglas.  We  propose  to 
glance  hastily  at  the  life  and  character  of  each,  regarding  them  more 
especially  with  a  view  to  availability  as  candidates  for  the  presidency. 

Edward  Everett,  the  greatest  living  orator,  the  all-accomplished,  ripe 
scholar,  the  experienced  statesman,  and  the  perfect  gentleman,  would 
confer  great  honor  upon  the  presidential  chair,  if  chosen  to  fill  it. 

Nature  dealt  very  liberally  with  Mr.  Everett  in  the  outset,  and  cir- 
cumstances and  his  own  exertions  have  done  the  rest.  The  son  of  a 
clergyman,  he  graduated  from  Harvard  College  at  a  very  early  age, 
with  a  reputation  for  extraordinary  abilities.  On  leaving  college,  he 
first  commenced  the  study  of  law,  but  soon  turned  his  attention  to  theo- 
logy ;  and  on  the  death  of  Buckminster,  the  most  celebrated  preacher 
of  the  time,  was  called,  at  the  early  age  of  nineteen,  to  fill  his  place. 
Great  as  was  the  renown  of  his  predecessor,  the  fame  of  the  youthful 
Tverett  soon  almost  eclipsed  it.  People  flocked  in  great  numbers  to 
hear  him,  and  his  reputation  for  great  eloquence  spread  far  and  wide. 
Fired  by  a  noble  ambition  for  excellence,  he  labored  with  such  untiring 
energy  and  assiduity  that  he  soon  impaired  his  health,  and  was  obliged 
to  resign  his  ministry.  He  then  went  abroad,  and  spent  several  years 
travelling  through  Great  Britain  and  Europe.  On  his  return  to  the 
United  States,  he  was  made  Greek  Professor  in  Harvard  College.  Soon 
after  this,  the  editorsliip  of  the  Korth  American  Review  fell  into  his  hands, 
and  that  venerable  quarterly  was  conducted  by  him  £>r  many  years  with 
m^arked  ability.  Its  pages  now  glisten  with  more  than  fifty  brilliant 
essays,  on  every  variety  of  topic,  &at  have  been  contributed  to  it  by  his 
fodUe  and  inexhaustible  pen.     He  was  but  little  upward  of  thirty 
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when  he  was  clioeen  member  of  CongieflB,  a  poet  that  he  filled  with 
great  credit  fiir  about  ten  yean.  He  was  then  chosen  Govemoi  of 
Maaaehnsetts,  and  continaed  to  fill  that  office  until  he  was  appointed 
Minister  Plenipotentiary  to  the  Court  of  London.  This  was  an  office 
that  he  was  admirably  calculated  to  reflect  the  highest  honor  upon ; 
and  the  United  States  has.  never  been  more  ably  represented  at  that 
court,  tiian  in  his  person.  On  his  return  from  England,  he  was  chosen 
preadent  of  Harvard  College,  has  since  been  Cabinet  Minister,  and  is 
sow  United  States  Senator. 

Hfhat  a  rich  and  varied  experience  he  has  crowded  into  the  period 
ioterveimig  between  the  ages  of  nineteen  and  sixty !  More  than  all,  he 
hisoecapied  no  position  and  filled  no  office  that  he  did  not  confer  as  much 
honor  upon  as  he  received  from  them.  No  man  in  the  United  States, 
{aobobly,  has  been  brooght  in  mcH-e  immediate  contact,  through  all  his  life, 
vith  tlw  oonservatiffin  of  the  old  world  and  the  new,  than  Mr.  Everett ; 
ud  notwithstanding  his  great  wealth  and  very  gentlemanly  tastes, 
habits,  and  associaticMis,  we  know  of  no  production  from  any  other  dis- 
tingoiahed  man  in  the  Union,  breathing  a  more  wholesome  and  pure 
demociacy,  than  his  address  before  the  Colonization  Society  at  Washing- 
ton, a  year  or  two  ago.  It  contains,  however,  but  the  sentiments  of 
his  early  years,  again  reiterated  and  enforced,  fdfter  a  larger  experience 
and  a  more  mature  judgment.  We  nmke  one  short  quotation  from  his 
eady  wntingB  on  'Aristocracy ' : 

'Irnqoires  a  hundred  jean  to  raiae  human  weakness  to  beatific  purity;  but  the 
kmdred  jears,  if  circumstances  are  favorable,  will  do  it.  What  aumiffts'  tondar  hy 
Tioieaee,  eontinaes  to-morrow,  bj  aoqnieaoenoe,  and  is  perpetuated  bj  tradition ;  till  at 
last  tbe  hetaj  abuse  shakes  the  graj  hairs  of  antiquity  at  us,  and  gires  itself  out  as  the 
vUdom  of  sees.  Thus  the  clearest  dictates  of  reason  are  made  to  yield  to  a  long  suc- 
eeasioD  of  fouies.  And  this  is  the  foundation  of  the  aristocratic  system  at  the  present 
day.  Its  strong-hold  with  all  those  not  immediately  interested  in  it,  is  the  rererence  of 
aatiqaily.' 

hi  his  manners^  Mr.  Everett  is  dignified  and  somewhat  reserved,  but 
Uaod  and  afiable.  He,  however,  lacks  that  hearty,  careless,  free-and- 
ea^,  good-natured  manner,  which  has  distinguished  some  of  our  great 
men,  Jackson  and  Clay,  for  instance,  and  which  '  tells '  so  much  for 
availability  in  a  candidate  fi>r  the  presidency. 

There  is  in  some  men  a  constitutional  good-nature,  a  gayety  and 
heartinesB  of  manner,  which  no  amount  of  education  or  experience  of 
gieatneas  can  afiect.  One  of  this  kind  was  Judge  Story.  It  is  said  that 
the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  a  man  who,  as  the  reader  knows,  has  the  blood  of 
^  the  Howards  running  in  his  veins,  when  in  this  country,  called  one 
day  at  his  house  in  Cambridge,  and  found  him  with  a  large  party  of 
yooog  children,  his  fine,  benevolent  countenance  radiant  with  perspiration 
and  delight,  all  sliding  dovm  the  bannister  on  the  stairs.  A  fourth-rate 
lawjer,  whose  dignity  was  his  principal  capital,  (not  regarding  the 
unponbility  of  his  b^ng  eo  engaged,)  would  have  felt  extreme  morti- 
fication at  being  found  on  such  an  occasion  in  such  undignified  employ- 
meoL  We  doubt  if  Mr.  Everett  has  ever  been  found  by  any  of  the 
Hiowanls,  or  the  Smiths  even,  sliding  down  stair-bannisters  since  early 
boyhood,  but  no  one,  we  presume,  would  be  surprised  to  find  Seward  or 
HooBtoa  so  engaged,  and  it  is  not  impossible  that  '  the  Little  Giant  * 
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might  eometimes  perform  the  same  feat,  when  in  one  of  his  most  genial 
moods. 

It  is  not  so  much  qualities  of  the  head  as  of  the  heart,  in  great  men, 
that  wins  the  admiration  of  the  multitude.  It  was  not  €be  mental 
powers  of  Csesar  (formidable  as  they  were)  that  Cato  so  much  dreaded ; 
it  was  his  generosi^,  his  magnanimity,  and  wide-spread  sympathy  with 
his  feUow-men.   '  Curse  on  \a&  virtues  ;  they  have  undone  his  country ! ' 

There  was  no  resisting  the  popidarity  of  that  good*for-nothizig, 
unprincipled  demagogue  and  debauchee,  John  Wilkes.  His  genial  wit 
and  humor,  and  strong  social  feelings,  broke  through  all  the  barricades 
of  fashion  and  etiquette,  and  assured  the  coal-heaver  and  the  chimney- 
sweep that  no  thickness  of  coal-dust  and  soot  could  divide  the  bond  of 
fellow-feeling  that  united  them.  There  is  nothing  in  the  multitudinous 
pages  of  B<^2y'8  life  of  his  idol,  so  laughter-provoking  to  us,  as  the 
dinner-scene  where  Wilkes  brought  all  his  cbncihatory  arts  to  bear  upon 
hb  gruff  and  stubborn  old  enemy,  Dr.  Johnson  ;  and  the  perfect  success 
he  met  with  shows  clearly  how  much  good-natured  wit  and  humor,  as 
well  as  tact,  and  knowledge  of  human  nature,  he  possessed. 

Nature  and  circumstances  have  done  much  in  the  way  of  availability 
as  a  candidate  for  the  presidency,  for  Samuel  Houston.  The  probation- 
ary state  he  went  through  to  attain  his  present  exemplary  character  as 
a  statesman  and  a  citizen  was  a  trying  one.  He  has  been  doubly  proved 
and  refined  in  the  crucible  of  experience.  His  early  life  was  dissolute 
and  abandoned  in  the  extreme.  After  he  became  Governor  of  Texas 
even,  there  was  a  shamelessness  in  his  intemperance,  and  an  indiscreet 
disregard  for  the  proprieties  of  life,  which  have  seldom  been  equalled 
by  any  public  man  of  so  prominent  a  standing  in  the  country.  His 
conduct  of  course  exposed  him  to  the  severest  animadversions,  and  ho 
other  public  man  probably  has  met  with  more  determined  opposition,  or 
encountered  fiercer  attacks  and  more  bitter  sarcasms  and  invective  in 
his  public  career,  than  he.  After  passing  through  this  ordeal,  he  comes 
out  a  moral  reformer  and  a  polished  gentleman.  The  most  fastidious 
and  exacting,  we  believe,  can  now  find  no  fault  with  his  private  cha- 
raptet. 

His  lectures  upon  temperance  are  said  to  be  impressive  and 
effective  in  an  extraordinary  degree,  and  the  great  and  beneficial  influ- 
ence he  exerts  in  favor  of  that  cause  cannot  be  easily  overrated.  Gen. 
Houston  is  one  of  the  handsomest  men  in  the  Senate,  (not  quite  so 
good-looking  as  Everett,  however.)  His  figure  is  tall  and  commanding, 
and  he  is  exceedingly  dignified  and  graceful  in  deportment.  He  never 
loses  his  temper,  but  is  always  calm,  cheerful,  and  courteous.  Taunts 
and  inuendoes  from  Foote,  such  as  imhinged  the  senatorial  dignity  of 
Benton,  Gen.  Houston  used  to  reply  to  with  a  bland  serenity  of  manner, 
and  a  good-natured  facetiousness  which  covered  the  mischievous  Foote 
with  ridicule.  The  struggles  of  his  eventful  life  have  contributed 
much,  imdoubtedly,  to  giv^  him  a  command  of  temper,  and  an  indiffer- 
ence to  trifies,  not  easily  shaken.  The  excesses  and  profligacy  of  his 
early  life,  when  contrasted  with  the  irreproachable  conduct  of  his  later 
years,  vnll  have  the  effect  to  increase  his  availability  as  a  candidate  for 
the  presidency.     Very  few  men,  we  presume,  reach  middle  age  without 
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having  more  or  leas  youthful  indiscretions  to  be  sorry  for.  If  a  man  who 
has  h^n  guilty  of  yery  great  ones  is  elevated  to  high  places  in  spite  of 
them,  others  feel  that  ikej  receive  their  pardon  irom  the  world  for  theirs, 
at  the  same  time  he  receives  his.  On  the  contrary,  if  a  man  finds 
himself  incapacitated  for  high  office  in  consequence  of  previous  short- 
comings in  rectitude  and  morals,  otheis  feel  that  the  world  extends  the 
same  rebuke  to  them  for  similar  delinquencies.  There  is,  too,  a  certain 
admiration  in.  the  masses  for  a  man  whose  passions  are  so  strong  as 
sometimes  to  lead  him  to  break  through  wholesome  restraints,  and 
commit  errors  of  which  he  afterward  repents.  It  is  deemed  an  indica- 
tion of  a  head-strong  and  impulsive  spirit,  more  frank  and  generous 
than  prudent  and  circumspect.  They  look  for  nothing  heroic  in  the 
man  whose  prudence  and  discretion  never  forsake  him.  The  ungovernable 
bursts  of  passion  and  fierce  oaths  which  sometimes  came  from  *  Old 
Hickory '  were  no  draw-back  upon  his  popularity ;  and  the  suggestion  of 
Gen.  Taylor  to  Capt.  Bragg,  that  he  should  make  the  Mexicans  a  donatioa 
of  something  exactly  the  opposite  of  Paradise,  (although  the  story  is  said 
to  be  wholly  untrue,)  we  are  inclined  to  think  procured  him  mi»re  votes 
than  a  himdred  politicians  could  have  influenced  by  expatiating  on  the 
soundness  of  his  political  views.  There  is  a  host  of  salient  angles  ia 
the  character  and  career  of  Gen.  Houston,  to  hang  popularity  i^pon ; 
and  on  the  whole  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  he  is  chock-full  of 
availability  as  a  candidate  for  the  presidency. 

Vfe  will  next  examine  a  little  into  the  qualities  for  availability  that 
the  *  Little  Giant '  possesses.  We  make  Seward  wait  until  the  last,, 
because  we  know  he  will  do  it  with  so  much  polite  patience,  blandness, 
and  good-nature.  Seward  feels  so  well  assured  of  his  position,  and  is 
such  a  perfect  gentleman,  that  he  would  never  think  of  feeling  impatient 
and  irritable  under  either  real  or  imaginary  neglects  and  slights. 

We  do  not  possess  many  facts  in  regard  to  the  history  of  Senator 
Douglas.  He  is  said,  however,  not  to  be  a  very  highly-cultivated  man, 
but  to  be  '  an  original  genius.' 

It  is  a  much-mooted  question,  whether  a  regular  education  tends  to 
cramp  the  intellect,  and  to  depress  originality,  or  not.  Those  who 
advocate  the  affirmative  side  of  it,  we  suspect,  are  in  a  minority,  if  not. 
in  numbers,  at  least  in  talents  and  acquirements.  As  respectable  and 
conservative  an  authority  as  any  we  know  of  among  this  supposed 
minority,  is  Lord  Jefirey.  Jma,  review  of  the  works  of  Franklin,  as  is  well 
known,  he  took  the  ground  that  a  regular  education  is  unfavorable  to 
vigor  or  originality  of  understanding ;  and  he  defende^£is  position  with 
all  that  acuteness  of  discrimination,  and  keenness  and  force  of  logic,, 
ibr  which  he  was  so  distinguished.  Examples  can  be  produced  to  sup- 
port almost  any  theory,  but  no  more  striking  ones  can  be  aiToided  in 
favor  of  the  affirmative  of  the  question,  than  Benjamin  Franklin,. 
Alexander  Hamilton,  and  John  Marshall.  We  are  of  that  number,, 
however,  who  do  not  believe  that  a  regular  and  highly-finished  education, 
is  any  draw-back  to  originality  of  genius.  We  believe,  with  Lowell 
that 

'AiTER  polishing  granite  as  much  as  you  will. 
The  heart  keeps  its  tough  old  persistency  still.* 
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We  very  xnucli  doubt  if  Senator  Douglas  received  from  nature  a  more 
acute  and  comprehensive  mind  than  Seward  or  Everett ;  and  we  feel 
very  certain  that  he  wishes  he  had .  as  much  culture  as  they  have. 
There  is,  however,  in  the  life  of  vicissitudes  that  the  *  Little  Giant '  has 
led,  much  capital  for  availability,  although  much  less,  we  suspect,  than 

*  Old  San  Jacinto '  possesses.  Others  beside  Desdemona  like  a  man 
better  for  having  been  through  strange  and  rough  adventures ;  and  great 
men  who  in  the  course  of  their  lives  have  met  with  severe  hardships 
and  adversities,  and  have  borne  up  stoutly  against  them,  possess,  in  these 
circumstances,  elements  of  popularity  for  which  no  genius  or  acquire- 
ments can  well  compensate. 

In  early  life,  we  believe,  Senator  Douglas  worked  at  some  trade,  but 
by  the  force  of  his  character  and  genius,  he  broke  through  all  the 
.  trammels  and  restraints  of  poverty  and  humble  life,  and  placed  himself 
by  the  side  of  the  greatest  in  the  land.  He  is  in  consequence  more 
identified  with  the  people  than  a  regularly-educated  man.  His  work- 
ing at  a  trade  when  young,  and  then  becoming  President  afterward, 
would  be  throwing  another  bridge  over  the  gulf  that  separates  a  wood- 
sawyer  from  the  presidential  chair.  The  association  of  Van  Buren's 
name  with  cabbage-raising  or  vending,  we  have  no  doubt,  did  more  to 
elect  him  president,  than  his  recommendation  for  the  office  from  his 

*  illustrious  predecesscyr.'  The  *  Little  Giant,'  we  believe,  has  been  subject 
to  occasional  irregularities  of  conduct,  which,  whether  they  would  con- 
duce much  or  not  to  his  popularity,  we  are  not  prepared  to  say. 

We  are  inclined  to  think,  as  a  matter  of  policy  even,  his  Nebraska 
Bill  will  prove  too  high  a  bid  for  the  presidency.  When  a  merchant 
at  an  auction  ofiers  too  much  for  an  article,  however  gratifying  his  bid 
may  be  to  the  sellers,  it  is  apt  to  injure  his  credit  with  the  mercantile 
community  generally  :  so  we  think  Mr.  Douglas  may  have  injtired  his 
credit  with  those  not  directly  benefited  by  the  proposed  sale  ;  which 
class  we  believe  to  comprise  the  whole  human  race. 

We  don't  know  how  great  sacrifices  different  men  might  deem  the 
presidency  worth  making  to  obtain,  but  creeping  through  too  many 
low  avenues  to  reach  it,  would  seem  to  be  attaching  a  very  enormous 
value  to  it. 

The  life  of  the  distinguished  Illinois  senator  is  not  wanting  in  variety 
of  incidents  ;  but  he  has  met  with  no  startling  adventures  : 

'  No  disastrous  chances, 
<*  .  Of  moviDg  accidents,  by  flood  and  field,' 
•  >• 

such  as  the  great  Texan  can  boast. 

William  H.  Seward  has  some  points  of  resemblance  with  all  three 
of  the  distinguished  men  whose  lives  and  characters  we  have  so 
hastily  touched  upon.  Like  Everett,  he  is  an  elegant  and  profound 
scholar,  (with  a  greater  love  for  metaphysics,  however ;)  like  him,  too, 
he  has  fUled  prominent  places  in  the  country  from  boyhood  ;  like 
Houston,  he  is  the  free-and-eaSy,  hail-fellow-well-met,  bland  and  affable 
gentleman,  with  every  one  he  meets.  Like  him,  too,  he  never  loses  his 
temper,  is  always  calm  and  cheerful,  and  particularly  polite  and  cour- 
teous to  his  opponents.     When,  in  the  course  of  events,  it  used  to  become 
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his  torn  to  be  made  a  victim  to  snappish  insinuations  and  Paul  Ftv 
hints  as  to  the  motives  of  his  conduct,  by  the  high-minded  and  dignifiea 
Foote,  he  smiled  complacently  upon  the  common  petty  tormentor  while 
the  infliction  lasted,  and  bowed  gracefully  at  the  close  of  it. 

There  is  no  link  in  the  chain  connecting  W.  H.  Seward  with  the 
human  family  that  is  a  non-conductor.  Every  link  in  it  will  vibrate  to 
warm  and  generous  impulses.  It  is  a  common  remark  to  hear  applied . 
to  a  man  who  takes  well  with  the  multitude,  that  '  he  knows  how  to 
play  the  demagogue.'  The  man  who  is  not  popular  with  the  masses^ 
does  not  know  how  to  play  the  demagogue.  The  fault,  however,  is  not 
in  the  brain,  but  in  the  heart.  *  My  friends,  cure  yourselves  of  cant* 
It  ifl  nature  that  makes  a  man  what  is  called  a  demagogue ;  and  withr 
out  a  liberal  contribution  from  her  of  good-nature  and  animal  spirits, 
no  cunning  contrivances  of  his  intellect  will  avail  much. 

What  sort  of  a  spectacle  would  William  Pitt  or  John  duincy  Adams 
have  made,  playing  the  demagogue  at  a  husking  frolic  or  a  turkeys 
shooting  ?  To  play  the  demagogue  well,  a  man  must  have  a  strong, 
hearty  and  earnest  sympathy  with  his  fellow-men ;  and  every  look, 
every  expression  of  the  countenance,  every  motion  of  the  body,  at  onoe 
tell  people  whether  a  man  has  that  sympathy  or  not.  Chesterfield  was 
a  very  benevolent  man,  or  he  never  could  have  been  so  polite  a  one  ; 
for,  as  some  one  has  said,  '  politeness  is  benevolence  in  little  things.' 
Seward  has  three  invaluable  qualities  as  a  statesman,  in  neither  of 
which,  we  think,  is  he  surpassed  by  any  other  man  in  the  country ; 
preseience,  sagacity,  and  command  of  temper.  These  qualities  all 
conduce  largely  to  availability,  although  neifiier  Jackson,  Harrison,  nor 
Taylor  had  one  of  them.  These  men  had  more  comprehensiveness  of 
heart  than  of  intellect,  and  hence  their  great  popularity.  The  world 
finds  it  veiy  hard  to  forgive  a  man  the  possession  of  great  talents  united 
to  ambition ;  but  geniality  of  nature  and  wide-ranging  sympathies  do 
much  to  obtain  that  foigiveness  for  him.  Seward  possesses  these  qual- 
ities, and  80  does  Van  Buren,  although  in  a  less  extraordinary  degree 
than  Clay  did.  But  the  latter  lacked  the  command  of  temper  which 
the  two  former  are  celebrated  for. 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  in  what  difierent  lights  the  world  looks  upon 
the  same  actions  in  difierent  individuals.  *  Dorset  can  do  what  hfi 
pleases,'  said  Wilmot ;  *  he  is  never  in  the  wrong.'  We  suspect  if  either 
Seward,  Houston,  or  Douglas  had  been  caught  in  that  imperfect  condi- 
tion of  the  toilet  that  Scott  was  on  the  Ohio,  and  had  spoken  of  the 
circumstance  in  the  same  way  he  did,  it  might  have  added  to  their 
popularity ;  but  we  think  it  detracted  firom  Scott's.  (We  would  not  be 
guilty  of  supposing  that  Mr.  Everett  cotdd  have  made  use  of  such  an 
expression,  for  the  best  pair  of  breeches  the  city  would  aHbrd.)  WhaV 
ever  ridiculous  scrapes  the  good-natured,  free-and-easy  Nell  Gwynne 
was  detected  in,  she  always  made  fun  of  them,  and  everybody  laughed 
foith  her  about  them.  When  the  more  prim  and  stifTladies  about  the  court 
were  caught  in  awkward  situations,  (as  they  often  were,)  every  body 
laughed  at  them.  A  prudish  old  maid  reaches  the  comer  of  a  street  in  a 
high  wind,  and  all  of  a  sudden  finds  her  skirts  blown  up  over  her  head. 
Forcing  them  down  in  a  passion,  she  makes  a  rush  for  a  store  or  an 
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anmibuB,  and  looks  indignation  and  defiance  at  all  within  sight.  A 
young  and  blooming  widow,  for  instance,  meets  with  the  same  mishap ; 
she  quietly  pushes  down  her  skirts,  smiles  good-naturedly,  and  continues 
unconcernedly  on  her  way. 

If  the  heads  of  Houston  and  Seward  happen  to  be  enveloped  in  skirts 
by  a  sudden  political  gust,  they  are  guilty  of  no  unseemly  haste  in 
pulling  them  down ;  and,  instead  of  being  irritated  by  the  afiair,  laugh 
it  oS  with  apparent  gusto. 

We  came  near,  a  little  way  back,  pulling  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  rather 
unceremoniously  on  to  the  stand  from  which  we  were  examining  the 
condition  of  certain  famous  racers,  previous  to  their  start  upon  the 
course.  We  think  the  presence  of  Mr.  Weller  can  be  made  serviceable 
in  still  farther  illustrating  the  peculiar  tastes  and  dispositions  of  the 
distinguished  gentlemen  whose  characters  we  have  been  considering. 
If  he  should  be  introduced  to  Mr.  Everett,  in  his  magnificent  library  in 
Boston,  which  Messrs.  Putnam  and  Company  have  given  us  such  a  fine 
engraving  of,  in  the  '  Homes  of  American  Authors,*  he  would  no  doubt 
receive  a  kind  and  cordial  welcome  ;  but  we  are  inclined  to  think  that 
Mr.  Everett  would  be  a  little  uneasy  from  an  apprehension  that  Sam 
might  spit  on  the  carpet,  sit  astride  his  chair,  or  call  for  ^  a  pint  of  half- 
and-half 

But  if  Sam  should  be  unexpectedly  introduced  into  the  Senate  of  the 
United  States  while  Houston  happened  to  be  descanting,  for  instance, 
an  the  State-debt  of  Texas,  he  would  leave  the  debt  to  take  care  of 
itself,  (a  course  of  proceeding,  by  the  way,  not  wholly  unprecedented 
in  some  States  of  the  Union,)  and  rush  upon  Sam,  tlm)w  his  aims  around 
his  neck  as  the  first  salutation,  and  his  fidelity  to  the  temperance-pledge 
would  undergo  a  very  severe  test,  if  he  could  refrain  firom  taking  Sam 
afii  and  having  '  a  convivial  time.' 

If  Seward  happened  to  be  expatiating  on  the  higher  law,  for  instance, 
when  Sam  made  an  unexpected  entrance  into  the  Senate-chamber,  he 
would  leave  the  higher  law  to  take  care  of  itself,  (a  thing,  by  the  way, 
that  a  good  many  statesmen  are  in  the  habit  of  doing,)  and  go  forward 
At  once,  without  stopping  by  the  way  to  get  a  pinch  of  snuff  of  Berrien, 
and  give  the  younger  Weller  a  hearty  welcome.  Douglas  would  be 
likely  to  be  a  little  jealous  of  Sam's  fame ;  and  would  take  an  early 
opportunity  to  insinuate  that  he  was  not  so  much  ahead  of  a  good  many 
&cetious  young  men  on  the  fiat-boats  of  the  Illinois  and  Mississippi. 

In  forming  our  estimate  of  availability,  we  have  considered  a  *  rough- 
and-tumble  '  career  as  one  of  the  principal  ingredients  of  which  it  is 
composed.    And  if  it  be  true  that 

*  Hk  that  hath  buffeted  with  8t«rn  ADVEttsirr, 
Best  knows  to  shape  his  course  to  favoring  breezes/ 

Houston  and  Douglas  should  always  have  wind  in  their  sails ;  and  if 
the  latter  should  occasionally  have  a  superabundance,  he  is  so  skilful  a 
political  navigator  that  there  would  be  no  danger  of  his  coming  upon 
his  beam-ends.  ^ 

It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  the  votes  at  the  next  Presidential 
election  may  show  that  our  speculations  on  availability  are  worthless. 
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The  '  many-headed '  is  prorerbially  a  cnrioiis  and  unreliable  monster. 
It  elected  Polk  over  Clay,  when  the  former  had  not — we  have  no  time 
to  tell  what  he  had  not ;  and  every  body  knows  what  the  high-minded 
and  ehiyahoas  Clay  had. 

We  have  treated  of  availability  in  candidates  for  the  presidency  only 
in  reference  to  the  penonal  qualities  of  the  candidates  spoken  of.  It 
WDold  have  been  out  of  our  province  to  have  consideied  them  with 
leference  to  their  identification  with  certain  leading  questions  or  mea- 
sores  that  may  divide  the  country. 

On  the  whole,  however,  we  aie  inclined  to  believe  that  great  obscurity 
in  a  candidate  is  more  available  for  the  presidency  than  all  the  other 
qualities  we  have  enumerated. 


EVEHINO-VOICES. 

Broee!t  match  of  cow-boy*8  song, 
Swelling  high  and  sinking  low, 

Mingles,  as  he  plods  along, 
With  the  lowing  of  his  cow. 

Wagon  rattling  o*er  the  road, 
(White  top  gleaming  like  a  sail,) 
I       Wakes  the  echoes,  hareh  and  loud, 
^  Of  tlie  dusk  and  distant  Talc. 

On  the  night-air  fmntly  swells, 
From  the  whitcly-peopled  mead, 

Silver  soond  of  lambkin's  bell, 
Singlj  tinkling  whilo  it  feeds. 

On  the  listless  winds  that  pass, 
Insects  fling  their  harmonies : 

Crickets  chirping  in  the  gra^s ; 
Locust  trilling  in  the  trees: 

And  like  mosic  of  a  fay, 

*Mong  the  maple's  foliage  hid« 

Comes  thy  sad  and  changeless  lay. 
Melancholy  Katy-did  I 

Comes  the  dull  and  sullen  roar 

Of  the  distant  waterfall, 
Where  the  avnft  waves  foam  and  pour, 

Wrapped  in  vapors  like  a  palL 

Sweetly  mingled,  yet  distinct^ 
Countless  witching  voices  are ; 

Sweetly  various,  sweetly  linked, 
Trembling  on  the  dewy  air. 
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WHEN  COMES 


BT    CHABLBS     LBLA17I>    POBTEB. 


*KoT  to-day  1'  saith  the  laughing  boy, 
As  he  gaily  sports  with  his  youthful  toy; 

*  Not  to-day,  Sir,  ho-high-ho  I' 

And  his  ruddy  cheeks  are  all  a-glow, 
As  his  hoop  rings  merrily  over  the  pave. 
Or  his  tiny  ship  mounts  the  mimic  wave. 

*  Not  to-day,  but  when  I'm  a  man, 
Doing  all  that  my  father  can. 

A  pony  to  ride,  and  a  gun  that  shoots, 
A  long-tailed  coat,  and  a  pair  of  boots; 
Now's  the  time  for  fun  and  play : 
When  I'm  a  man ;  but  not  to-day. 

'Not  to-day  1*  saith  the  maiden  free. 

And  her  bell- voice  ringeth  joyously; 

Airy  visions  come  and  go, 

And  veils  of  gauze  and  robes  of  snow ; 

And  two  hearts  beating  together  like  one ; 

A  stronger  shoulder  to  lean  upon. 
*Not  to-day  I'  and  her  heaving  breast 

Wearily  throbs  for  another  guest 

*  Not  to-day  V  and  the  mantling  blood,  0 
Carmines  her  cheek  with  its  orimson  flood ; 
And  cheerily,  gaily,  she  boundeth  away : 

*  Not  to-day,  oh  I  not  to-day  1 ' 

*Not  to-day  1'  saith  he,  whose  life, 
Hath  mounted  the  summit  of  mimhood's  strife ; 
He  hath  battled  the  storm  right  manfully. 
And  broad  and  strong  is  the  tuU-leaved  tree ; 
He  gazes  at  blossoms  of  childhood  now, 
And  on,  to  the  ripe  fruit  on  the  bough. 

*Not  to-day  V  no,  not  to-day, 
His  boyhood's  April  has  passed  away : 
Hope's  finger  points  to  the  setting  sun, 
And  he  gazeth  wearily,  back  and  on ; 
And  hia  pendulum  heart  hath  willed  to  say, 

'  Not  to-day  1  —  'Tis  not  to-day.* 

'  Not  to-day  r  saith  the  gray-hairod  sire, 
As  dim  grows  the  light  of  his  eye  of  fire ; 
Feeble  and  faint  is  its  sunset-ray, 
For  he's  looking  into  the  Far-away ; 
Dimmer,  yet  back  through  the  mist  he  sees 
A  trusting  child  at  his  mother's  knees; 
A  mother's  hand  lies  on  his  arm. 
His  mother's  hand,  it  was  so  warm : 
And  a  tear  in  the  old  man's  eye  is  seen, 
As  he  hears  the  shouts  oh  the  village-green ; 
While  his  trembling  lips  but  seem  to  say, 

*  Days  of  my  youth,  ye  have  passed  away  I  * 
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'  Is  it  tcHlajf  and  a  feeble  tone 
Tells  of  a  country,  &rther  on ; 

*  la  it  to-day?  for  I  long  to  flee 
On  to  the  regions  of  purity.' 

Harkl  *tis  the  chorus  of  angel  Toioea, 
Friends  are  weeping,  but  Heaven  rejoices  j 
Open  the  gates  of  their  own  accord, 

*  Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lobd.' 

A  voice  of  peace,  from  the  garden  of  love, 
Comes  floating  down  like  a  gentle  dove; 
Exulting,  he  smiles,  for  he  hears  it  say, 
'  In  paradise  shalt  thou  be  to-day  I ' 


•     SHAKSPEAREAN      HEADINGS. 

*A    iriVTBB*8     TALB.* 

On  a  boisteroiiB  eyening,  just  after  Ghristmafi,  a.d.  184-,  three  pro- 

misiiig  imder-gTaduates  of  H College  *  might  Have  been  seen '  silently 

seated  azound  a  cosy  fixe,  in  a  room  whose  door  was  adorned  witii  tliese 
cfaaracters,  ^understood  l^  the  initiated,)  '33  —  K.  H.'  I,  by  reason  of 
my  senior  dignity,  was  permitted  to  fill  the  rocking-chair,  wlule  at  each 
Gomer  of  the  Inroad  fire-place  sat  the  Junior  and  the  Soph.  The 
party  looked  '  deeply,  darkly,  beautifully  blue.'  The  conversation,  which 
had  been  gradually  waning,  had  at  last  entirely  ceased,  and  nothing  was 
to  be  heard  save  the  ticking  of  the  old  clock  on  the  mantel,  the  roar- 
ing of  the  sturdy  fire  as  it  mounted  the  chimney,  and  the  pufi)  puff,  of 
sondry  columns  of  smoke  which  each  was  drawing  from  lua  meer- 
aehaom. 

The  party  looked  blue  for  these  reasons :  it  was  vacation,  and  we 
three,  the  only  occupants  of  three  considerable  college-buildings,  had, 
ior  reasons  best  known  to  ourselves,  commenced  an  attempt  to  spend 
it  in  the  classic  precincts  of  our  Alma  Mater,  thinking  that  we  could 
make  its  hours  glide  along  quietly  and  pleasantly,  b^fuiled  by  books. 
The  attempt,  as  might  be  expected,  most  signally  failed.  We  had  each 
wormed  through  enough  tomes  to  furnish  a  family-library,  and  so  many 
'  comrses '  of  reading  began  to  sate  our  intellectual  appetites.  Christ^ 
mas  had  passed,  and  a  dull  one  it  was,  to  be  sure ;  for  the  towns-people 
were  few  and  solemn,  and  moreover,  held  '  college-boys '  imder  a  ban 
of •  interdiction,  as  'rowdies,'  and  'loafers,'  and  'outragers  of  decency.' 
Our  eyes  weie  of  course  too  weak  (some  of  the  aforesaid  good  people 
called  us  '  eye-sores,')  to  adnut  of  our  reading  in  the  evening,  and  we 
were  not  enough  in  number  for  a  quiet  rubber  at  whist.  So  there  we 
sat,  ruminating  on  the  possibility  of  something  '  turning  up ' :  and  lo ! 
■tlast, 

JuNioa  loquitur :  *  Boys,  why  could  n't  we  go  off  into  some  back- 
woods region,  and  deliver  a  course  of  lectures  on  some  popular  subject  ? ' 

Happy  thought!  by  one  lucky  blow  he  turned  up  ^  '  nugget'  of  fun. 
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*  Capital !  *  cried  the  Senior,  with  the  wise  and  bland  look  peculiar  to 
the  tribe.  '  Glorious ! '  said  the  Soph.,  who  was  '  in '  for  any  thing 
except  the  writing  of  the  lectures. 

But  the  plan  of  operations  was  first  to  be  discussed ;  and  it  was  laid 
out  and  settled  as  soon  as  a  western  city.  Now,  a  temperance-lecture 
would  not  do,  for  many  reasons ;  and  most  of  all,  because  no  body  would 
pay  any  thing  to  hear  one,  and  we  were  loth  (mercenary  mortals  were 
we  in  those  days)  to  impart  valuable  ideas  or  thrilling  thoughts  gratis. 
No !  our  port-monnaies  had  well-nigh  forgotten  their  office ;  their  *  occu- 
pation' was  gone :  they  looked  much  as  if  they  had  seen  the  elephant, 
and  he  had  stepped  on  them.  The  next  proposition  was,  that  we  should 
lay  violent  hands  on  the  college  apparatus,  and  deliver  ourselves  of 
some  lectures  on  the  natural  sciences ;  but  mature  deliberation  forced 
on  us  the  conviction  that  we  hardly  stood  well  enough  on  the  President's 
ledger  to  risk  detection  in  such  an  exploit.  Phrenology  was  proposed, 
but  voted  down  for  want  of  a  knowledge  of  the  subject.  At  last,  elo- 
cution was  hit  upon,  and  it  seemed  the  most  feasible  theme  of  all.  We 
had  been  drilled  and  bored  upon  it  most  thoroughly  during  Freshman 
year,  and  all,  especially  the  Soph.,  retained  some  vague  ideas  about 

*  sweeps,'  *  slides,'  *  bends,'  *  closes,'  '  pausds,'  and  *  emphasis,'  which  wo 
thought  a  little  brightening  would  make  current  coin  among  those 
whom  Mrs.  Partington  describes  as  living  on  the  *  outsquirts  *  of  civili- 
zation. And,  to  add  a  crowning  glory  to  the  plan,  the  Senior  proposed 
that  we  should  illustrate  and  conclude  our  performances  by  *  Grand 
Shakspearean  Readings  I '  The  plan  was  soon  matured,  and  we  retired 
to  dream  of  Apollo  and  Melpomene. 

In  two  days,  our  arrangements  were  completed ;  and  our  trio,  drawn 
bjr  two  long,  strong  horses,  attached  to  a  superannuated  cutter,  made  its 
triumphal  entrie  into  the  retired  and  '  sequestrated '  village  of  Bogus- 
ville.  It  was  a  decrepit,  disjointed  old  place,  perched  up  on  a  sharp 
ridge,  just  where  the  wind  might '  cut  and  come  again '  at  its  leisure ; 
and  as  the  setting  sun  shot  a  few  chilly  rays  on  the  creaking,  skeleton- 
like sign  of  the  tavern,  and  the  weather-beaten  sides  of  the  *  meeting- 
house '  opposite,  the  town  looked  as  though  it  had  lost  its  way,  wrapped 
itself  up,  and  sunk  to  sleep  in  the  snow.  It  is  my  painful  duty  to 
chronicle  that  Bogusville,  sdthough  but  forty  miles  nom  that  learned 
institution  of  which  we  were  unworthy  members,  was  yet  but  faintly  . 
illumined  with  the  light  of  knowledge.  Its  inhabitants  possessed  just 
that  little  learning  which  rendered  them  an  easy  prey  to  the  machina- 
tions of  youngsters  so  *  imposing,'  in  all  senses  of  the  word,  as  we  were. 
It  had  its  old  men  who  were  sturdy  politicians,  and  would  be  delighted 
to  hear  something  of  that  elocution  which  is  the  soul  of  country  politics ; 
its  young  men  who  were  very  literary,  insomuch  that  they  took  and 
read  several  'Dollar  Magazines'  and  *  Star-Spangled  Banners,'  and 
occasionally  perused  such  important  works  as  the  *  Black  Avenger  of 
the  Spanish  Main,'  or  *  Montano,  the  Mysterious  Monarch  of  Mesopo- 
tamia ; '  being  likewise  staunch  supporters  of  spelling-schools,  and  of 
debating-clubs  where  such  questions  as  these  were  discussed :  *  Which 
is  more  worser — the  liar  or  the  thief? '  or,  *  Resolved :  that  the  works 
of  nature  is  greater  than  the  works  of  art ;  *  its  old  women  who  were. 
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of  conise,  curiosity  incarnate ;  and  its  young  women,  who  wonld 
patronize  any  *  exhibition '  to  which  their  beaux  would  convoy  them. 
We  entered  town,  therefore,  flattering  ourselves  that  we  should  make  a 
sensation. 

Driving  briskly  up  to  the  tavern-door,  we  left  our  nags  to  the  care  of 
a  sleek-haired  hostler,  and  were  ushered  by  an  honest-looking  landlord 
into  a  low,  smoky  tfar-room,  tenanted  by  the  usual  quota  of  hangers-on, 
both  young  and  old.  After  we  had  ordered  supper,  the  Junior  (whom 
I  shall  csdl  Cassio,  inasmuch  as  he  sustained  that  character  in  our 
*  readings,'  while  the  Soph,  played  lago,  and  I  did  Othello,)  pulled  from 
his  pocket  a  bundle  of  flaming  placards,  and  after  posting  two  on  the 
wall,  gave  the  remainder  to  an  incipient  loafer,  with  directions  to  stick 
two  on  the  meeting-house  door,  one  on  the  school-house,  one  on  the  old 
tree  at  the  *  comers,'  and  to  distribute  the  rest  among  the  *  best  society  * 
of  the  place.  The  bills,  which  were  yellow  in  color,  and  horrescent 
with  exclamation-points,  announced  that '  Gideon  Bunsby,  Esq.,  lecturer 
on  Elocution  and  Oratory,  whose  eflbrts  in  this  science  have  met  with 
such  distinguished  success  in  the  principal  cities  and  tovms  of  this 
country  and  the  old  world,  will  deliver  a  lecture  before  the  citizens  of 
Bogosville,  in  the  basement  of  the  Methodist  church,  Thursday  Eve, 
December  Thirtieth ;  and,  assisted  by  two  gentlemen  of  eminence  in 
the  literary  world,  he  will  give  his  extraordinary  and  unequalled  Shaks- 
pearean Readings.  Admission,  Twenty-Five  Cents.  Children  under 
twelve  years,  half-price.*  The  placards  posted  in  the  bar-room  soon 
had  their  wondering  readers,  and  many  were  the  glances  of  inquisitive 
respect  turned  upon  us,  which  we  bore  with  that  careless  condescension 
which  the  infantile  Grand  Lama  is  said  to  assume  toward  its 
worshippers. 

After  supper,  it  was  our  next  business  to  fially  forth  and  obtain  per- 
mission to  ine,  as  the  scene  of  our  entertainment,  the  basement-room 
of  the  meeting-house.  We  were  referred  to  Deacon  Benedict  as  the 
ruling  elder  and  guiding  genius  of  the  *  persuasion,'  and  to  his  house 
we  proceeded,  without  delay  or  ceremony.  The  deacon  we  found  to  be 
a  stiff,  pompous,  Kttle  old  man,  with  a  mouth  carefully  dra-wn  down  at 
the  ascetic  angle,  and  eyes  staring  at  our  sudden  entrance,  like  those 
of  an  Indian  warrior's  image  before  a  tobacconist's  door ;  but  Cassio, 
who  was  our  spokesman,  graciously  pointing  to  the  yellow  placard  which 
our  messenger  had  left  at  the  house,  commenced  the  attack  by  a  diver- 
sion on  the  flank  where  the  good  man's  vanity  happened  to  be  posted. 

*Mr.  Benedict,'  said  he,  *I  am  the  lecturer  referred  to  in  that 
bill '  —  a  slight  softening  of  mamner  on  the  deacon's  part  betrayed  an 
increasing  deference  for  his  visitors  —  *  and,  hearing  that  you  superin- 
tend the  temporal  affairs  of  the  church  in  this  town,  I  have  called,  with 
my  friends,  to  obtain  permission  to  use  the. basement  of  the  edifice,  to- 
morrow evening.' 

*  Umph ! '  said  Deacon  B ,  hesitating  between  a  desire  to  show 

his  power,  and  a  disposition  to  please  a  gentleman  who  was  so  well 
informed  of  his  official  position  in  the  community  of  Bogusville,  *  you 
a  n't  a-going  to  have  a  theatre,  be  ye  ?  you  a  n't  play-actors,  I  s'pose  ?  ' 

*  Oh !  no.  Sir !  *  replied  Cassio,  warmly ;  '  I  merely  intend  to  illustrate 
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the  great  principles  of  elocution  and  oratory,  by  a  choice  selection  from 
the  gems  of  Shdcroeare  ;  and  by  the  help  of  these  gentlemen,'  (looking 
blandly  at  us,) '  I  hope  to  render  the  lecture  both  interesting  and  pro- 
fitable. I  am  sure,  Sir,  that  no  one  will  find  any  thing  in  the  enter- 
tainment to  shock  the  feelings  of  the  most  fastidious ;  in  short,  I  feel  it 
my  mission  to  raise  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart.' 

This  burst  of  eloquence,  which  was  delivered  with  much  emphasis, 
and  a  slight  tone  of  wounded  feeling,  quite  overcame  the  deacon's 
scruples.  He  assured  us  that  we  might  have  the  room  and  welcome  ; 
'  that  is,  if  you  11  pay  for  the  li'tin'  and  warmin'  on  it.  Don't  be  in  a 
hurry,  gentlemen,'  said  he,  as  we  made  a  motion  to  rise ;  and  with  that, 
he  hurried  ofi)  and  soon  returned  with  a  squad  of  rosy  daughters,  and 
a  pitcher  of  rosy  cider.  *  Make  yerselves  to  hum,'  said  he ;  and  so  we 
Btaid,  and  did  justice  to  the  cider  by  drinking  an  immoderate  quantity, 
and  to  ourselves,  by  saying  many  things  witty  and  wise. 

During  the  following  day,  we  were  honored  by  visits  from  the  minister, 
the  school-master,  the  store-keeper,  and  several  of  the  literary  young  men 
of  the  place ;  to  all  of  whom  we  talked  earnestly  of  the  importance 
of  elocution  to  all  men,  especially  to  those  of  the  risii^  generation. 
One  young  man,  with  long  hair  and  a  turn-down  collar,  desired  a  pri- 
vate audience  with  me.  I  readily  granted  his  request,  and  as  soon  as 
my  companions  retired,  he  drew  out  a  bundle  of  manuscript,  stated 
that  he  was  a  poet,  and  commenced  to  read  his  efiusions  ¥ath  much 
spirit.  When  he  finished  his  recital,  I  confessed  myself  astonished  at 
lus  poetry,  as  indeed  I  was ;  for  I  never  heard  the  like  before.  Encou- 
raged by  this,  he  informed  me  that  he  had  written  one  *  piece'  superior 
to  all  the  others,  which  he  wished  to  have  published  in  some  magazine. 
Here  are  some  of  the  verses,  verbatim  et  literatim  : 

'  Whbnair  I  take  mj  little  Bark 

And  sal  Ut  on  liies  Stormy  oshun 
Its  sals  are  torn  Buy  evrj  gal, 

Beyond  all  sort  o'f  noshiin. 
Bat  when  I  leare  thee  chilling  water, 

And  two  the  genial  Fort  I  come 
I  rest  sea  cured  m  the  safe  Buzum 
.    Of  my  deliteful  Home  1 ' 

I  assured  him  that  the  subject  and  imagery  of  this  poem  were  so 
entirely  original,  that  I  had  no  doubt  that  it  would  be  acceptable  to 
any  publisher ;  and  I  advised  him,  likewise,  not  to  permit  it  to  be  copy- 
righted ;  so  that,  if  possible,  it  might  be  stolen  and  republished,  and 
thus  have  a  great  circulation.  But  to  return  from  this  interesting 
episode. 

At  the  appointed  hour  in  the  evening  we  repaired  to  our  lecture-roomi, 
and  found  a  crowded  audience  already  assembled.  They  presented  a 
picturesque  prospect.  The  front  seats  had  been  scrupulously  reserved 
for  the  ladies,  and  were  radiant  with  red  cheeks  and  bright  dresses. 
Next,  were  the  children  who  came  in  under  the  *  liberal  allowance 
made  to  schools,'  and  shone  with  brass  buttons  and  broad  collars.  On 
either  hand,  sat  the  dignitaries  of  the  village,  in  the  seats  of  honor ; 
while  the  rear  of  the  room  was  filled  with  disappointed  suitors,  single 
gentlemen,  and  fellows  of  the  baser  sort.     Cassio,  who  was  the  orator 
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of  the  eyening,  as  soon  as  expectant  ailence  begfan  to  reign,  loee  -with 
much  majesty,  and  do^e  diieotly  into  his  gubject. 

The  Tidue  of  elocution  was  the  fiist  thing  to  be  proven,  and  most 
eloquently  did  he  enforce  it.  All  history  was  made  to  argue  in  behalf 
of  the  science.  Not  an  orator,  ancient  or  modem,  was  permitted  to  sleep 
quiet  in  his  grave.  From  Demosthenes  to  Patrick  Henry,  they  were 
raised  up  to  speak  to  the  yoimg  men  of  Bogusville.  The  speaker  then 
proceedei  to  unfold  his  plan  of  teaching  and  learning  elocution,  which 
was  channingly  original ;  and  finally  wound  up  with  this  sublime 
peroration : 

'  Ladies  and  gentlemen !  firiends  and  fellow-citizens !  citizens  of 
Boguaville !  Our  country  is  in  danger !  I  repeat  it :  our  country  is  in 
danger !  Disunion  is  gnawing  at  its  vitals ;  the  foul  fiend  of  anarchy 
is  gibbering  and  spitting  in  its  face ;  corraption  is  insinuating  its  serpent- 
folds  into  our  popular  elections,  (here  the  rival  candidates  for  the  office 
of  path-master  looked  daggers  at  each  other :)  the  lion  of  England  is 
whisking  his  impertinent  tail  around  our  frontiers;  while  political 
Judases  revel  in  the  public  crib !  On  you,  yoimg  men  of  Bogusville, 
devolves  a  tremendous  responsibility.  Gird  on  your  armor,  therefore  : 
march  boldly  up  and  *  repair  the  breaches  *  in  your  country's  battle- 
ments, (the  young*  ladies  blushed,  while  a  little  man  whom  I  took  to  be 
the  tailor,  looked  important.)  So  doing,  you  shall  save  this  great  and 
g-el-lorious  country,  and  write  your  names  high  on  the  pyramid  of  perpe- 
tuity, with  the  ink  of  eternity,  and  sprinkle  it  with  the  'sands  of 
time!*  ' 

Upon  the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  which  caused  the  mouths  of  some 
of  the  aspiring  youth  to  gape  with  astonishment,  even  as  the  Mediter- 
ranean forced  open  the  '  Pillars  of  Hercules,'  or  as  home-sickness  spreads 
apart  the  valves  of  a  long-travelled  oyster,  he  told  the  audience  that 
he  would  confirm  his  theories  of  elocution,  with  our  help,  by  some 
extracts  from  the  immortal  tragedies  of  Shakspeare.  So  we  all  stood 
up,  book  in  hand,  and  gave  with  great  spirit  those  scenes  of  Othello  in 
which  Othello,  lago,  and  Cassio  figure.  The  effect  was  tremendous, 
especially  in  those  scenes  where  lago  and  Gassio  discourse  concerning 
reputation,  and  where  lago  goads  on  the  Moor  by  artful  insinuations. 
With  the  dying  speech  of  Othello,  and  some  soliloquies  from  Hamlet 
and  Macbeth,  our  lecture  was  concluded  ;  the  audience  retired  to  their 
homes  to  make  the  necessary  arrangements  for  saving  their  country  from 
impending  ruin,  while  we  adjourned  to  the  tavern  to  partake  of  a 
supper  which  we  had  ordered. 

The  supper  proved  good,  and  the  punch  better.  Our  party  soon 
waxed  very  merry,  and  all  the  laughter  which  had  been  accumulating 
in  our  sleeves  during  the  '  performance '  began  to  ooze  out  in  a  bubbling 
stream  of  chuckles  and  snorts.  Cassio,  who,  like  his  namesake  in  the 
play,  had  '  poor  and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking,'  soon  began  to  strut 
and  rant ;  and  lago,  to  carry  out  the  scene,  began  to  sing : 

'And  let  me  a  cannkin  clink,  clink, 
And  let  me  acanakin  clink: 
I  'm  a  college-bov, 
With  a  life  of  joy; 
So  then  let  a  college-boy  drink ! ' 
VOL.  x£iv.  2 
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'  Tore  Heaven,  an  excellent  song ! '  quoth  Cassio.  I  could  not  agree 
with  him ;  for,  happening  to  stand  nearer  the  door  than  the  rest,  I 
chanced  to  over-hear  the  following  edifying  conversation  between  a 
couple  of  eaves-dropping  louts : 

'  By  Gosh !  Bill,  those  lecturers  is  nothing  but  demed  college- 
whelps  1  * 

'  Be  they,  though  ?  '  said  Bill ;  *  let 's  go  get  the  rest  of  the  boys,  and ' 
lick  *em  I  * 

Now,  this  wafi  disagreeable.  We  knew  the  hatred  which  college- 
boys,  by  their  pranks,  had  excited  throughout  that  region,  and  although 
valiant  enough  in  a  fair  field,  we  were  not  ambitious  to  face  a  score  of 
hard-handed,  tough-polled  yeomanry ;  nor  did  we  wish  to  run  away 
secretly  from  the  scene  of  our  triumphs  in  oratory  and  tragedy.  There- 
fore, in  spite  of  Cassio's  maudlin  declaration,  that  he  could  '  drive  the 
whole  town  with  a  sword  of  lath,'  we  ordered  our  horses ;  and  as  soon 
as  the  bells  were  heard  at  the  door,  we  started  for  the  bar-room,  to 
dehver  a  *  few  valedictory  remarks : ' 

'* Diablo!  ho!  the  town  wiU  rise.' '* 

said  lago,  as  we  walked  along.  '  I  *11  beat  the  knaves  into  a  twiggen 
bottle  ! '  replied  Cassio,  with  a  slight  uncertainty  of  intonation.  Enter- 
ing the  room,  we  found  an  ind^ant  crowd  assembled ;  and  as  we 
stopped  to  light  cigars  and  settle  our  bill,  a  big,  thick-set  bully,  who 
appeared  to  be  captain  of  the  Bogusville  Black  Guards,  sidled  up  to 
lago,  and  said,  in  a  very  decided  way  : 

*  So,  you  are  college-boys,  be  ye  ?  * 

*  Yes,  Sir,'  said  lago,  inadvertently  blowing  a  goodly  quantity  of  smoke 
in  his  eyes,  *  is  that  any  of  your  business  ?  ' 

*  We  '11  see  'bout  it,'  replied  the  captain,  as,  with  two  or  three  others, 
he  backed  up  against  the  door,  as  if  to  oppose  our  exodus.  We  were 
just  about,  in  military  parlance,  to  form  ourselves  in  *  a  hollow  square,' 
and  force  our  way,  when  the  honest  landlord  advanced,  opened  the  door, 
and  declared  he  would  have  '  no  rowing  in  his  house.'  Bidding  the 
company  a  very  ceremonious  *  good-evening,'  we  passed  out ;  but  the 
*  Guards,  bent  on  vengeance,  followed  close  on.  *  Let  slip  the  dogs  of 
war !  *  cried  lago ;  and  with  that,  we  turned,  and  Captain  Bully,  with 
two  of  his  aids,  bit  the  snow.  It  cooled  their  ardor  completely.  We 
mounted  our  cutter,  extended  a  cordial  invitation  to  our  friends  of 
Bogusville  to  visit  us  when  they  should  chance  down  our  way,  and 
drove  off.  Ten  miles  over  the  clean,  moon-lit  snow  brouglit  us  to  a 
more  civilized  resting-place ;  and  the  next  day  we  were  in  our  old  col- 
lege-rooms. 

Cassio  and  lago !  when  shall  we  three  meet  again  ?  Never,  perhaps  ; 
yet  we  will  not  forget  one  another,  nor  the  many  hours  wo  passed 
together.  Farther  and  farther  move  we  from  the  landscape  of  those 
college-days,  and  yet,  I  think,  the  picture  grows  brighter  as  it  becomes 
smaller  ;  its  harsh  tints  mellowed,  its  proportions  perfected.  Let  us 
meet,  some  time,  and  talk  over  our  '  Readings ! ' 
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THE       MINERS       SABBATH 


BY    J.    SWITT. 


XjVGS  the  lofty  mountain's  brow, 
Where  spreads  the  level  table-land 

In  fields  unbroken  bj  the  plough, 
A  silent  worshipper  I  stand. 


Rough  battlements  in  grandeur  rise, 
Their  steep  sides  clothed  in  living  green ; 

And  far  below,  the  valley  Uea, 
Stretching  in  quietness  between. 


Wild  mountain-streamlets  gladly  run 
To  seek  the  valley's  peaceful  breast, 

Where  wliite  tents  gleam  in  morning-sun. 
And  miners  from  tiieir  labors  rest 


This  ancient  altar  of  the  world, 
Upheaved  by  earth's  primeval  fire, 

When  waves  of  chaos  darkly  rolled, 
Shall  live  to  light  its  funeral  pyre. 


In  this  cathedral  of  the  hills, 
The  heart  is  awed  in  holy  fear ; 

The  soul  with /deepest  feeling  thrills, 
For  the  Ikvisible  is  here ! 


Wearied  by  six  days'  toil  and  care. 

By  iron  bonds  of  sense  oppresstd ; 
With  Nature,  oflfering  up  a  prayer, 

Here  would  my  earth- worn  spirit  rest 


Kot  in  the  crowded  church  of  God, 
My  heart  most  bows  before  his  throne. 

But  when  I  press  the  mountain-sod, 
A  worshipper,  unseen  and  lone  I 

TtAU  MvwfUain,  Feather  Biter,  (Cal) 
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TRANSCRIPTS 

FROM      THE      DOCKET      O?      A      LATB      SHERIFF 
BT  FUBDERICK    L.   VUhTK. 
CLOSE        BHAVINO. 

*  You  know,  Mr.  Sheriff,'  said  Thiaon  to  me  *  that  I  told  you  I  never 
lost  a  man  I  had  a  writ  ag'inst,  bat  once,  and  that  was  in  sich  a  way, 
that  no  one,  even  if  he  was  smarter  dan  I  be,  could  help  it.  Would 
you  like  to  hear  how  it  was  ?  * 

*  Certainly,  Tise.' 

*  Well :  I  an*t  to  be  blamed  for  it,  'cause,  you  see,  it  was  onpossible 
for  me  to  avide  it.  It  was  a  good  many  year  ago,  when  Jim  Shaw 
was  sheriff.     Shaw  and  I  was  good  friends ' 

*  I  know  you  were,  Tise,'  said  I,  interrupting  him  ;  *  don't  be  so  par- 
ticular in  your  relation  of  parts  which  have  no  bearing  on  the  incident : 
give  me  generalities.     Come,  go  on.' 

'  My  gracious  goodness  I  *  exclaimed  he,  in  anger ;  *  you  never  will 
let  me  relate  any  experience  of  mine  without  interrupting  me  I  you 
won't  let  me  tell  any  thing  my  own  way.  Why  will  you  stop  me,  Mr. 
Sheriff?  you  know  I  don't  like  to  be  interrupted.  Now,  don't  do  it 
ag'in!' 

'  I  will  not,'  replied  I,  soothingly ;  *  but  can't  you,'  I  suggested,  *  get 
along  just  as  well  without  naming  every  little  circumstance  ?  ' 

*  Little  circumstance  !  '  retorted  he,  snappishly  ;  *  Jim  Shaw  and  me 
was  great  friends ;  he  was  a  good  man,  and  a  good  friend  of  mine,  and 
it  was  n't  a  litUe  circumstance  that  he  was  my  friend.' 

*  Tise,  you  misapprehend  me  altogether.  I  desired,  when  I  stopped 
you,  that  you  might  just  as  well  preserve  the  general  fact  of  your 
incident  without  over-loading  it,  by  leaving  out  of  the  narration  such 
parts  as  would  seem  cumbersome.  I  meant  no  disrespect  to  your  asso- 
ciation as  a  friend  of  Mr.  Shaw  :  far  from  it.  Indeed,  I  know  that  in 
some  matters  you  were  Mr.  Shaw's  right-hand  man.' 

*  Dat  I  was  ! '  replied  he,  '  and  I  'm  proud  of  it ;  and  I  'm  glad  you 
did  n't  mean  nothing  wrong  in  interrupting.  But  it 's  a  way  I  got,  Mr. 
Sheriff!'  continued  he,  *  and  I  must  have  my  o^m  way  of  telling  a 
story.  I  'm  glad  it 's  all  right  now.  God  bless  you  I  Yes !  yes  I  me 
and  Jim  Shaw  was  good  friends.     God  bless  him ! ' 

And  the  old  man  picked  out  a  tear  that  had  gathered  in  his  eye,  and 
he  mumbled  out  still  the  words,  *  God  bless  him !  he  was  my  friend  I ' 
How  beautiful,  that  in  the  thoughts  of  this  old  man  of  nearly  fourscore 
years,  the  freshness  and  greenness  of  memory  of  his  friend  clung  so 
tenaciously,  as  that  his  eyes  should  drop  a  tear  when  his  lips  pronoiuiced 
his  name,  or  memory  recalled  the  association  of  one  he  loved  so 
dearly ! 
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'  Well,  aa  I  was  saying/  continaed  he,  his  equanimity  being  now 
lestoxed,  '  when  Jim  Shaw  was  shezifi*,  I  done  a  good  many  fancy 
things.  I  'casionally  got  debutized  to  make  ann^sts,  serve  wiits,  and 
the  like ;  and  one  day,  Mr.  Bobjohn,  of  de  firm  of  Sped  and  Sobjohn, 
aaikir  lawyers ' 

*  Marine  lawyers,'  intemxpted  I. 

'Yes,^dat'8  'em:  sailor  lawyers,  I  calls  'em.  Well,  Mr.  Bobjohn 
come  to  me,  and  says  he  to  me  :  '  Mr.  Thison,  as  you  seem  to  be  the 
only  man  who  can  serve  a  writ  for  me  just  now,  bekase  dere  don't 
happen  to  be  any  of  the  debuties  in  the  office  at  this  time,  may-be  the 
sherifi*  will  debutize  you  to  take  a  man  for  me,  on  an  action  for  assault 
and  battery,  perwided  you  are  willin'.  What  do  yon  say  ?  Yon  can 
earn  five  doUan,  beside  what  you  may  get  &om  the  defendant  for  a 
bond-^.     Is  it  a  baigain  ? ' 

'  Well,  I  looked  at  him,  and  I  said  I  'd  do  it.  He  give  me  the  five 
dollais,  and  I  got  debutized  by  Shaw,  God  bless  him !  and  then  Mr. 
Bobjohn  says  he  to  me,  says  he :  '  The  bail  is  a  thousand  dollars :  the 
defendant  is  first  mate  of  the  ship  Akbar,  now  lying  at  Elephant-Wharf. 
My  client  was  a  seaman  on  board  of  her,  on  her  last  voyage,  and  was 
savagely  and  brutally  beaten  by  the  mate  during  her  voyage,  and  the 
judge  gave  me  an  order  to  hold  the  defendant  to  bail ;  and  when  you 
git  him,'  says  he  to  me,  *  of  course  I  want  you  to  bring  him  to  my  office 
right  away.'  * 

'  For  a  settlement,  of  course,'  interrupted  I ;  '  and  doubtless,  Thison,' 
I  continued,  'Mr.  Bobjohn  had  full  power  to  settle.  He  was  the 
assignee  of  the  right  of  action  against  the  mate,  wasn't  he  ? ' 

'  What  be  you  made  of,  Mr.  Sheriff?  '  queried  Tluson  of  me,  looking 
at  me  vrith  wonder  and  astonishment,  *  you  guessed  it  'zackly.  Now, 
I  an't  'fended ;  but  you  do  know  them  things  as  well  as  if  Mr.  Bob- 
john hisself  was  here  teUin'  you.  Dat  was  it,  Mr.  Sheriff;  he  was  de 
assignee,  and  he  wanted  me  for  to  bring  de  defendant  to  his  office  when 
I  tuck  him,  and  I  promised  I  'd  do  it ;  and  we  said  good-bye  to  each 
other,  then,  and  he  left  me  ;  and  den,  as  I  had  got  de  five  dollars  in  my 
pocket,  I  went  strut  down  to  Dover-street  wharf,  to  git  my  man.  Well, 
I  fennd  de  ship  easy  enough ;  dere  she  was,  and  looking  pooty,  too.  '  I 
wonder,'  thinks  I,  *  if  my  defendant  was  dere  ;  and  if  he  looked  pooty ! ' 
I  couldn't  help  thinkin'  so,  Mr.  Sheriff;  pertickly,  as  I  allers  had  a 
compaadonatin'  heart  to  siulors,  and  when  dey  got  abused  and  beat,  as 
dey  was  so  ofien,  how  could  I  help  it  ?  And  den  it  was,  and  dat 's  de 
reason,  I  wondered  if  he  looked  pooty ;  and  if  he  did  n't,  I  am  sure  I 
would  make  him  look  and  feel  pooty  when  I  got  him  in  my  clutch ; 
yes,  partickly  pooty! ' 

'Tise,'  said  I,  'and  if  he  didn't  look  and  feel  so  in  your  hands, 
doubtless  lie  would  when  he  fell  in  Bfr.  Bobjohn's  gripe  :  what  think 
you?' 

'Well,  I  guess  he  would ;  yes  1 1  think  Bobjack  would,'  replied  Thi« 
Km,  '  sonn'  him  to  de  bottom  of  his  pockets.' 

' Bobjohn,  Tise,'  said  I ;  'not  Bobjack ! ' 

'  Bolgack ! '  continued  he,  emphatically.  '  He 's  allers  called  so,  for 
don't  he  rob  Jack,  the  poor  sailor,  all  his  life  ? '  and  then  the  old  man 
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smoothed  his  chin  and  restrained  a  laugh,  but  he  smirked  continuously, 
still  stroking  his  chin  with  his  fingers :  <  yes !  yes !  it 's  a  name  I  gin' 
liim  myself,  and  it  sticks,  too.'  •  - 

'  I  tell  you  what,  Tise,'  said  I :  '  it  strikes  me  that  in  that  matter 
you  were  a  confederate ;  if  you  knew  the  lawyer's  designs,  you  were 
a  ' 

'Sui  generis!^  exclaimed  he,  in  a  Blackstonian  mood;  ^  know 
enough  of  Latin  for  that.     Dat  's  it,  a  n't  it,  Mr.  Sheriff? ' 

*Not  exactly,'  I  answered,  *  although  I  think  you  are  sui  generis; 
particeps  criminis  would  suit  better ;  or,  perhaps  it  might  be  charged 
that  you  were  an  accessory  before  the  fact.' 

'  What  fact  ? '  inquired  he,  seemingly  stultified. 

*  Of  robbing  Jack,  with  Mr.  Robjohn.* 

*  I  'm  confused,  Mr.  Sheriff;  let  me  go  on  with  the  story,  won't  you  f 
You  see,  you  will  bother  me  by  interrupting  me.  I  almost  lost  de 
link :  where  was  I  ?  let  me  see !  —  im  —  im  —  yes !  yes !  Well,  I  got 
down  to  where  the  ship  lay  at  Elephant  Wharf,  and  I  was  goin'  up  de 
ladder  on  de  side  —  worry  easy,  you  see — when  I  heerd  some  one  holler 
to  me  over  de  railin  or  the  side,  and  I  heerd  a  great  growlin',  and  a 
yellin',  and  a  snarlin'.  *  Well,'  thanks  I,  it  a  n't  nothin',  after  all ! ' 
and  I  was  still  for  a  little.  Then  f  moved  another  step,  and  then 
another;  when  de  voice  hollered  out:  *  Belay,  there,  White-Top! 
old  Hook-Bill !  hallo !  What  do  you  want,  eh  ? '  and  the  growlin*, 
and  the  yelpin',  and  the  barkin',  on  deck,  was  awful  to  hear !  Well,  I 
kinder  moved  on,  as  though  I  did  n't  hear  nothing,  and  raised  my  leg 
to  another  step,  when  dat  voice  come  ag'in :  '  Blast  yer  eyes  and  ears ! 
if  you  can't  see,  can't  you  hear  ?  What  do  you  want  ?  out  l^th  it 
old  White-Top !  don't  you  come  another  step,  or  ye  '11  be  chawed  up  ; 
do  you  hear  ? '  And  I  turned  my  eyes  upward,  and  I  stood  still,  and  I 
let  him  know  that  I  could  see ;  for  there,  'longside  of  the  mate,  (for  it 
was  him,)  looking  over  de  gunwale,  was  de  biggest,  ugliest,  snarliest, 
jaggedest  looking  cretur  of  a  dog  that  ever  my  eyes  looked  on ;  and  I 
wa^  skeered,  and  I  stood  still,  and  did  n't  move  a  bit,  'kase  he  was 
growlin'  and  baikin'  all  the  time  ;  on'y  I  begged  de  mate  in  de  softest 
way  I  could,  to  chain  de  dog,  and  let  me  come  aboard,  for  I  had  par- 
tickler  bisness  with  him.' 

'And  he  did  so  immediately,  I  suppose,'  said  I. 

*  Ne,  Sir  \  he  did  n't ;  and,  cuss  him  I  if  I  had  any  pity  for  him  afore, 
I  had  n't  afterward,  for  he  was  onmannerly ;  calling  me  *  Old  White- 
Top,'  *  Old  Hook-Bill,'  and  sich  like  names ! ' 

*  And  you  were  on  the  ship's  ladder  all  the  while  ? '  said  I ;  *  an  uneasy 
position,  was  n't  it,  Tise  ? ' 

'  It  was  mighty  oneasy :  not  a  rope  nor  nothin'  to  hold  on,  with  that 
ugly  beast  of  a  dog,  and  unmannerly  brute  of  a  mate,  both  ready  to 
tear  me  to  pieces :  it  was  a  ticklish  affair.  Why,  'pon  my  soul,  Mr. 
Sheriff,  I  believe  that  feller  would  'a*  set  that  dog  on  me  jist  as  soon  as 
he  would  do  any  thing  I  Well,  dere  was  no  use  of  my  staying  there, 
and  I  got  on  the  dock ;  and  I  looked  up,  and  there  I  seed  the  two 
beasti  vlooking  over  the  rail ;  and  the  mate  he  hollered  out  to  me  that 
he  knowed  me :  that  I  was  a  sheriff's  officer,  and  that  I  never  would 
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aod  I  never  shoald  take  him ;  and  he  told  me  that  I  oughter  be  about 
more  seaeonable  business  for  a  old  man :  dat  I  was  a  old  curmudgeon, 
and  eich  like  names :  '  Old  White-Top/  and  '  Hook-Bill.'  Well,  you 
see,  d^re  was  no  use  of  my  staying  there  any  longer,  so  I  come  away. 
I  went  a  good  many  times :  in  the  momin'  —  in  the  night  —  all  times 
of  day :  it  was  n't  any  use.  For,  every  time  I  tried  to  git  on  board, 
deie  was  dat  ugly  dog,  barkin\  and  growlin',  and  yellin'  at  me ;  and  I 
felt  worry  bad  that  I  was  fixed  so,  but  I  could  n't  help  it.  I  had  to 
give  it  up,  and  I  never  took  him.  It  made  me  ieel  so  bad,  bekase  I 
did  n't  tiJce  him,  dat  I  did  n't  know  what  to  do ;  and  you  know,  Mr. 
Sherifi)  dat  when  sich  as  we  enter  into  a  thing  with  sperrit,  we  don't 
like  to  be  disapp'inted ;  do  we  ?  ' 

*  Perfectly  true,  Tise,  every  word  of  it,'  said  I.  '  But  tell  me,  my 
old  firiend,  how  did  you  get  along  with  Mr.  Robjohn  ?  He  knew  of 
your  mishap  :  what  did  he  say  or  do  ? ' 

*  Said  ?  why«  God  bless  you !  he  threatened  to  sue  me  for  a  fiilse 
return,  if  I  did  n't  return  the  writ,  '  defendant  taken;  ^  '  and  then  the 
old  man  looked  at  me  with  a  searching  glance,  and  asked  me  '  what  I 
would  have  done  in  sich  a  fix  ? ' 

'  I  don't  know,  my  friend,*  replied  I,  *  what  my  course  would  have 
been.  It  was,  it  appears  to  me,  very  unreasonable  in  him  to  expect 
you  to  do  more  or  better  than  you  did.' 

*  Beason  I '  continued  the  old  man, '  why,  you  don't  expect  sich  as 
Mr.  Robjack ' 

'  Bobjohn,'  interrupted  I,  '  or  Eobtise :  he  had  n't  a  chance  this  time 
to  rob  Jack,  and  therefore,  he  wants  to  rob  Tise.' 

At  which  Thison  burst  into  one  of  his  loud  ha !  ha !  's  and  finally 
ending  with  a  chuckle  peculiar  to  himself,  and  his  eyes  then  distending 
and  ogling  me  with  a  leer  that  seemed  to  say  what  afterward  he  gave 
utterance  to. 

*  Well,  Tise,  you  returned  the  writ,  of  course.' 

*  In  course  I  did,  but  not  till  he  ruled  me  to  return.  You  see,  I  could 
'a'  done  it  jist  as  well  first  as  last,  but  I  wanted  to  bother  him ;  and  I 
guess  I  did.     I  gin  him  sich  a  return  he  did  n't  like  much.' 

'  Why  ?  was  it  a  special  return,  detailing  the  facts  and  impossibilities 
of  an  arrest  under  the  circumstances  ?  ' 

'  No,  no !  bless  you !  it  was  de  usual  return.' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?  you  certainly  did  not  return  the  writ  '  luA 
found?'' 

'  De  usual  return,'  replied  he,  sententiously. 

*  Then  the  usual  return,  Tise,  would  have  been,  in  that  case,  a  false 
return.  I  can't  understand  you.  You  say  you  did  not  take  the  man, 
yet  you  saw  him ;  and  you  also  say  that  your  return  was  in  the  usual 
fonn.  Now,  how  could  you  have  made  such  a  return,  and  make  it  con- 
fotm  to  the  facts ! ' 

'  Easiest  way  in  the  world,'  replied  he,  very  calmly. 

*  Your  return,  then,  must  have  been,  *  Defendant,  taken :  fees  due, 
sixty-nine  cents;'  or,  *  Defendant  not  found  ;^  or  make  a  special 
return.' 

*  Why,  look  here,  Mr.  Sheriff!  I  a  n*t  no  fool !     I  a  nH  lived  so  long 
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ia  this  world  without  having  some  cunning.  People  what  takes  me  for 
a  fool,  I  guess  '11  be  mistaken.  No,  Sir !  My  return  was  true,  although 
the  lawyer  did  threaten  to  sue  me  if  I  made  any  other  return  than  the 
first  one  you  mentioned  :  my  return  was,  'Fees  taken  ;  defendant  due* 
What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  rewersin'  the  order,  was  n't  it  f  A  n't 
that  good  for  me,  Mr.  Sherifi*?  you  don't  think  all  the  wisdom  is  died 
out,  do  you  ?  '  And  he  ended  his  question  with  a  remarkable  gravity  on 
his  countenance,  assuring  me  by  that  look  that  he  had  mastered  the 
peculiar  difficulties  with  which  we  are  occasionally  surrounded,  in  cases 
similar  to  this  one ;  although  there  was  a  smacking  spice  of  wit  in  the 
evasion. 

*  Close  shaving,  don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Sheriff? '  continued  he. 

*  Very  close,  indeed,  Tise,'  replied  I ;  *  and  there  are  very  few  can 
h9.ndle  shaving-tools  like  that ;  but  you  are  an  expert.  Tell  me,  how 
did  Mr.  Robjohn  like  that  return  ? ' 

'  Like  it !  he  could  n't  help  liking  it :  it  was  the  truth.  I  took  the 
fees.  I  did  n't  take  the  defendant,  and  therefore  he  was  due  ;  and  I 
guess  he  had  to  content  hisself,  when  he  found  he  could  n't  do  nothing 
but  grin  and  bear  it.  I  was  dispirited  :  so  was  he.  I  did  n't  take  my 
man,  although  I  did  see  him  :  and  Robjack  did  n't  soun'  his  pockets  if 
he  had  the  insterments  to  do  it  with  ;  and  what  was  onpossible  to  be 
did  could  n't  be  done,  no  how  :  so  he  had  to  grin  and  bear  it,  and  let 
it  slide  off  easy ;  and  I  never  heerd  nothing  more  of  it  at  all,  ever 
afterward.     Close  shaving,  was  n't  it  ? ' 

*  Very  1 '  replied  I. 

'And  ag'in,'  continued  the  garrulous  old  man, '  I  knowed  a  regular 
debuty,  a  general  debuty-sheriff,  one  who  done  a  difierent  kind  of  shav- 
ing bisness  from  me ;  for  you  must  know,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  skin  and  shave 
close  sometimes,  yet  I  never  'strained  or  levied  upon  poor  folks'  goods 
for  my  fees.  If  the  debt  was  satisfied,  and  all  paid  'cept  my  costs,  and 
the  defendant  could  n't  pay  any  more,  kase  he  had  n't  it  to  pay,  why, 
you  see,  I  done  as  Mr.  Ex)bjohn  done  —  let  it  slide,  let  it  slide  ;  and  I 
felt  a  good  deal  easier :  for  I  'm  a  old  man,  Mr.  Sheriff,  but  it  shan't 
be  said  that  Henry  Thison  ever  tuck  a  poor  man's  or  woman's  chores 
to  pay  costs.  I  'm  honest.  I  'm  poor :  but  the  old  man  a  n't  rogue 
enough,  or  poor,  or  mean  enough,  for  that.  No,  Sir  ! '  and  this  was 
uttered  in  so  determined  an  air,  that  I  doubt  not  it  had  been  his  ruling 
principle  since  his  connection  with  the  sheriff's  office. 

'  Now,  Mr.  Sheriff,'  continued  he,  '  give  me  a  little  more  rope,  as  the 
criminal  said  under  the  gallus,  and  I  'm  done  botherin'  you.  You  see, 
this  general  debuty  (I  a  n't  a-going  to  mention  any  names,  for  he  was 
too  cussed  mean  for  me  to  name  him,)  once  had  a  execution  ag'in  a 
widow-woman,  and  he  went  to  her  house  to  make  a  levy.  Well,  after 
he  had  satisfied  hisself  dere  was  n't  nothin'  for  him  to  take,  bekase  all 
she  had,  and  that  was  very  little,  was  exempt  from  levy  and  sale,  he 
had  the  impeidence  to  ask  her  for  his  fees ;  and  when  she  told  him  she 
hadn't  no  money,  i^d  was  worry  poor,  but  she  had  seen  better  days, 
I  'm  blamed  if  he  did  n't  up  and  tell  her  dat  he  must  have  the  fees, 
any  how.' 
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'Bat  how  could  be  get  them,  Tise?'  I  asked,  '  if  all  the  property 
was,  as  you  say,  exempt  ? ' 

*  Close  shaTing ! '  retumedf  he,  moodily ;  *  mean,  cnssed,  close  shav- 
ing !  —  skinning,  I  call  it !  Why,  see !  he  told  her  right  down  'amest, 
he  most  and  he  would  have  his  fees  :  if  he  could  n't  get  them  one  way, 
he  would  another.  He  had  a  livin'  to  work  out  for  lusself  and  family, 
and  he  goeased  if  the  money  did  n't  come  willin',  he  'd  fetch  it  unwillin' ; 
and  then  he  told  the  widow  dat,  as  the  law  exempted  all  family-pic- 
tures from  levy  and  sale,  the  inference  was,  dat  it  did  n't  exempt  de 
frames ;  and  den  I  'm  blamed  if  he  did  n't  tell  her  (to  his  disgrace  for 
ever)  dat  he  was  a-goin'  to  take  the  frame  ofi*  of  her  dead  husband's 
likeneas.' 

'  GradouB  God  !  it  can't  be  possible,  Tise ! ' 
•Fact,  Sir!  fact.  Sir!     As  true  as  I'm  alive,  Sir!' 

*  It  was  n't  done,  though,  was  it,  Tise  ?  for  the  honor  of  the  age,  I 
hope  not ! '  said  I. 

'  It  would  'a'  bin,  I  tell  you,  had  n't  it  bin  for  the  high-sheriff,  who, 
when  he  heerd  it,  forbid  it  plumply ;  and  he  told  the  debuty,  that  if 
he  'd  'a'  done  that  thing,  he  'd  disgrace  the  office  for  ever.' 

'  That  was  n't  all  the  action  the  high-sheriff  took  in  this  matter,  was 
it,Tise?* 

'  No  !  no !    God  bless  him !  he  suspended  him,  and  rightly,  too ! ' 

*  Yoa  mean,  he  hung  him,  eh,  Tise  ?  ' 

'  Tes,  Sir,  up  to  dry,  for  three  months,  Sir ;  and  rightly  sarved,  too ! 
Yes,  Sir ;  and  he  sarved  him  right ! '  And  the  old  man  thereupon  took 
aa  CTtra  pinch  of  snuff,  which  having  supplied  his  hook-bill  to  its  satis- 
faction, as  if  he  had  fed  an  eaglet,  he  kept  mumbline, '  rightly  sarved ! ' 
and  something  about '  what  is  saved  at  the  spigot  is  generally  lost  at 
the  bung.' 

'  Could  it  be,  that  in  these  days,'  said  I,  '  such  a  thing  should  be 
permitted  ?  or  that  any  one  so  heartless  could  be  found  as  to  practise 
each  enormities  against  the  liberal  spirit  of  the  law,  by  exacting  from 
igmirance  and  want,  drops  of  blood  wherewith  he  might  be  supplied 
and  kept  in  being,  like  the  fabulous  vampire,  whose  prey  yield^  life 
to  enable  him  to  live  ?  Good  Heaven !  I  pray  there  axe  no  more  such 
here  on  earth ! ' 

'See!  lir.  Sheriff,'  continued  Thison,  'I  like  fun,  and  I'm  pooty 
sharp  and  keen,  sometimes  ;  but  I  never  practise  the  way  that  debuty 
did.  I  never  was  hard  on  any  one  but  them  as  desarved  it;  and 
1  've  got  a  conceit,  and  I  think  have  enough  judgment,  to  know  who 
and  what  kind  of  people  should  be  treated  ha'sh :  who  is  honest  and 
desarvin',  and  who  not :  and  when  I  find  him  right — you  know  how 
Iwork.     An'titso?' 

*  It  is  as  you  say,  my  friend,'  replied'I ;  *  and  no  one  knows  your 
heart  better  than  L' 

'  To  be  sure  you  do,'  returned  he ;  *  and  right  glad  am  I  that  you 
know  me  so  well.  But  let  that  go :  don't  think  no  more  about  it.  It 's 
all  past:  let  it  slide!  let  it  slide!'  and  the  old  man  drooped  into  a 
semi-lethargic  state ;  but,  recovering  himself,  he  shook  off  the  dreami- 
neas  that  hung  upon  him,  brushed  up  his  hair  and  arranged  it  to  his 
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Batisfactioij^  and  took  another  pinch  of  ('  The  American  Gentleman ') 
snuff,  and  then,  every  thing  being  right,  he  asked  me  if  any  thing  was 
coming  off,  wherein  his  services  might  be  required  ? ' 

'Always  !  all  times,  my  constant  friend ! '  replied  I ;  '  and  there  is 
now  a  very  particular  piece  of  trap  on  hand,  in  which,  of  course,  you 
must  be  the  fnain-stay  of  my  proceeding.' 

'  Ready,  Sir !  always  ready ! '  said  he,  eagerly ;  *  quick  and  sure, 
snap  and  go :  let  it  slide !     What  is  it,  Mr.  Sheriff? ' 

'  You  see,  Tise,'  replied  I,  '  there  is  a  fashionable  hair-cutting  and 
tonsorial  establishment  in  Broadway,  which  is  at  different  times,  upon 
certain  occasions,  claimed  to  be  owned  by  two  parties,  severally ;  not 
adversely  against  each  other,  but  only  to  help  each  other  through  the 
meshes  of  the  law ;  that 's  all.  Thus,  if  I  should  have  an  execution 
against  one  of  them,  why,  the  other  would  be  owner  of  the  property, 
and  the  claimant  thereof  would  show  an  excellent  legal  title,  a  bill  of 
sale,  and  a  receipt  in  full,  and  a  continued  possession  of  the  chattels  in 
himself,  and  new  bills,  in  his  name,  for  fresh  supplies  of  goods.  This 
was  the  state  of  af!airs  when  I  presented  myself  with  an  execution, 
some  months  ago,  against  one  of  these  said  parties,  and  demanded  the 
payment  thereof :  and  of  course,  as  every  thing  looked  so  fair  and  honest, 
the  attorney  for  the  plaintiff  on  the  execution  refused  to  indemnify 
me  to  take  the  property;  and  when  the  execution  had  expired,  I 
returned  it  nulla  oona,^ 

*  You  could  n*t  do  nothing  else,  as  I  see,'  interrupted  Thison,  '  unless 
you  called  a  jury  to  detarmine*  who  did  own  de  goods.' 

'  There  was  no  question  raised  as  to  the  ownership.  The  attorney 
refused  positively  to  indemnify  me ;  and  nulla  bcma  was  my  £nal 
return.' 

*  No  bones,  as  we  used  to  say,  'bout  fif^y  year  ago,'  said  Thison  ; 
'  yes !  yes !  I  know  what  it  is.  No  bones,  dat  's  no  goods ;  and  no  goods 
is  nulla  hofna? 

*  Very  logically  argued,  Tise,*  said  I. 

*  Well,  how  'Iwut  t'other  ?  '  inquired  he,  eagerly. 

*  The  fame  thing,'  replied  I.  *  Why,  Tise,'  said  I,  *  would  you  believe 
it  ?  It  was  about  four  or  five  months  aflcrward,  when  I  received  an 
execution  against  the  other  party,  the  *  original  Jacobs  ; '  and  then,  the 
'  real,  genuine,  original  Jacobs '  was  the  claimant  of  the  goods.' 

*  Believe  it,  Mr.  Sheriff? '  answered  Thison,  *  to  be  sure  I  do.  Why, 
ha*  n't  I  seen  sich  things  oflen  and  offen  ?  Don't  I  know  them  kind  of 
fellers  ?  See !  I  'm  a  old  man,  but  they  can't  come  around  me  with 
sich  like  succemflexions !  *  And  the  old  man  accompanied  his  last 
remark  with  a  waving  motion  of  his  hand,  describing  circles  and  para- 
bolas, until  the  movement  was  merged  in  the  language  :  *  succem  — 
fellers  —  old  man  —  oflen  —  and  ofien.' 

*  Now,  Tise,'  said  I,  •  the  piece  of  trap,  as  I  intimated,  in  which  I 
should  like  you  to  engage,  is  this  :  I  happen,  at  this  time,  to  have  an 
execution  against  each  of  these  parties,  and  of  course,  if  I  go  to  them  and 
exhibit  the  writs,  neither  of  them  will  claim  the  goods,  but  probably 
they  will  bring  in  an  entirely  difierent  claimant ;  possibly,  an  assign- 
ment, or  some  conveyance  calculated  to  prevent  my  seizure.     One  of 
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the  ezectttioQB  is  upon  a  jndgment  lecently  recorered ;  the  other  is 
about  a  year  old  :  and,  as  I  haye  made  up  my  mind  (thanks  to  your 
apt  teaidiing)  not  to  be  deceiyed  more  than  once,  I  shall  therefore 
leqoire  your  inTalnable  services  and  counsel  in  this  emergency.  You  'U 
go  with  me,  will  yon  not  ?  * 

'Certainly!  certainly,  Mr.  Sheriff!  —  but  I'm  'bleeged  to  you  fi>r 
dat  compliment ! '  said  he,  taking  off  his  hat,  and  midcing  his  usual 
Tery  polite  bow.  '  But  see,  Mr.  Sheriff,'  continued  he,  *  who  be  dese 
parties  ?     A  n't  dey  Bington  and  Snawler  ?  ' 

'The  Teiy  same!     But  how  did  you   imagine  them  to  be  the 


'Old  tricks!'  replied  he;  'I  heem  of  'em  a  good  while.  'Tan't 
the  fust  time,  by  a  long  shot,  they  'm  up  to  sich  tricks.  Dey  never  was 
cotched  in  'em.  I  guess  dey  got  to  come  down,  now  :  kase  two  of  us 
will  fetch  'em ! '  And  he  took  an  extra  pinch  of  snuff,  to  give  assur- 
ance, as  I  supposed,  that  Rington  and  Snawler  would  have  to  come 
down,  through  the  potent  witchery  of  the  'American  Gentleman.' 

•  Tise,*  said  I,  *  are  you  ready  ?  * 
'Always ! '  replied  he,  gleefully. 
'  Then  let 's  up  and.  away  ! ' 

And  forthwith  we  started,  my  companion  scarcely  uttering  a  word. 
We  walked  side  by  side  for  a  little  while,  and  then  Thison,  who  was  in 
a  deep  meditation  from  the  time  we  left  our  office,  at  once  objected  to 
onr  proceeding  in  this  manner  ;  and  he  requested  me  to  go  with  him 
to  some  private  place  where  we  could  digest  our  plans,  intimating  that 
*  as  we  was  going  afler  ducks,  we  'd  better  take  duck-shot  with  us.' 

'A  timely  and  wise  precaution,'  said  I ;  '  and  I  thank  you  for  it,  my 
old&iend!' 

'  See,  Mr.  Sheriff! '  continued  he  ;  *  I  'm  pooty  well  known  :  so  be 
Tou  :  and  it  won't  do  for  us  to  be  seen  together.  Now,  my  plan  is 
this :  I  '11  go  ahead,  and  keep  on  ahead.' 

I  inwardly  prayed  he  might  always  keep  on  a  head  such  as  his  :  for 
to  me  and  such  as  me,  such  a  head  was  not  always  to  be  found  by  the 
mere  lo6\dng  for  it. 

•Ah !  now  I  comprehend  you,  Tise.  You  think  that  those  who  go 
a-ducking,  should  always  have  a  decoy.' 

*  I  do,  indeed,  Sir ;  and  I  don't  keer,  so  long  as  game  is  got,  how  it 's 
got,  if  it 's  honorable ;  and  if  we  two  can't  bring  Rington  an4  Snaw- 
ler, why,  I'U  lose  my  guess,  'at 's  all.     Now  remember ! ' 

Our  afiairs,  being  now,  according  to  my  companion's  judgment,  con- 
cluded upon,  and  arranged  to  his  satisfaction,  1  thereupon  delivered  to 
him  the  execution  against  Rington,  while  I  kept  the  one  against  Snaw- 
ler :  and  1  directed  Thison  to  go,  about  ten  minutes  in  advance  of  me, 
to  the  defendants'  saloon  or  divan,  and  submit  his  beard  to  the  razorial 
operation  :  a  thing  much  desired,  I  thought,  and  very  necessary. 

*  Jist  the  thing ! '  replied  he  ;  '  you. could  n't  'a'  hit  it  better.' 

•  How  could  it  be  otherwise,  Tise?  *  queried  I.  '  Have  n't  you  been 
giving  me  lessons  all  the  morning,  about  shooting  1 ' 

'  Yes !  yes ! '  replied  he,  quickly ;  '  but  it  won't  do  to  shoot  at  de 
decoy :  dat  a  n't  a  good  shot,  any  how.' 


28  TrtmscTVfii.  [July, 

'  Well,  you  want  shayiug,  veiy  much.' 

*  Yes  1  yes  I  my  baird  is  rather  long,  and  I  'd  as  lieve  airy  one  of  *em, 
either  Bington  or  Snawler,  would  take  it  off,  as  any  c«ie  else,  so  dey 
don't  cut.' 

'  They  have  the  reputntion,  Tise,  of  shaving  close/  said  I. 

'  I  '11  give  'em  a  chance,  den,'  said  Thison ;  and  he  lefl  me  to  cany 
out  his  part  of  the  plan  arranged  between  us. 

The  arrangement  was,  that  Thison  should  appear,  on  his  entrance 
in  the  shaving-room  of  my  parties,  as  a  country  gentleman  just  arrived 
in  the  city,  (and  whose  general  demeanor  would  bear  out  the  implica- 
tion,) desirous  of  being  shaved  ;  and  the  ten  minutes'  advance  of  me,  I 
concluded,  would  properly  seat  him,  and  allow  him  to  be  fairly  under- 
going the  operation  ;  at  which  time  I  was  to  make  my  appearance,  and 
proceed  at  once  to  address  Snawler  respecting  the  execution  against 
him :  of  course,  Tise  keeping  his  conduct  in  entire  reserve  the  while, 
and  that  I  would  start  the  game,  and  then  my  companion  was  to  bag 
it.  Every  thing  happened  superbly.  I  got  therein  good  time,  and 
knowing  both  my  defendants  very  well,  from  the  frequent  business  visits 
I  made  to  them,  I  approached  Snawler,  who  was  disengaged  —  Tise 
being  under  the  careful  charge  of  Kington,  with  towel  placed  aro^d 
his  throat  and  shoulders,  his  face  well-lathered,  and  now  and  then  he 
leered  at  me  wistfully,  wondering,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  whether  I  would 
fail  in  my  plans ;  and  then  again  the  assuring  look  that  all  would 
come  out  right  as  we  understood  it. 

I  made  known  to  Snawler  my  business ;  of  course,  then  came  the 
stereotyped  reply,  that '  Kington  was  the  owner  of  every  thing  in  the 
place.' 

'  Be  so  good,  Mr.  Snawler,'  said  I,  '  as  to  tell  me  when  you  sold  the 
stock  to  Mr.  Ruigton,^ 

*  Certainly,  Sheriff,'  replied  he  very  courteously,  (and  I  thought,  as 
in  one  who  sugars  his  language  so  sweetly,  there  was  deception  in  the 
sound,) '  certainly.  Sheriff';  some  six  months  ago,  I  think.  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  see  the  bill  of  sale  \ ' 

'  Yes !  allow  me  to  see  it,'  said  I,  in  reply. 

The  bill  of  sale  was  shown  to  me,  and  I  now  looked  upon  that  iden- 
tical conveyance  for  about  the  twentieth  time.  I  passed  my  eyes  over 
it  very  carefully ;  looked  at  some  other  bills,  handed  to  me  at  the  same 
time  by  him,  which  exhibited  the  staring  fact  that  Bington  had  pur- 
chased from  other  parties  the  supplies  needed  in  the  business.  I 
examined  these  also  very  carefully ;  in  reality,  for  no  other  purpose  than 
to  consume  time,  so  as  to  allow  Thison  to  work  understandingly.  His 
ears  were  open  to  every  word ;  his  eyes  expressed  satisfaction  at  the 
mysteries  I  was  unlocking ;  and  I  saw  that  he  was  uneasy  in  his  posi- 
tion, throttled  as  he  almost  was  by  the  towel  in  the  anuous  hands  of 
Rington,  who,  hearing  what  my  business  was,  for  the  moment  forgot 
himself,  and  was  tying  Thison  up  most  beautifully. 

'Hallo  ! '  exclaimed  Tise,  looking  at  Hington  with  astonishment,  and 
fairly  shaking  that  gentleman  from  his  equilibrium  :  *  be  you  goin'  to- 
choke  a  feller  \  ye  'd  better  not  I ' 
Beg  pardon.  Sir  I     Very  sony,  Sir ! ' 
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'  Htmy  up,  then !  and  let  go  that  towel,  do  you  hear  ?  *  cried  Thison 
in  &  eemi-eaTage  mumble. 

*  Gertainly,  Six.  Beg  pardon,  Sir,'  rubied  he,  yery  nervously  and 
ofaeeqmoiisty. 

And  this  was  the  nrest  c<»nical  picture  I  ever  beheld.  Here  stood 
I,  prolMng  the  very  vitals  of  Snawler,  without  any  real  necessity, 
(because  I  knew  all  about  his  tricks,)  but  only  to  gain  time  for  my 
asBifltant,  who  was  near  being  choked  to  death ;  hu  forehead,  to  be 
sore,  exhibiting  a  flesh-like  appearance,  and  the  lower  part  of  his  face 
all  lathered,  as  it  was,  looking  like  a  clown  in  a  pantomime ;  and 
Bington  alongside  of  Thison,  twisting  up  the  ends  of  the  towel  aroimd 
Thisom's  neck  and  shoulders,  nervously  listening  to  what  was  transpir- 
ing betvreen  Snawler  and  myself.  The  tableau  was  shifted  by  Thison's 
d^iand  to  '  hurry  up ' ;  and  the  shaving  operations  were  continued 
without  aa  apparent  murmur.  Thison*s  heard  was  taken  oE  at'  length, 
((St  in  length)  and  the  operation  was  finished  in  due  time. 

Meanwhile,  Snawler  was  convincing  me  of  the  fairness  of  the  trans* 
fer  made  by  him  to  fiington,  and  that  by  the  nature  of  things  and  the 
lights  thereto,  it  would  be  a  gross  trespass  to  seize  one  man's  goods  to 
pay  another's  debts. 

To  which  I  yielded  a  ready  assent ;  «nd  finally  Mr.  Rington  (the 
loving  partner  in  iniquity)  approached  me  and  '  assured  me  that  what 
Mr.  Snamder  said  about  lus  being  the  proprietor  of  the  establishment 
was  true,  every  word  of  it ;  that  he  would  make  good  his  title  by  pro- 
secating  any  one  who  would  interfere  with  his  rights  in  that  behaif' 

Thison's  ears  were  open  to  this  declaration  ;  for  it  was  said  in  so  loud 
a  tone  that  a  man  in  so  close  a  contiguity  as  he,  must  have  been  deaf  as 
an  adder  not  to  have  heard  it. 

'  May  be,  then,'  said  Thison,  coming  up  to,  and  addressing  Mr.  Ring- 
ton,  '  you  '11  pay  this  here  amount  in  this  here  execution  expressed  ag'in 
you.  May  be  you  will,  won't  you? '  continued  he,  in  the  blandest 
manner  possible,  at  the  same  time  handing  the  writ  to  the  defendant 
therein  named,  and  proceeding  very  coolly  to  take  a  pinch  of  the  all- 
consoling  powdered  weed.  *  May-be  you  will,'  reiterated  he,  tanta- 
lizingly ;  '  and  inay  be  you  '11  be  made  to,  if  you  don't  do  it  right  strut 

off'  "' 

At  this  interruption  of  my  afiairs  by  Thison,  I  of  course  aflected  to 
be  surprised ;  and,  as  it  was  a  part  of  my  arrangements  that  we  were 
not  to  know  each  other,  I  took  no  part  in  the  controversy  that  then 
sprang  up,  and  quietly  seated  myself,  content  only  as  a  spectator  and 
auditor ;  not  as  actor. 

Thison  glibly  told  the  parties  that  he  *  heerd  all  that  took  place,  when 
,  that  there  gentleman '  —  pointing  to  me  —  *  said  he  had  an  execution 
ag'in  Mr.  Snawler,  and  Mr.  Snawler  said  he  didn't  own  nothin',  but 
that  Mr.  Rington  did  own  all' :  I  could  scarcely  keep  still  in  my  seat ; 
'  and  then  you,'  addressing  Rington, '  was  a-going  to  choke  mc,  was  n't 
yau  ?  Anxious,  was  n't  you  ?  Narvous,  I  dare  say  ! '  and  there  was  a 
hittemeas  in  the  old  man's  manner  that  was  truly  withering. 

'  It  was  unintentional,'  said  Rington,  '  and  I  apologize  to  you.  Sir, 
for  my  apparent  harsh  treatment.     It  was  farthest  from  my  thoughts.' 
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Seeing  that  matters,  as  they  stood,  required  the  presence  of  one  in 
my  position,  I  broke  the  restraint  of  my  agreement  with  Thison,  and 
addressing  them,  I  said  :  *  Mj^  Thison,  gentlemen,  is  my  assistant,  and 
my  valued  friend.  He  is  one  of  the  politest,  most  urbane,  and  kindly- 
disposed  gentlemen  in  the  world,  when  you  let  him  have  his  own  way. 
He  is  cautious,  shrewd,  and  untiring  :  he  will  not  brook  an  insult  from 
any  one,  and  doubtless  he  feels  what  he  has  expressed.  But  I  never- 
theless think  he  has  acted  rather  hastily  in  the  charge  he  has  made 
against  Mr.  Kington  ;  for,  surely,  that  gentleman  could  not  have  known 
that  he  was  my  assistant  J 

*  I  had  n*t  the  least  idea,'  said  Mr.  Kington,  very  coolly. 

*  I  am  sure  you,  nor  your  partner  had  not,'  said  I ;  *  for  if  either  of 
you  had,'  I  continued,  *  neither  Mr.  Eington  nor  Mr.  Snawler  would 
have  been  the  claimant  to  this  property.' 

'  Kather  severe,  that,  Sheriff! '  observed  they  in  the  same  breath. 

'  But  oncommon  proper  and  true,'  chuckled  Tise,  and  the  old  man 
looked  at  me  telegraphically,  which  was  answered  in  like  manner ;  and 
he  addressed  the  party  defendants,  and  demanded  the  payment  of  the 
claim  he  held  in  his  hand.  '  May-1[)e,  though,  you  'm  both  going  to  pay 
both  executions ;  eh  ?  — may  be  so  :  how  is  it  ? ' 

'  Not  exactly,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,'  replied  Rington.  '  I  've  got 
enough  to  pay,  to  last  me  for  some  time  :  five  hundred  and  twenty-four 
dollars!' 

*And  sixteen  cents,  beside  interest  and  costs,'  echoed  Tise,  senten- 
tiously.  'And  you  won't  pay  the  one  the  sheriff 's  got  ag'in  you  ?  '  said 
he,  addressing  Mr.  Snawler ;  *  it 's  only  thirty-two  dollars.  Come,  pay 
up,  won't  you  ? ' 

*  No ! '  saucily  replied  that  worthy. 

*  Well,  I  knowed  you  would  n't ;  you  need  n't  make  a  fuss  about  it. 
If  you  don't,'  continued  Thison,  in  the  coolest  manner  imaginable,  I 
a  n't  disapp'inted  a  bit.  We  'm  got  a  big  pull  out  of  you,  any  how ; 
that 's  my  opinion :  and,  more  'n  'at,  I  knowed  it  was  a-goiu'  to  work 
jist  so.  You  'm  both  good  at  shavin*,  and  so  am  we  :  only  with  other 
insterments,  though ! ' 

*  Mr.  Thison,'  observed  I,  '  this  matter  is  now  about  being  settled ; 
and,  as  all  has  eventuated  to  our  satisfaction,  be  considerate,  and  prac- 
tise a  little  Christian  charity,  by  being  merciful  to  them  that  persecute 
you.* 

'  I  'm  satisfied,  God  bless  you ! '  replied  the  old  man. 

*And  so  are  we,'  cried  Rington  and  Snawler  both  ;  '  no  more  money 
is  likely  to  be  paid,  than  what  one  or  the  other  of  us  is  bound  in  honor 
to  pay ! '  and  this  was  said  in  a  manner  that  seemed  to  provoke  a 
reply. 

'  But,  Sheriff,'  said  Rington,  good-naturedly, '  this  proceeding  of  yours 
is  very  adroit :  do  you  practise  in  this  way,  generally  ? ' 

*  I  always  do,'  replied  I,  *  in  desperate  cases ;  when  my  old  friend, 
Mr.  Thison,  suggests  the  expedient,  and  is  my  companion  on  those 
oocasions.  He  sets  the  hounds  on  the  chase,  and  we  manage,  somehow 
or  another,  to  be  both  in  at  the  death ! ' 

And  BO,  as  the  parties  seemed  to  be  more  in  humor  with  us,  and  per- 
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fectly  leooncfled  at  the  dash  we  made  upon  their  treasures  —  although 
it  cost  them  one  or  two  groans  —  we  leu  them  to  enjoy  themselves  as 
best  they  could ;  to  their  mutual  consolations. 

The  money  was  collected,  every  dollar  and  cent,  from  Rington ;  and 
1  never  admired  Thison's  peculiar  felicity  more  than  in  this  particular 
transaction.  He  went  in  for  large  items :  his  genius  was  hent  on  the 
collection  of  the  large  execution,  and  it  was  collected  ;  hut  when  he 
attempted  to  collect  the  small  one,  also,  my  modesty  was  ahashed  at 
his  efl&ontery,  and  I  suhmitted  to  him  that  I  thought  it  was  rather  close 
shaving :  indeed,  I  might  say  that  it  was  a  flaying  service. 

'All  right ! '  said  he,  ^  Ha*  n't  they  heen  carrying  on  this  business 
for  a  long  time  ?  —  hut  dey  got  it  dis  time.  See,  Mr.  Sherifii  a  n't  my 
advice  good  ?  If  we  'd  *a'  gone  for  the  little  one,  dat  's  all  we  'd  'a'  got. 
My  advice  is,  go  it  allers  for  the  biggest :  and  if  you  lay  your  plans 
n^t,  you  ^re  sure  to  hit.* 


CUPID  ARMED. 

Ccpm,  thrice-ungrateful  boy, 
Once  my  bosom-friend  and  joy, 
Tired  of  peace  and  friendship's  cahns, 
Sought  me,  late,  with  hostile  arms. 
See,  equipped  with  helm  and  lance, 
Shield  and  bow,  the  god  advance ! 
Cried  he :  *  Either  dare  the  field, 
Or  in  craven  silence  yield  I 
None  can  cope  with  me  above, 
None  below  can  conquer  Love  I ' 
Glad  I  sprang  to  try  the  field, 
Yet  paused  before  his  blazoned  shield. 
There,  with  more  tlian  mortal  grace, 
Glowed  my  mistress'  form  and  face. 
Fell  my  arms ;  I  paused  amazed ; 
War  forgotten  while  I  gazed. 
From  her  eyes  her  merry  glances 
Darted  forth  like  fire-tipped  lances ; 
Arching  lips  of  rosy  hue, 
(Rose-buds  sparkling  in  the  dew  I) 
Rounded  chin  and  glowing  cheeks, 
Where  the  warm  heart's  passion  speaks: 
Polished  forehead,  high  and  fair, 
Crowned  with  wealth  of  raven  hair: 
(Would  my  hand  in  soft  caresses, 
Might  be  sporting  with  its  tresses  I 
Vain  the  thought !  she  mocks  my  plaining : 
O'er  a  thousand  bosoms  reigning  1) 

Thus  the  limner  decked  the  shield. 
Was  it  strange  I  lost  the  field  ? 
While  I  gazed,  felse  Cupib^s  dart 
Pierced  my  unprotected  heart 
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WAR. 

Again  the  tocsin  sounds ;  the  trumpet's  blast 
Rings  through  the  earth  its  stirring  call  to  arms, 
Breaks  up  the  slumbers  of  the  peaceftil  past, 
And  shakes  a  prospering  world  with  dread  alanns: 
Again  Bellona  guides,  with  awful  charms, 
The  crushing  progress  of  her  crimson  car 
O'er  maddened  hearts,  and  quivering  human  forms: 
Pride,  Hatred,  Rage,  Despair,  malignant  jar 
By  turns  the  mmds  of  men,  and  Hell  is  loosed  with  War. 

On  Europe^s  teeming  fields  and  smiling  plains, 
Rich  with  the  harvests  of  her  forty  years, 
Enthroned  supreme,  the  dark  Destroyer  reigns. 
To  drench  her  soil  anew  with  blood  and  tears: 
The  epoch  now,  whose  lurid  dawn  appears. 
With  horrid  portents,  o'er  her  darkened  sky, 
Those  signs  of  widest  desolation  wears 
Tliat  lowered  when,  kindled  at  Gaul's  battle-cry, 
Her  nations  all  were  joined  in  dreadful  rivaliy. 

Millions  of  men,  her  flower,  in  manhood's  prime, 
May  die  in  anguish  at  each  other's  hands; 
And  ah  I  the  millions  more,  unstained  by  crime. 
Whose  tears  will  flow  upon  her  bloody  sands  I 
Her  loffy  cities  sacked  by  hostile  bands; 
Her  wealth,  her  commerce,  sunk  in  ocean's  wave: 
Her  peaceful  strength  transferred  to  other  lands; 
Her  sons  tlie  tenants  of  an  early  grave: 
These  are  the  fruits  of  war,  and  all  it  ever  gave. 

That  rolling  cycle  comes  to  earth  again, 
When  FoLLT,  Crime,  and  Madness  rule  the  hour: 
Too  high  the  joys  which  Peace,  with  gentle  reign, 
Hath  brought  to  nations  as  her  heavenly  dowef : 
False  Honor  spurns  her  ever-spreading  power ; 
Ambition  trails  her  sjnnbols  in  the  dust : 
Man,  restless,  rushes'from  her  roseate  bower. 
Where  safety  circles  his  unfaltering  trust, 
To  brave  the  certain  ills  of  anarchy  and  lust 

What  though  for  Justice  spring  liis  glittering  sword  ? 
For  Freedom,  ring  th'  exulting  battle-cxy  ? 
For  meek  Religion,  blood  in  seas  be  poured? 
For  Glory's  meed,  his  countless  squadrons  die  ? 
Has  not  earth  heard  that  oft;-repeated  lie 
Enough  to  learn  the  worthlessness  of  war? 
Is  not,  in  woes  alone,  the  history 
Of  every  contest  writ,  on  every  shore. 
Since  Cain's  first  murder  stained  her  virgin  soil  with  gore  7 

Shall  she  repeat,  on  Europe's  cultured  plains, 
The  last  great  drama  of  her  crimsoned  page, 
To  feel,  at  length,  that  some  Napoleon  reigns, 
The  demon-despot  of  a  brutal  age? 
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That  war,  which  fod,  must  crush  his  boundless  rage, 
And  all  her  labors  end  where  they  began? 
That  nations,  drained,  exhausted,  vainly  wage 
The  horrid  combat  between  man  and  man? 
Have  all  her  sufferings  taught  no  wiser,  better  plan? 

Shall  tyrants  frame  communities  to  share 
Of  one,  or  wise  or  weak,  the  weal  or  woe? 
Shall  statesmen  still  their  fettered  country  bear 
To  cast  its  fortunes  on  a  desperate  throw, 
And  risk  all  hopes  in  war's  uncertain  blow? 
Must  man  be  ever  chained  to  feel  and  Oght 
The  banded  puppets  of  Amnnox's  show  ? 
Must  patriot  folly  drown  all  sense  of  right  ? 
Then  truly  Eabth  is  yet  in  her  primeval  night! 

What  hope  had  Virtue  here,  or  gentle  Peace, 
Her  sweet  concomitant,  were  this  a  scene 
Not  ended  soon  by  welcome  Death's  release, 
While  stem  Oppression  clouds  its  silvery  sheen? 
Though  skies  are  bright,  and  smiling  landscapes  green, 
In  full  luxuriance  pouring  forth  their  store ; 
"What  if  the  conqueror  tread  this  fair  terrene. 
To  drench  its  flowery  fields  with  human  gore. 
But  kindred  Hell  were  Earth,  without  that  happier  shore  ? 

Alas  I  too  surely  of  a  fallen  race. 
Is  ceaseless  war  th'  unanswerable  seal  I 
To  men  redeemed  by  HEAVEX-appointed  grace. 
Its  mission  here  is  not  to  cause,  but  heal 
Tlie  thousand  ills  which  suffering  brethren  fecL 
How  wide  the  contrast  when  a  world  is  swayed 
By  airy  trifles,  pretexts  scarcely  real, 
For  mortal  strife  to  draw  the  glittering  blade, 
And  march,  the  tools  of  Power,  in  serried  bands  arrayed  I 

What  were  the  pleasures  of  a  scene  like  this, 
With  man  th'  eternal  habitant,  as  now, 
A  selfish  foeman  to  his  neighbor's  bliss — 
Xor  less  his  own  —  through  wickedness  and  woe  ? 
The  fabled  torturers  in  reahns  below, 
Were  impotent  of  ill  to  human  sway : 
Remove  Death's  signet  from  his  iron  brow. 
Renew  his  lease  within  this  house  of  clay, 
And  fiends,  as  types  of  men,  would  shrink  with  wild  dismay ! 

Does  he  not  vainly  hope  for  future  heaven. 
Who  bears  the  liell  of  hatred  in  his  lioart; 
Asks  of  a  Father's  love  to  be  forgiven, 
Yet  plays  on  earth  tlie  fratricidal  part. 
Where  Lust  and  Folly  rule  its  evcrj'  start? 
A  true  descendant  of  the  first-lK)rn  Caix, 
The  causeless  murderer,  drilled  by  nirer  art. 
As  doomed,  a  wanderer  o'er  her  fair  domain. 
To  bring  unnumbered  woes  where'er  he  treads  the  plain. 

Sliall  nations  never  sheathe  th'  avenging  sword. 
And  learn  to  trust  its  doubtful  chance  no  more  ? 
Alas  I  fulfilment  of  the  prophets  word 
Scarce  nearer  seems  than  ever  yet  before! 

VOL.    XLIV.  3 
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The  grim  portents  of  unwersal  war, 
Masked  ia  profeflsion  of  His  holy  name, 
Whose  life,  and  deeds,  and  heavenly  language,  bore 
The  glorious  anthem  sounded  when  He  came, 
Hang  o*or  a  trembling  world,  to  burst  with  quenchless  flame. 

His  doctrine  taught  Earth^a  erring  child  of  sin 
The  truth  enfoit^  on  each  historic  page, 
That  Heaven's  loved  sway  is  only  known  within, 
Through  bloodless  war  with  man's  unhallowed  rage; 
That,  leaving  all,  his  ransomed  soul  must  wage 
A  contest  ended  but  with  Nature's  life; 
A  ceaseless  fight  with  self;  through  every  stage 
Of  fierce  rebeUion  in  that  nature  rife, 
Till,  meekly  bowed  like  Him,  submission  crowns  the  strife. 

When  bom  anew,  through  God's  redeeming  gifl^ 
The  creature  learns  his  law  of  boundless  love, 
Then,  not  till  then,  may  hopes  eternal  lift 
Their  raptured  reach  to  realms  of  peace  above. 
Here,  lust,  and  hate,  and  pride,  and  passion  prove 
Destruction's  reign  o'er  Justice,  Truth,  and  Rioirr: 
These,  nor  their  willing  alavcB,  can  ever  move 
Beyond  the  gloom  of  earth's  Cimmerian  night; 
For  lieaven  is  meekness,  joy,  and  purity,  and  light  I 
PhitadaphiOy  HA  month,  1854.  J.  J.  w. 
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The  commencement  of  the  wars  of  the  French  revolution  was  the 
end  of  Titt's  economy,  and  probably  the  end  of  his  happiness.  The 
picture  of  the  rest  of  his  life  is  the  picture  of  a  brave  man  struggling 
with  adversity.  It  was  a  struggle  with  sedition  at  home,  and  with 
hostile  nations  abroad ;  and  so  much  the  more  unhappy  because  his 
allies,  the  means  with  which  alone  it  was  possible  for  him  to  accom- 
plish his  purpose,  were,  for  the  most  part,  corrupt  and  dishonored 
monarchs — the  representatives  of  effete  and  rotten  dynasties — impos- 
sible to  be  trusted,  unworthy  to  be  saved.  It  was  a  succession  of  leagues 
to  suppress  revolution,  and  the  heads  of  those  leagues,  with  few  excep- 
tions, were  so  many  living  testimonies  to  the  necessity  of  revolution. 
Their  public  conduct  —  destitute  of  integrity  alike  to  friend  and  foe  ; 
weak,  fickle,  rapacious,  wholly  wanting  in  moral  stamina ;  beyond  all 
ordinary  measure  pusillanimous  and  detestable  —  was  a  loud,  appeal 
to  manidnd  to  dethrone  them.  He  held  back  firom  this  gloomy  com- 
panionship. They  several  times  extended  their  hands  to  him,  but  met 
no  answering  touch.  He  undoubtedly  prayed  that  the  bitter  cup  might 
pass  from  him.     But  when  his  mind  was  convinced  of  the  necessity  of 
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the  case,  the  die  was  cast.  He  Btraightened  himself  head  and  shoul- 
den  above  them  all.  His  clear  voice,  his  dear  character,  '  made  all 
Europe  ring,  from  side  to  side.'  From  that  time,  however  deserted  or 
abandcRied  by  his  allies,  he  stood  firm.  Frequent  treacheries,  multi- 
plying disasters,  an  ever-in(»easing  density  of  gloom  settling  over  the 
prospects  of  his  cause,  inflicted  their  scars  upon  his  heart,  and  wrote 
their  wrinkles  upon  his  hitherto  shining  and  prosperous  brow ;  but  his 
constant  spirit  could  be  neither  bent  nor  broken.  It  must  be  frankly 
acknowledged  that  he  entered  upon  those  wars  with  a  totally  inade- 
quate idea  of  their  continuance  or  magnitude  ;  nor  can  this  be  imputed 
as  a  fault,  or  be  used  to  impeach  his  sagacity.  Wars  and  revolutions 
were  to  be  found  described  in  history  ;  and  from  these,  inferences  could 
be  drawn  respecting  other  wars  and  revolutions.  The  natural  history, 
so  to  speak,  of  wars  and  revolutions,  could  be  understood.  But  there 
had  been  no  century  like  the  eighteenth —  no  revolution  had  evolved 
such  forces  or  developed  such  men  as  the  French  revolution.  It  was  a 
new  development,  as  incredible  and  as  little  to  be  inferred  from  prece- 
dents as  vertebrate  animals  from  molluscs,  or  man  himself  from  the 
lower  orders  of  mammalia.  It  were  as  easy  from  an  oyster  to  infer  a 
man,  as  from  a  revolution  to  infer  a  Napoleon.  The  austere  virtues 
of  Washington  and  his  American  compeeis  might  be  inferred  firom  a 
sparse,  hardy,  and  frugal  population,  trained  to  self-reliance  and  well 
grounded  in  religious  faith.  But  from  the  infidehty  and  corruptions  of 
fashionable  France,  such  austerity  and  unity  of  impulse  could  not  be 
forese^i.  Least  of  all  could  it  be  predicted  that  a  character  would 
zise  from  the  ruins  of  society,  destitute  of  religious  faith,  but  vital  with 
leligious  instincts,  for  the  defence  and  re-construction  of  liberty  ;  a  cha- 
racter so  superior,  so  beneficent,  so  grand  that  he  seemed,  in  his  rela- 
tions to  the  ideal,  to  be  like  one  of  those  mathematical  figures  constructed 
in  a  circle,  touching  and  coinciding  at  numerous  points  of  the  periphery, 
and  lacking  only  some  small  segments  to  be  equal  with  it.  All  that 
any  human  sagacity  could  be  expected,  in  Pitt's  situation,  to  foresee 
was  this :  that  the  revolution,  which  was  interpolated  upon  European 
aflairs,  must  kill  monarchy  or  be  killed  by  it ;  that  revolution,  however 
organized  for  a  time,  was  in  its  nature  anarchical ;  that,  at  some  time 
or  other,  and  somehow  or  other,  it  would,  if  firmly  resisted,  disorganize 
itEelf  and  be  overthrown.  This  was  the  problem  which,  through  the 
mfluence  of  Pitt's  policy,  was,  long  after  lus  death,  worked  out  on  the 
plains  of  Waterloo. 

Within  a  short  period  of  the  breaking  out  of  war  between  France 
and  England,  and  under  the  impulse  given  by  Pitt's  controlling  mind, 
alliances  had  been  contracted  with  Hussia,  rrussia,  Sardinia,  Naples, 
Spain,  the  two  Sicilies,  the  emperor  of  Germany,  and  with  Portugal ; 
and  France  was  hemmed  in  from  Calais  to  Bayonne  with  an  uninter- 
ropted  line  of  three  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  bayonets.  This  line 
moved  gradually  in  toward  Paris,  and,  in  all  probability,  might  have 
throttled  and  suppressed  the  revolution  in  its  infancy.  No  reason  can 
be  discovered  why  that  which  was  done  in  1814,  and  again  in  1815, 
might  not  more  easily  have  been  done  in  1793,  except  that  the  allied 
sovereigns  who  had  entered  upon  the  war  avowedly  to  prevent  the 
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spread  of  anarchy,  proyed  false  f and  fickle.  With  the  dawnings  of 
success,  their  ignoble  minds  were  filled  with  cravings  for  plunder.  They  - 
intended  to  restore  the  falkn  dynasty,  but  only  to  a  mutilated  throne. 
The  temptation  to  make  profit  out  of  a  brother  sovereign  in  distress  was 
to  their  belittled  souls  an  irresistible  temptation.  They  might  have 
agreed,  and  in  fact  did  agree  to  rob  France  ;  but  corruption  and  rapa- 
•city  did  not  end  there  ;  they  were  mutually  anxious  to  rob  and  betray 
each  other.  They  played  their  great  game  of  war  with  the  morality 
of  inferior  gamblers,  who  cheat  each  other  with  marked  cards  and 
loaded  dice.  It  is  impossible  for  an  honest  nature  to  look  upon  their 
proceedings  with  any  other  feeling  than  that  of  strong  disgust.  Sym- 
pathy flees  with  ofiended  nostrils  from  their  odious  camp,  and  finds  a 
refuge  in  the  warm  bosom  of  the  revolution.  Here,  at  least,  great 
crimes  are  balanced  by  great  virtues.  Here,  at  least,  is  deep  earnest- 
ness. Here,  at  least,  is  heroic  courage.  Here,  too,  Liberty,  however 
repulsed  and  wounded,  beholds  with  yearning  heart  the  ardor  of  her 
worshippers  ;  and  here,  though  bleeding  and  sorrowful,  she  recognizes  in 
all  her  distress  ^at  her  wounds  are  received  from  friendly  hands. 
Alarmed  and  disquieted,  she  looks  over  the  continent  in  vain  for  a  foot- 
hold, and,  turning  ever  back  to  imhappy  France,  it  is  here  in  the*  cen- 
tre of  the  revolution  she  welcomes  her  fickle  throne,  and,  smiling 
through  her  tears,  becomes  the  religion  and  the  worship  of  a  devoted 
people. 

The  outrages  committed  and  proposed  by  the  allied  powers  aroused 
a  spirit  altogether  unexpected.  All  France  resolved  itself  into  a  camp, 
and,  marching  to  the  music  of  revolutionary  hymns,  pushed  back  the 
advancing  lines  of  the  allies.  One  of  the  last  scenes  of  that  eventful 
campaign  was  the  re-capture  of  Toulon  by  the  republican  forces.  It 
was  from  the  smoke  and  din  of  that  sanguinary  scene  that  there  first 
emerged  upon  Europe  a  little,  square-shotddered,  bronze  figure  —  before 
then  known  to  the  army,  but  not  to  the  public '—  who  planned  the  bat- 
tle, but  was  only  subordinate  in  position,  and  who  might  be  seen  during 
that  murderous  conflict,  now  leading  battalions  of  republican  infantry 
with  irresistible  vehemence  to  bayonet  charges,  now  directing  with 
eager  glance  the  awful  thunders  of  artillery  ;  now  serenely  watching 
the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide  of  slaughter,  and  awaiting,  with  calm  con- 
fidence, the  ascent  of  victory.  He  was  about  to  teach  Europe  new 
lessons  of  glory  and  empire,  and  to  awaken  her  to  grander  concep- 
tions.   That  little  bronze  figure  has  since  become  the  soldier's  myth  ! 

The  history  of  these  wars,  necessary  to  be  known  to  understand  the 
life  and  services  of  Pitt,  must,  nevertheless,  be  left  in  the  back-ground 
of  the  picture.  His  place  was  in  the  cabinet,  not  in  the  field.  It  is 
unnecessary  to  do  more  than  barely  hint  how,  in  1794,  the  allied  lines 
were  driven  still  farther  back ;  how,  in  1795,  the  alliance  fell  to 
pieces  with  the  weight  of  its  own  rottenness ;  how  Pitt  rallied  the 
monarchs  to  new  league  and  again  drove  in  the  republican  armies  upon 
France ;  but  how  that  little  bronze-figure,  still  in  subordinate  station, 
neutralized  the  success  of  the  allies  by  disconcerting  their  plans  in  the 
Alps,  and  involving  them  in  unlooked-for  complications  ;  how,  in  1796, 
the  armies  of  Jourdan  and  Moreau  were  driven  home  from  Germany  ; 
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bat  how  again  that  emeigent  %iiie  of  bioiize,  now  at  the  head  of  a 
separate  army,  manoBayred  and  fought  his  way  through  superior  masses 
into  the  plains  of  Italy ;  how  he  met  theie  and  conquered  five  success- 
ire  aimies^  each  one  larger  than  his  own,  and,  hurrying  home  upon  his 
adTersaries  the  terror  of  exploits  such  as  history  had  never  recorded,  he 
disconcerted  the  hostile  league,  and  dictated  peace  at  Campo  Formia ; 
how  the  indomitable  Fitt,  never  yielding  himself  to  the  demand  ibr 
peace,  again  cemented  a  league  ;  how  Bonaparte  was  stopped  in  his 
eastern  career  at  Acre ;  how  the  republican  forces  were  driven  out  oi 
Italy,  and  the  tide  of  battle  turned  again  toward  France ;  how,  again 
returning  to  France  and  finding  her  colors  drooping,  Bonaparte  put 
himself  at  the  head  of  her  government,  organized  society  anew, 
launched  Moreau,  with  a  splendid  attacking  column,  upon  Germany, 
threw  himself  at  the  head  of  another  column,  over  the  tops  of  the 
Alps,  and  rescued  Italy  by  a  single  blow  ;  how  he  sent  to  Paris,  and  to 
Moreau,  in  Germany,  the  shouts  of  Marengo,  and  how  Moreau  and  his 
colmnn  echoed  them  back  from  Hohenltnden ;  how  the  French  revolu- 
tion, not  suppressed,  stood  defiant  and  crowned  with  victory,  her  tri- 
colors beautifol  with  the  sun-light  of  freedom,  streaming  far  over  the 
boidexB,  and  republican  France  not  alone  in  Europe,  but  the  centre  and 
chief  of  a  series  of  affiliated  republics. 

But,  leaving  these  topics  to  the  province  of  general  history,  we  must 
8tudy  Pitt  in  his  chosen  field  —  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  in  the 
cabinet.  How  &r  time  and  events  had  obscured  the  original  purity 
and  generosity  of  his  ambition  or  blunted  his  sensibilities,  is  a  question 
which  difierent  persons  will  be  likely  to  settle  aocording  to  their  pre- 
poflseisions  of  the  general  merits  of  his  political  career.  But  it  must 
have  been  humiliating  to  a  great  soul  to  find  apologies  for  allies  whose 
conduct  admitted  of  no  apology ;  to  be  obliged  always  to  wring  from 
disaster  the  auguries  of  better  success.  Nor  did  his  proud  spirit  stoop 
much  to  apologize.'  The  repeated  failure  of  his  combinations  was,  of 
coarse,  reviewed  and  enlarged  upon  by  eloquent  adversaries  at  every 
parliamqitary  crisis.  '  It  matters  little,'  said  he,  in  reply  to  Fox, '  whe- 
ther the  disasters  which  have  arisen  are  to  be  ascribed  to  the  weakness  of 
the  generals,  the  intrigues  of  camps,  or  the  jealousies  of  cabinets ;  the 
fact  is  that  they  exist,  and  that  we  must  anew  commence  the  salvation 
of  Europe.' 

The  disasters  abroad,  however,  were  only  more  conspicuous,  but  not 
more  difiicult  to  meet,  than  the  troubles  at  home.  In  1794,  the  dan- 
gers of  popular  insurrection  were  so  great  that  he  called  upon  parlia- 
ment to  suspend  the  habeas-corpus  act,  and  the  general  opinion  of  the 
necessity  of  this  suspension  was  attested  by  a  vote  in  the  Conmions  of 
two  hundred  and  sixty-one.to  forty-two,  and  in  the  Lords  by  an  undi- 
vided vote.  It  is  charged  upon  Pitt  that  he  pursued  these  demonstrations 
of  popular  revolt  with  unnecessary  severity,  but  he  was  never  charged 
wiUi  weakness  or  hesitation,  or  with  permitting  treason  to  be  tampered 
with.  There  were  times  when  the  hour  of  England's  doom  seemed 
almost  to  have  struck.  The  war  had  been  kept  at  a  distance  by  British 
fleets  and  the  British  finances.  But  at  length,  in  1797,-  the  Bank  of 
England  announced  that  she  could  hold  out  no  longer,  and  was  only 
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saved  by  obtaining  authority  from  Grovernment  to  suspend  payments. 
The  administration  were  compelled  to  face  a  commercial  crisis.  The 
naval  forces  of  Fnmce  and  her  allies  had  increased,  and,  not  discou- 
raged by  previous  failures,  France  was  arranging  to  bring  into  the  Bri- 
tish Channel  sixty-five  or  seventy  ships-of-the-line,  to  meet  which 
England  could  concentrate  only  forty-nine  —  at  the  very  best,  a  greatly 
mferior  force.  It  was  at  this  criticsLl  period  that  a  vast  conspiracy  was 
organized  throughout  the  English  fleet  lying  in  the  Channel,  and  the 
red  flag  of  mutiny  was  hoisted  at  every  mast-head.  With  a  hesitating 
or  weak  character  at  the  head  of  administration,  how  could  England 
have  been  saved  ?  It  was  foimd  that  this  unexpected  revolt  was  the 
r^ult  of  real  grievances,  and  those  grievances  were  promptly  and 
kindly  redrossed.  The  men  were  bound  anew  to  their  flag  by  gratitude 
for  justice  promptly  and  gracefully  rendered.  The  settlement  of  this 
difliculty  was  but  the  preface  to  another.  The  fleet  at  the  Nore  soon 
broke  out  into  mutiny,  and  they^were  joined  by  all  except  three  of  the 
vessels  of  the  blockadmg  squadron  stationed  off  the  Texel.  These 
mutinous  ships  drew  themselves  up  in  order  of  battle  across  the  Thames, 
and  organized  a  floating  republic.  England  never  saw  a  darker  hour. 
Consternation  pervaded  all  ranks,  and  the  government  was  feared  to 
be  on  the  point  of  dissolution.  But  on  this  occasion,  as  on  others,  Pitt 
proved  himself  equal  to  the  emergency.  He  had  already  done  what 
he  deemed  proper  for  the  redross  of  grievances.  It  was  now,  in  his 
opinion,  a  question  of  discipline,  admitting  to  government  no  middle 
course  ;  it  must  conquer  or  die.  Fox  was  inclined  to  turn  public  dis^ 
aster  to  political  account ;  but  Sheridan  exclaimed  :  'Shall  we  yield 
to  mutinous  sailors  ?  Never  ;  for  in  one  fnoment  we  toovM  extin- 
guish three  centuries  of  glory.* 

A  chain  of  gun-boats  was  sunk  across  the  river  to  prevent  the 
approach  of  the  mutineers ;  the  shores  were  armed  and  fortified,  and 
all  communication  with  the  shore  cut  off.  Eed-hot  balls  were  kept  in 
constant  readiness,  and  a  hundred  pieces  of  cannon  wero  trained  to 
bear  upon  them  at  the  first  signal  of  hostility  on  their  part.  Mean- 
while the  seeds  of  division  were  diligently  sown  among  the  mutineers  ; 
the  urgent  persuasions  of  their  comrades  of  the  Channel  fleet  wero 
allowed  to  make  head  with  them ;  and,  in  something  moro  than  a 
month,  the  mutiny  was  disbanded,  the  rod  flags  hauled  down.  The 
leaders  of  the  mutiny  were  tried  and  executed,  and  subordination 
restored.  The  navy  soon  redeemed  its  reputation.  Pitt  was  soon  ena- 
bled to  console  himself  amid  the  gloomy  portents  of  the  times,  and  to 
find  a  counterpoise  to  the  discouragements  with  which  he  was  beset, 
by  pointing  to  the  laurels  won  by  British  valor  at  St.  Vincent's,  at 
Camperdown,  and  Aboukir.  The  names  o^  Jarvis,  of  Duncan,  and  of 
Nelson  were  inefiaceably  inscribed  in  naval  history.  The  navy,  indeed, 
regenerated  and  inspired  anew  by  the  intrepid  character  of  Pitt  and 
his  administration,  performed  its  share  of  the  history  of  the  period  from 
that  time  out,  with  uninterrupted  glory. 

But,  great  as  had  been  this  peril,  it  was  soon  followed  by  another 
scaroely  less  imminent.  Ireland,  always  unhappy,  was  peculiarly 
alive  to  the  hopes  of  liberty  held  out  by  the  advancing  spirit  of  demo- 
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ciBcy ,  and  had  been  ever  amce  the  war  in  a  condition  bordering  upon  insor- 
rectum.  She  had  been  promised  aadeitance  from  France  to  throw  ofi* 
the  English  yoke  ;  but  the  snccess  of  the  British  nary  had  rendered 
such  assistance  impracticable.  The  zealons  spirits  of  that  unquiet 
population  had  ncTertheless  sayed  them  from  discouragement.  Their 
oiganization,  under  the  name  of  United  Irishmen,  was  admirably  per- 
fected, and  they  had  enrolled  in  companies  and  regiments,  ready  to* 
nunre  at  the  proper  signal,  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  men.  With 
the  nucleus  of  a  well-disciphned  French  army,  and  the  aid  of  a  few 
experienced  and  scientific  generals,  their  power  might  have  been  ade- 
quate to  declare  and  sustain  their  independence.  Without  such  assist- 
ance they  were  still  formidable,  and  determined  to  try  their  dangerous 
e^qpaiment.  So  admirably  had  their  secret  been  kept,  that  the  British 
government  had  no  adequate  idea  of  the  extent  of  its  danger,  until  the 
startling  cry  of  defiance  and  rerolution  was  heard,  and  the  island  was 
seen  to  be  in  a  tumult  of  insurrection.  Then  followed  British  troops 
and  British  executioners,  and  the  beautiful  green  of  hapless  Erin  was 
crimsoned  with  the  welling  blood  of  her  children.  Oh !  it  was  a 
dreadful  and  a  mournful  sight !  The  fearful  tragedy  was  at  length 
broug^  to  a  close  by  the  slaughter  at  Yinegar-Hill.  Ten  thousand 
trained  veterans  were  compelled  to  perform  their  work  for  many  hours, 
by  shooting,  cannonading,  and  charging*  home  upon  dense  masses  of 
undisciplined  but  brave  and  unyielding  Irishmen.  It  were  a  relief  if 
the  recording  angel  might,  by  the  flow  of  natural  tears,  blot  out  for 
ever  some  pages  of  history ! 

This  Irudi  insurrection  is  but  an  episode  in  the  crowded  history  of 
thoee  times.  But  the  number  of  troops  engaged  on  either  side  was 
larger  than  any  army  ever  engaged  in  the  American  revolution,  and  even 
m  the  conquest  of  Mexico.  No  American  general  ever  led  into  battle 
80  large  a  force  as  the  British  government  were  compelled  to  hurl 
against  the  Irish  masses  at  Vinegar-Hill. 

It  was  with  such  a  state  of  afiairs  at  home  that  Pitt  carried  on  his 
wars  abroad.  It  has  been  said  that  he  was  not  a  successful  war  minis- 
ter, and  in  that  respect  he  has  been  unfavorably  compared  with  his 
father.  The  case  does  not  admit  of  a  comparison.  There  was  no  simi- 
larity of  circumstances.  It  was  with  a  country  apparently  exhausted, 
in  the  midst  of  domestic  dissensions,  her  provinces  and  fleets  in  rebel- 
lion, her  people  pale  with  fMnine,  that  he  contrived  to  spare  men  and 
money  to  Europe ;  to  make  himself  the  rallying  spirit  of  the  continent, 
and  his  policy  the  pivot  upon  which  turned  the  history  of  the  epoch. 
He  rallied  the  timid  and  treacherous  kings  from  successive  defeats.  He 
found  means  to  disarm  their  hostility  to  each  other,  to  bestow  upon 
tfaem  immense  subsidies,  and  to  bring  them  back  ever  again  to  the  work 
bis  policy  set  before  them.  The  equipment  of  such  armaments 
required  sums  of  money  so  enormous  and  so  frequent  that  they  border 
upon  the  marvellous.  The  British  finances  were  the  spring  which  fer- 
tilized and  replenished  the  Continent.  We  have  seen  him  take  charge 
of  these  finances  when  disordered  and  in  discredit.  We  have  seen  hmi 
grapple  with  the  difficulties  of  an  enormous  national  debt,  and  give 
the  finances  so  much  regularity,  so  much  character,  that  the  debt  began 
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to  dimiaiah.  It  seemed  to  be  the  work  of  aa  intellectual  giant  to  han*- 
die  and  control  that  debt ;  but  when  war  came,  he  found  additional 
strength,  and  the  old  debt  he  bore  up  as  if  it  were  nothing.  He  bo 
touched  the  springs  of  the  national  resources  that  trickling  rivulets 
changed  into  great  rivers,  and  spread  over  not  only  England,  but  the 
continent,  with  never-failing  supplies.  These  financial  results,  so 
potent  in  their  influence,  were  an  astonishment  and  a  wonder  to  all 
who  beheld  them.  They  are  no  less  wonderful,  contemplated  from  the 
distance  of  half  a  century  than  they  seemed  to  be  at  the  time. 

It  is  idle  and'^ionsensical  to  claim  that  certain  taxes  and  loans  were 
not  raised  upon  the  most  approved  principles  of  political  economy.  Let 
it  be  admitted.  The  wonder  is  that  they  were  raised  at  all.  The  glory 
of  Pitt  as  a.  financier  consists  iff  the  fact  that  the  money  was  forthcom* 
ing.  There  is  no  spectacle  more  ludicrous  and  pitiful,  more  persuasive 
both  to  kicks  and  compassion,  than  your  political  economist  or  philo- 
sophic historian,  who,  bridging  his  nose  with  astute  spectacles,  informs 
posterity  how  Napoleon  should  have  man(Euvred  his  army,  or  how  Pitt 
should  have  hancUed  his  finances.  Ye  gods,  what  an  infinite  and  droll 
variety  is  mankind ! 

In  addition  to  bank  suspension,  commercial  crisis,  poptdar  discontents, 
naval  mutiny,  and  provincial  revolt,  at  length  came  gaunt  Famine, 
and  with  deathly  stare  laid  her  heavy,  pulseless,  and  clammy  hand 
upon  the  heart  of  the  empire. 

It  has  been  stated  that  at  an  early  period  of  Pittas  career  he  had 
attempted  to  remodel  the  commercial  relations  between  England  and 
Ireland,  but  was  defeated.  At  length,  however,  he  accomplished  even 
more  than  he  had  proposed.  Under  his  superintending  genius  was 
finally  carried  the  treaty  or  act  of  union,  so  memorable  in  the  history 
of  both  countries,  but  which  at  the  time  it  occurred  was  only  one  of 
the  many  important  movements  in  civil  and  military  afiairs  which 
served  to  crowd  his  life  with  great  events.  The  discussions  upon  this 
subject,  both  in  England  and  Ireland,  were  brilliant  and  stormy,  and 
nothing  short  of  the  genius  and  character  of  a  master-spirit  could  have 
conducted  them  to  a  successful  issue.  If  the  general  efiects  of  that 
union  were  difierent  from  those  expected  by  either  of  the  parties  to  the 
discussion,  it  was  only  one  of  the  many  movements  of  that  period 
which  bafiied  human  sagacity,  and  helped  to  impress  upon  teachable 
spirits  lessons  of  humihty.  The  friends^and  foes  of  the  measure 
expected  it  to  consolidate  the  government  and  pubHc  feeling  of  the  two 
Islands,  and  to  strengthen  the  monarchy  against  the  inroads  of  demo- 
cratic sentiment.  The  real  efiect  was  to  make  Ireland  look  upon  her- 
self as  more  than  ever  a  subjugated  nation,  and  to  regard  the  imion  as 
a  badge,  a  public  badge  of  her  dishonor.  It  threw  into  the  British  par- 
liament a  body  of  Irish  votes  always  inclined  to  oppose  the  ministry 
and  aid  democratic  measures.  The  reform  bill  of  1832  could  not  have 
been  carried  without  the  Irish  vote,  and  the  time  is  not  probably  dis- 
tant when  the  same  vote  will  turn  the  scale  in  favor  of  a  farther  exten- 
sion of  the  popular  suffrage.  It  may  be  the  means  by  which  that  per- 
secuted and  mercurial  people  will  retaliate  upon  English  monarchy 
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the  wiDDgs  they  have  sufieied,  and  Te-conquer  their  liberties  by  aiding 
the  steady  advance  of  democratic  sentiment  and  popular  rights. 

It  is  one  of  the  remarkable  aspects  of  the  career  of  Pitt  that,  instead 
of  being  weakened  by  public  disasters,  or  driren  from  power  by  the 
calamities  which  thickened  upon  the  people  of  England  during  these 
most  appalling  times,  his  support  in  parliament  was  more  unanimous 
and  mihetitating  ;  and  the  darkest  hour  which  England  ever  saw  only 
foond  her  rallying  more  closely  to  the  support  of  her  chosen  leader. 
The  wisdom  of  his  measures  they  frequently  doubted ;  the  spirit  which 
dictated  them  never.  The  unselfish  grandeur  of  his  character,  his 
fplendid  genius,  his  unfaltering,  generous  lore  dF  country,  his  uniform 
solidity  ajod  nobleness  of  aim,  were  to  the  English  king  and  people 
their  cloud  by  day  and  pillar  of  fire  by  night.  They  read  ever  in  his 
eye  the  steady  flame  of  patriotism ;  they  heard  ever  from  his  eloquent 
1^  the  utterances  of  a  great  and  heroic  purpose.  Above  all,  he  was 
a  stranger  to  despair.  The  rock-like  firmness  of  his  courage  was  a 
positive  inspiration  to  the  empire.  When  they  doubted  his  wisdom,  or 
feared  the  miscarriage  of  his  plans,  they  looked  inquiringly  over  the 
nadon  and  at  each  oUier,  and  said,  '  Whom,  then,  can  we  trust,  if  not 
Pitt!' 

The  king  had  fifund,  while  conducting  his  wars,  more  excusable  and 
less  dangerous  than  the  present,  under  the  pliable  ministry  of  Lord 
North,  that  he  gradually  became  less  pc^ular,  and  ended  those  wars 
with  a  loss  of  prestige,  which  temporarily  unsettled  the  loyalty  of  his 
sabjects.  Guided  by  Pitt,  who  would  not  bend  to  him,  he  found  him- 
8^,  in  the  midst  of  disasters,  gaining  the  confidence  of  his  subjects, 
and  reeognized  afiectionately  as  the  father  of  his  people.  The  spirit 
of  dissension  and  of  revolution  was  gradually  turned  into  a  military 
channel,  and  unquiet  characters  were  taught  to  seek  fortune  and  glory 
ander  the  national  flag. 

The  primary  object  of  Pitt's  wars  was  therefore  gained.  However 
those  wars  might  terminate  in  other  respects,  the  great  point  of  his 
policy  was  won.  No  matter  how  adverse  the  result  of  the  battles 
fought  by  his  generals  abroad,  his  battle  of  battles  for  the  safety  of  the 
British  constitution,  to  which  all  other  battles  were  8ub8idiar)%  was  no 
longer  doubtful.  The  people  of  England  were  no  longer  moved  by  the 
appeals  of  French  democracy,  but  the  two  nations  found  themselves 
iaoe  to  fiuse,  reviving  traditional  animosities,  and  anxious  to  measure 
strength  imder  arms.  Applying  military  language  to  civil  affairs,  the 
flank  of  the  revolution  had  been  turned  and  its  retreat  cut  oS,  In  the 
region  of  public  sentiment  Pitt  had  played^upon  the  revolution,  with 
ec^oally  d^nsive  results,  the  strategy  wMch  Napoleon  brought  to  bear 
npcMi  the  Austrians  at  Marengo  and  at  TJlm.  Careless  observers  look- 
ing to  Pitt's  wars  see  only  a  nation  in  the  process  of  exhaustion,  sinking 
with  a  steady  descent  under  a  series  of  reverses.  But  the  clear  eye  of 
Pitt  saw  the  brighter  aspects  ;  his  heart  warmed  to  behold  the  toppling 
structure  of  British  society  reassuming  its  wonted  stability,  and  the 
honored  battlements  of  the  constitution  gradually  emerging  into  a  clear 
and  serene  sky.  These  services  and  anxieties  were,  however,  wearing 
upon  hii  oonstitation,  originally  feeble ;  and  a  resort  to  artificial  stimn* 
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lanta,  while  it  aenred  to  disguise  the  fact,  could  not  change  its  ultimate 
significance. 

Pitt's  habits  weie  somewhat  solitary.  He  never  married.  Hia  man- 
ners are  generally  described  as  distant  and  haughty ;  but  within  the 
small  circle  of  his  chosen  and  oonfidential  friends,  he  delighted  to 
unbend  from  his  labors,  and  enjoy  convivial  pleasures  and  frolics. 

When  it  was  known  that  he  had  risen  to  speak  in  the  House  of 
Commons  the  fact  was  telegraphed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  and  a  rush 
was  made  to  the  scene.     It  was  an  event  in  a  man's  life  to  hear  Pitt. 

An  eccentric  Scotch  member,  by  the  name  of  Feiguaon,  was  one  day 
dining  with  a  compan/'of  friends  in  a  cofiee-room,  when  some  one  ran 
in  to  tell  them  that  Mr.  Pitt  was  on  his  legs.  Every  one  prepared  to 
leave  the  table  except  Ferguson,  who  remained  quietly  seated. 

« What  I '  said  they,  '  won't  you  go  to  hear  Mr.  Pitt  ?  '  *  No,'  he 
replied ;  ' why  should  I?  Do  you  think  Mr.  Pitt  would  go  to  hear 
me  ?'  '  But  indeed  I  would,'  said  Pitt,  when  the  circumstance  was 
told  him. 

Afier  debate  Pitt  used  generally  to  sup  with  the  Speaker,  and  fre- 
quently meet  there  one  or  two  friends.  On  those  occasions,  when  the 
Speaker  (his  friend  Addington)  thought  wine  enough  had  been  drank, 
he  was  apt  to  say, '  Now,  Pitt,  you  ^all  not  have  another  drop.'  But 
Pitt  would  become  importunate,  promising,  if  a  fresh  bottle  were 
brought,  he  would  only  take  one  glass.  His  eloquence  would  some- 
times prevail,  and  the  ayes  had  it.  But,  this  accomplished,  his  promise 
of  ab^inence  was  not  long  remembered.  One  night  a  toll-gate  keeper 
in  the  neighborhood  of  Lcmdon  was  roused  from  his  slumbers  by  the 
rapid  approach  of  three  horeemen,  who  galloped  on,  the  gate  being 
open,  without  paying  toll.  Numerous  robberies  having  been  recently 
committed  in  the  neighborhood,  the  gate-keeper  discharged  his  blun- 
derbuss after  them,  but  without  efiect.  They  vrere  Pitt,  Thurlow,  and 
Dundas,  who  had  been  out  dining  late  with  a  friend.  The  prime- 
minister,  lord-chancellor,  and  treasurer  of  the  navy  successiully  ran 
tile  toU-gate. 

But  Pitt,  except  on  one  occasion,  never  was  known  to  drink  too 
freely  while  any  thing  of  the  day's  labors  remained  unfinished.  He 
had  been  sitting  under  a  personal  attack,  and,  during  an  interruptbn  of 
the  debate,  retired  with  Dundas  to  dine.  When  he  returned  and  made 
his'reply,  it  was  evident  he  had  taken  too  much  wine.  '  It  gave  me,' 
said  the  assistant-clerk  of  the  House,  '  a  violent  head-ache.'  On  this 
being  repeated  to  Pitt,  he  said  he  thought  it  was  an  excellent  arrange- 
ment that  ?ie  *  should  have  the  wine,  and  the  clerk  the  head-ache.' 
Pitt's  conversational  powers  are  described  as  remarkably  attractive,  and 
it  was  from  conversation  that  he  must  have  derived  a  large  portion  of 
his  extensive  information.  His  wit  cannot  easily  be  transferred  to 
paper,  and  most  attempts  to  transfer  it  have  proved  failures.  But  on 
some  occasions  it  was  quite  sufficiently  caustic.  On  one  occasion  he 
was  requested  to  give  assurances  that  a  certain  regiment  of  volunteers 
about  to  be  raised  should  not  be  sent  out  of  the  kingdom.  '  It  certainly 
never  shall,'  said  he,  '  except  in  case  of  invasion.'  Whether  the  regi- 
ment derived  any  comfort  from  the  fact  that  the  prime-minister  would 
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c(»seDt  to  send  them  away  from  him  only  in  case  of  an  event  which 
would  render  the  presence  of  cowards  intolerahle  is  left  to  inference. 

The  style  of  his  oratory  can  only  he  ascertained  from  tradition.  The 
pahlished  reports  of  his  speeches  give  no  adequate  conception  of  it. 
They  give  those  statistical  and  argumentatiye  portions  which  might  as 
well  be  in  the  style  of  one  man  as  another,  with  an  approach  to  verbal 
accnxacy  ;  but  those  fine  sallies  and  characteristic  retorts  for  which  he 
was  celebrated,  and  the  manner  of  which  most  distinguish  one  orator 
fnnn  another  are  for  the  most  part  noticed  in  parraithesis,  with  such 
remarks  as  these :  *  Here  Mr.  Pitt  made  a  splendid  appeal ; '  '  here  Mr. 
Pitt  showed  up  the  fallacy  of  Mr.  Fox's  arguments  by  a  great  variety  of 
illustrationB  ; '  '  here  Mr.  Pitt  ridiculed  the  argument  of  the  opposite 
side/  and  the  like.  One  is  under  much  the  »une  obligations  to  such  a 
reporter  as  he  would  be  to  an  artist  who,  in  attempting  to  preserve  the 
lineaments  of  a  beloved  object,  should  omit  the  most  distinguishing  fea- 
tures, and  write  in  their  place,  *  Here  were  the  eyes,  here  was  the« 
noee,  here  was  the  mouth.'  But  it  is  well  authenticated  that  his 
method  of  arranging  his  thoughts  was  remarkable  lor  its  clearness  and 
perspicacity.  In  arguing  a  question,  it  was  not  his  habit  to  be  satisfied 
with  presenting  its  outlines  and  strong  points,  but  to  exhaust  it  by  pre- 
senting it  in  all  possible  aspects,  and  by  considering  and  refuting  in 
detail  all  objections  he  could  imagine  likely  to  be*  entertained  against 
bis  opinions.  His4)earing  in  debate  is  most  commonly  represented  as 
austere,  and  his  wit  of  a  dry,  unsympathizing,  and  sarcastic  quality. 
Neither  his  person  nor  his  manners  were  at  all  graceful,  and  the  infer- 
ence has  been  common  that  his  temper  was  cold  and  over-bearing.  It 
most,  however,  be  remembered  thait  his  situation  always  required  deep 
earnestness,  and  that  every  step  was  pregnant  with  consequences  of  a 
serums  character.  In  such  situations  men  of  all  temperaments  are  apt 
to  incur  the  same  charge.  Among  his  private  and  intimate  acquaint- 
anees  his  disposition  was  regarded  as  warm  and  generous. 

Yon  frequently  find  in  the  published  memoirs  and  diaries  of  his  con- 
temporaries, remarks  written  under  the  impulse  of  current  events, 
which  characterize  him  in  terms  sufficiently  udent,  and  such  as  were 
never  inspired  by  a  cold  and  impassive  nature.  They  speak  of  the 
'  noble-hearted  Pitt,'  of  his  '  out^doing  himself,'  of  his  *  holding  and  sub- 
duing bis  audience,'  and  in  the  various  language  of  warm  sympathy 
and  admiration.  It  is  one  of  the  penalties  of  such  a  position  that  its 
occupant  must  hold  his  emotional  nature  strictly  under  control.  He  who 
would  command  others  must  first  learn  to  command  himself.  And  it 
requires  little  expesience  to  disgust  an  honest  and  ingenuous  character 
with  those  cheap  demonstrations  on  '^e  part  of  public  men  which  so 
oflen  pass  for  sentiment.  It  is  a  strong  evidence  m  Pitt's  favor  that  he 
never  resorted  to  the  common  arts  of  a  cheap  popularity,  but  reserved! 
his  public  exhibitions  of  feeling  for  those  oc9asions  where  it  was  neces^ 
wy  to  elevate  the  nation  to  the  height  of  some  great  argument,  and^ 
then  he  knew  how  to  reach  the  profoundest  depths  of  public  feeling, 
and  lead  its  impulses  as  no  one  could  who  was  not  himself  a  man  oiF 
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THE       RETURN       OF       SUMMER 


Oh  I  what  glory  retams  with  the  summer 

To  our  distant  and  dreary  dime, 
When  the  Sun,  like  a  king  in  his  robes  of  honor. 

Rides  out  to  his  borders,  in  state  sublime ; 
Spreading,  with  plentiful,  out-stretched  hand, 
Bounty  and  radiance  through  the  land  I 


Such  a  court  never  monarch  attended, 

As  waits  on  the  emperor  Sux : 
In  the  air  sweet  sounds  and  perfumes  are  blended ; 

Rich  emerald  carpets  before  him  run ; 
And  on  every  hand  is  his  presence  told 
By  his  royal  colors,  the  green  and  gold. 


"What  a  loyalty  follows  his  march  I 

What  a  fervor  the  life-blood  stirs ! 
Every  hoary  wood  waves  a  triumphal  arch, 

The  mountains  are  gay  with  the  bloomy  fUrze: 
"Wonderful  miracles  now  are  rife : 
The  old  dry  bones  are  restored  to  life! 


All  is  happiness,  romance,  and  murth, 

And  filled  is  each  hearths  desire ; 
Largo-eyed  Wonder  inspires  the  children  of  earth; 

Hope  beckons  us  boldly  to  look  still  higher: 
All  beauty  and  grandeur  now  possible  seem — 
The  feirest  and  wildest  of  which  we  dream. 


Fair  CAxnAT,  in  the  distant  Pacific, 
Draws  no  fervid-bramed  roamer  now: 

Her  palms,  and  her  gems,  and  her  beasts  terrific, 
Her  coral  and  pearl,  and  her  fruit-laden  bough, 

All  an  empty  pageantry  now  appear; 

Her  throne  is  deserted  —  the  Kixo  is  here! 


But  the  monarch,  alas  1  must  depart ; 

The  magician's  bright  wand  must  fall: 
Then  will  chilliness  creep  on  the  confident  heart, 

And  pleasure  and  light-hearted  gaycty  pall : 
Then  lifeless  will  drop  the  old  dry  bones. 
And  beauty  abandon  tlie  sticks  and  stones  I 
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SWITZERLAND:    ON    THE    ROAD. 


BT    SOBIBT    M.    KICnARDSOX. 
8TA0E    T.rFECT9. 

The  wind  had  wai^d  westerly.  The  mists  had  joined  the  clouds. 
Endymion's  guardian  looked  down  soilly  upon  us.  Occasional  torrents 
were  seen  sweeping  on  the  right,  looking  chill  and  wild.  The  frozen 
effulgence  of  the  mighty  glaciers,  indeed,  does  not  belong  to  the  scenery 
of  this  section  of  Helvetia  ;  but. the  lowlands  (if  any  thing  can  be  called 
low  in  a  country  two  twousand  feet  above  the  sea)  have  a  pastoral 
beauty  all  their  own. 

Eeader,  have  you  ever  been  in  Fathebland  ?  If  you  have,  you  know 
the  German  affection  of  aerophobia :  if  you  have  not,  you  have  at 
least  heard  of  it.  When  at  sea,  in  the  dead  hour  of  night,  a  cry  is 
raised,  '  The  ship  has  struck  ! '  and  all  hands  dart  for  dear  life  to  the 
pumps,  so  —  with  like  unanimity  —  did  our  passengers  betake  them- 
selves to  repairing  this  leak  of  air,  as  the  first  gust  startled  the  smoke- 
clouds. 

Slam  !  —  and  we  were  air-tight —  *  cabined,  cribbed,  confined,'  once 
more.  *  Nein !  nein ! '  exclaimed  the  voice  of  the  old  Hun,  coming 
forth  Lazarus-like,  after  much  German  adjuration. 

*  Mein  herr !  are  you  mad  ?  *  cried  the  Prussian. 

*  Or  drunk  ?  *  interrogated  the  Pole. 

*  Mein  herren,'  observed  the  Bull,  in  a  voice  pitched  high  above  the 
note  of  pleasure,  '  other  considerations  apart,  does  not  one  come  to 
Switzerland  to  enjoy  the  scenery  ?  Here  now  we  can  see  nothing.  I 
tell  you,  the  moon  is  up,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  we  are  at  this 
moment  passing  one  of  the  most  magnificent  coups  d'cnl  in  Europe.  I 
tell  you • 

'  Bah ! '  grunted  the  monster,  whose  '  bah  ! '  possessed  that  '  deep 
damnation '  which  strikes  confusion  to  the  stoutest  heart.  A  dismal 
curl  of  scorn  on  every  lip  was  the  only  other  reply  to  the  eloquent 
appeal.     The  Frenchman's  face  was  radiant  with  gleaming  malice. 

*  But  I  beg  to  inquire,  what  object  is  gained  by  bo3dng  ourselves  up 
like  a  cage  of  animals  ?  * 

*  PotstauZ'Z'Zend !  it  keeps  out  the  fleas,'  suggested  the  romantic 
Prussian,  buzzing  forth  a  simoon  of  smoke. 

'Is  this  also  your  advice,  monsieur?'  asked  Bull,  striking  his 
repeater  sharply  at  the  Frank. 

*  Mon  cher,  soyez  en  repos  ;  vous  tirez  toujours  le  diable  par  le  queue. 
I  do  not  profess  to  be  the  oracles  of  Dodona ;  but  since  you  favor  us 
with  so  excellent  an  exposition  of  the  purposes  of  travelling,  I  will,  with 
permission  of  these  worthy  gentlemen,  (a  pathetic  and  comprehensive 
bow,)  give  you  in  return  my  own  opinions,  which  the  company  "^1  do 
jne  l^e  honor  to  take  for  what  they  are  worth.  The  travelling  muse, 
monsieur^  whoever  she  may  be,  is  one  of  quite  modem  creation.     Since 
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her  culture  commenced,  I  believe  the  proper  objects  of  travelling  to  be 
greatly  perverted  and  misunderstood.  Formerly^  when  scenery  was 
Uie  same  and  cities  were  less — recollect,  it  was  '  men  and  cities  ; '  (I 
give  you  the  authority  of  no  less  a  poet  than  Homer  and  the  example  of 
no  leas  a  tourist  than  Ulysses ;)  it  was  'men  and  cities,'  I  repeat,  which 
men  set  forth  from  their  homes  to  behold.  But,  at  present,  on  the  con- 
trary, when  the  picturesque  is  invaded,  and  in  a  measure  destroyed  by 
the  growth  of  cities  and  civilization,  we  find  that  nothing  but  landscapes 
and  ruins,  lakes  and  mountains  can  meet  the  predilections  of  our  gene- 
ration. Why,  I  ask  b  this  ?  Once,  tourists  wero  men  of  sense  ;  whether 
gleaners  of  pleasure  or  seekers  of  information.  Why  is  it  they  are  now 
degenerated  into  a  herd  of  '  melancholy  Jacques  ? '  It  was  Bacon  who 
once  set  forth  the  purposes  of  foreign  travel ;  but  the  Bacon  now  in 
vogue  among  the  Messieun  Anglaises  is  Byron.  Your  red  guide-books 
are  your  books  of  fate  ;  and  because  Murray  avers  that  *  this  scene  *  or 
'that  cascade'  *must  be  admired^  you  will  bestir  yourself  for  weary 
leagues  to  gape  with  deep-mouthed  bathos  over  ruins  that  chill  you  or 
scenery  which  inspires  ennui.  The  red  guide-book  is  an  uhase  of 
assery ;  and  I  never  see  it  without  repeating  the  proverb  of  the  sage 
Venetian,  Gucurdati  de  colui  che  non  ha  ktto  che  un  libro  solo — 
Bqware  of  him  who  reads  but  one  book.  Was  it  for  this  that  Voltaire 
went  abroad — or  Peter  the  Groat — or  S6vign6  — or  Le  Sage  —  or 
Tavemier — or  T616maque  —  or  the  due  de  Richelieu?  l^o,farbleu! 
for  they  were  men  of  sense.  To  Gothe,  Chateaubriand,  and  Bousseau, 
belongs  the  distinction  of  giving  the  first  impulse  to  this  vagrant  folie : 
and  your  Byron,  assuming  it  at  second  hand,  has  sublimated  it  into  a 
fanaticism.  Not  that  Byron  was  so  bet^  himself.  Bid  he  travel  for 
scenery?  Read  his  life  in  Italy.  But  he  has  made  les  messieurs 
Anglais  moon-calves  and  misanthropes.  A  new  satire  yet  remains  to 
be  written  against  this  picturosque  knight-errantry.  You  chevaliers  of 
the  guide-book  aro  no  better  than  the  hero  of  Cervantes.  And  this  is 
in  the  nineteenth  century !  Allow  me  to  suggest,  Monsieur,  that  the  age 
ibr  such  maiseries  is  past.' 

So  ended  this  romaricable  homily.  Despite  of  the  oratorical  fault  of 
longtier,  it  was  received  with  marked  approbation  by  all  except  the 
individual  for  whose  benefit  it  was  delivered.  Bull  diverted  himself 
during  its  continuance  by  executing  the.  devil's  tattoo  on  the  window, 
accompanied  with  a  select  performance  on  his  repeater. 

*  All  very  fine,  no  doubt ! '  quoth  he  ;  *  but,  gentlemen,  I  tell  you  I 
have  travelled  some  in  my  time  —  by  schnellpost,  char-a-banc,  eil-wagon 
and  mule-back.  I  tell  you  I  am  an  old  roadster,  too ;  but  I  have  yet  to 
learn  by  what  right  a  gentleman  on  his  travels  is  to  be  asphyxiated  in  a 
fog  of  tobacco.' 

*  Par  le  droit  du  plus  fort,  ma  foi*  hinted  the  vindictive  Frank. 

*  Bah ! '  growled  the  Prussian,  *  mem  herr  should  travel  by  daylight.' 

*  Sir,'  retorted  the  ferocious  Bull,  *  I  appeal  to  common-sense.' 

*  It  is  not  every  one  can  have  common-sense  who  desires  it,'  broke  in 
the  other. 

'  There  is  a  certain  set  of  ideas  which  none  but  an  English  head  can 
conceive,'  added  the  lecturer,  by  way  of  corollary. 
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'  Bat,  mein  herren^  I  have  a  laxge  Danuh  dog  strapped  on  the  oHt- 
ade * 

'  MiUe  tonnerres  !  do  you  threaten  us  ? '  roared  a  chorus  of  voices. 

'  Not  at  all,  but  I  should  like  to  hear  him  bark.' 

'  Then  you  had  better  keep  him  company/  advised  the  guttural  old 
monster,  lighting  a  new  pipe  with  an  intimidating  frown. 

'  In  fine.  Monsieur,  the  window  cannot  be  opened,  but  the  door  may ; 
that  is  our  ultimatum^*  asserted  the  Pole  diplomatically  and  deci- 
sively fixim  behind  a  doud.  • 

So  the  advocate  of  oxygen  was  compelled  to  come  to  order.  The 
poor  fellow  turned  himself  into  an  impossible  attitude  and  was  soon 
engaged  in  paying  his  desperate  addresses  to  Mrs.  Morpheus.  But  the 
bosom  of  the  unfeeling  coquette  seemed  obdurate  to  his  advances. 
'Twas  of  no  use.  Pr^ently,  I  noticed  him  languishing  into  life  anew, 
with  a  stealthy  glance  at  his  sufibcators,  who  were  all  composing  them- 
selves into  a  hana-fde  state  of  somnolency,  with  the  fumes  of  their 
never-abdicated  meerschaums  rushing  and  curling  at  each  stertorous 
impulse  over  thdr  well-furred  features.  That  bright  dream  was  the 
last.  The  hope  of  the  Briton,  as  well  as  the  nap  of  the  Saxon,  the  next 
moment  was  in  the  realm  of  chimeras  :  for  the  last  time,  the  window 
of  contenticm  opened  wide  upon  the  fogs  of  fatality. 

'  God's  thunder-weather !  *  thundered  the  old  monster,  muffing  hina- 
self  in  a  double  allowance  of  capes  and  clouds,  and  protruding  his 
pitiless  hand. 

'I  presume  you  prefer  the  devil's  brimstone-weather,  cochon! 
retorted  Bull,  in  a  murderous  voice,  and  bouncing  with  excitement. 
'Here  —  the  windows  down  —  this  lung-devouring  miasma  —  Sir — 1 
have  —  breathed — in  hospitals.'  Here  he  was  gagged  with  a  thick 
cough. 

'  And  I,  in  battles ! '  rejoined  the  fiery  Hun. 

'  Not  so  thick  as  the  smoke  of  Talavera ! '  suggested  the  Pole,  play- 
ing with  his  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor. 

'  Nor  Hohenlinden ! '  pufied  the  monster. 

'  Nor  Jena ! '  supplied  the  Prussian. 

'  Nor  Mont  Saint-Jean ! '  added  the  Frenchman,  with  a  face  revellii^ 
in  smiles. 

'And,  with  your  pockets  full  of  bullets  and  knives,  are  you  afraid  oi 
smoke  ? '  inquired  Uie  Prussian,  derisively. 

'  The  brave  man  dies  but  once.  I  refuse  to  expire  by  inches.  I  shall 
call  on  the  conductor.' 

*Au  diaible  le  conducteur  f '  swore  the  Pole.  '  Please  to  bear  in  mind 
Monsieur,  that  you  are  in  the  society  of  gentlemen,  and  if  you  have  an 
appeal  to  make,  it  must  be  made  to  them.  Bo  you  refiise  ?  then  I  will 
act  for  you.  It  is  time  to  cease  your  fredaines,  and  to  put  this  ques- 
tion at  rest.  '  Mein  herr,'  addressing  himself  to  the  monster,  *  what 
bave  you  io  say  ? '. 

*  Say !  I  have  to  say,  Potstau-z-z-zenp  I '  buzzed  the  Austrian,  shoot- 
ing forth  a  volmne  which  enveloped  him  like  an  ancient  demi-god. 

*  I  refer  the  case  to  you,  mein  herr' 
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The  only  answer  of  the  Froasian  was  an  absolute  letiiement  into 
invisibility  :  the  top  of  Mount  Filatus  was  never  more  obscure. 

*  And  you,  Monsieur.     Does  our  smoke  inconvenience  you  ? ' 

'  Monsieur,'  responded  the  cosmopolite,  bowing  with  grave  composure, 
'  un^Franfais  comme  it  faut  allows  nothing  to  incommode  him.' 

Thus,  it  tombait  de  Caiphe  d  Pilate,  The  anguish  of  the  doomed 
Bull  was  a  sight  to  have  softened  a  Herod.  The  side-scowl  fled.  His 
fat,  frightened  face  seemed  to  turn  all  colors  at  once.     Tears  of  vexation 

and  tobacco  sprang  to  his  eyes.     '  I  will  not  endure  it,  d n  my  eyes 

if  I  do !  —  no,  not  for  all  the  pipes  in  heathendom  !    !  ! 

!  \  I  I  -^  I  f  I  J 

The  peroration  of  curses  which  rang  in  afler  this  bold  exordium, 
would  consume  any  thing  less  than  a  triple-steeled  pen  which  should 
attempt  to  indite  them.  A  regular  sinew-wrenching,  spine-twisting, 
joint-snapping,  neck-breaking,  shin-barking  tussle  ensued ;  in  the  couKe 
of  which  I  was  only  able  to  discern  that  the  fatal  window  was  now 
up  and  now  down,  like  sheet-lightning,  or  a  saw-mill ;  until  at  length 
the  pane  was  dashed  to  pieces  by  an  irruption  of  the  heels  of  the 
strangled  Briton,  which,  afler  infinite  contortions  of  the  body  and  limbs 
of  their  wearer,  had  somehow  attained  this  altitude,  though  whether 
by  design  or  accident,  I  am  unable  to  decide. 

There  is  a  story  of  an  old  gentleman  who  went  a-swimming,  and 
kept  afloat  with  such  excessive  difficulty  that  when  a  blue-bottle  fly 
came  and  settled  upon  his  bald  head,  it  sufficed  to  sink  him.  Very 
similar  was  the  predicament  of  our  Bull.  This  last  mishap  was  his 
doom. 

With  one  acclaim  —  unanimous  as  the  xmiversal  hiss  of  Milton's 
devils  —  the  roar  arose,  (now  quite  al  fresco,)  *  Out  with  him  !  cL  bas 
VA7if:lais,  to  keep  company  with  his  dog !  *  And  out  he  went ;  light- 
ing full  six  feet  from  the  body  of  the  eil-wagen  in  the  road.  Thence, 
after  a  reasonable  pause,  during  which  the  postillion  9.waited  his  resus- 
citation, to  beg  him  to  '  remember  the  pour-hoire,'  the  Bull  was  trans- 
ferred en  liaut,  to  the  very  pinnacle  of  our  great  establishment.  There 
they  perched,  master  and  dog,  immediately  in  the  rear  of  our  honest 
friends,-  the  conductor,  driver,  and  postillions,  whose  travelling-pipes 
were  never  plucked  from  their  lips,  except  to  emit  a  noise  of 
*  Yaw !  yaw  I '  The  Bull,  grasping  at  the  slippery  handles  of  the  lug- 
gap:e,  occasionally  jolted  half  off  from  this  precarious  tenure,  or  fortify- 
ing his  position  by  laying  hold  on  the  collar  of  his  canine  friend  ;  who, 
at  such  moments,  would  make  night  htdeous  with  his  disconsolate 
howls. 

*Potsta24se?id/  *  gasped  tlie  panting  Prussian,  sinking  down  upon  the 
shattered  fragments  of  his  pipe. 

'Monsieur'  exclaimed  the  radiant  Frenchman,  *  I  esteem  you.  I  do 
not  embrace  you,  for  you  are  too  warm ;  but  I  offer  you  my  friendship.* 

The  Pole  looked  an  'lo  Pcean!'  and  the  Austrian  grinned  an 
assassin-smile.  His  cloak  was  badly  torn,  and  his  neckcloth-knot  was 
twisted  in  the  scuffle  under  one  ear,  so  that,  phiz  included,  he  looked 
as  if  he  was  going  to  be  hung. 
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A  contribation  of  clothing  was  taken  np  to  stop  the  intrusiye  air 
thrcmgh  the  shattered  window.  The  scene  presented,  during  the  brief 
remainder  of  the  night,  was  one  which  womd  have  been  worth  a  for- 
tune to  the  incomparable  Brouwer,  had  he  chanced  to  behold  it. 

It  was  grizzly  day-light  when  we  alighted  at  the  *  Hotel  of  the  Three 
Kings '  at  Bfile.  On  looking  abore,  I  discovered  that  the  Bull  and  his 
dog  were  missing ;  whither  they  vanished,  I  have  never  learned.  Two 
hooxB  later,  and  we  were  all  busy  rummaging  among  Hans  Holbein^s 
pictures,  the  museum,  the  cathedral,  the  monuments :  a  day's  work. 


TO  MT  MOTHER 


BT  BTsrucaf  c.  MAflsnr. 


My  Mother  I  canst  thou  see  mo  now, 

From  the  far-off  fields  of  light? 
Canst  thou  in  spirit  come  again. 

And  bless  me  with  the  sight? 
Oh  I  I  can  see  thee,  when  these  ejes 

Are  closed  in  balmy  sleep, 
And,  revelling  in  happy  dreams, 

We  sweet  communion  keep  I 

Yean,  years  have  passed,  and  life  to  mo 

Has  been  but  as  a  dream ; 
Yet  often  have  I  yearned  for  tbee^ 

As,  sailing  down  its  stream, 
Fond  Memory  brings  thee  back  again, 

As  thou  wert  once  to  me, 
When  nestled  in  thy  arms  I  lay, 

Or  crept  upon  thy  knee  I 

And  when  I  saw  thee  in  that  sleep 

From  which  there  is  no  waking, 
And  felt,  as  then  I  gazed  on  thee, 

My  very  heart  was  breaking: 
Oh  I  can  it  be  that  in  that  land 

Where  there  is  no  more  pain, 
We  may  once  mere  luited  be, 

Never  to  part  again? 

And  shall  we  meet  as  we  have  met, 

And  be  as  we  have  been ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  smile  on  me, 

As  I  have  sometimes  seen  ? 
'  O  GoDi  if  this  it  is  to  meet 

In  Heaven's  own  land  of  light, 
Hlumc  my  path,  direct  my  feet, 

And  guide  my  steps  aright  I 
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BEIN'O^TEE    OBSERYATIOKS    AT    HOME    AND    ABROAD    Ok'    DIVSRS    MSUB£B«    OF 
THE     7UDOE     F  A  &I  I  L  T 


BXKDBBBD    WTO  WBITIXO   BT   TONT   FVI>«li 


CHAPTBB    TIIIBTT-ONB. 
KITTY        IN        THB        COUKTRT. 

What  are  benefits  ?  what  is  constancj,  or  merit  ?  One  curl  of  a  girFs  ringlet,  one 
bair  of  a  whisker,  (one  good  chance  for  monej.)  will  turn  the  scale  against  them  all 
in  a  minute.*  YANmr  Faie. 

Sun-shine  is  upon  the  old  Bodgers  hoxue,  of  Newtown ;  healthful, 
gay,  cheery  sun-shine.  The  air  of  knouming  that  lay  upon  the  dead 
man's  home  is  gone.  The  closed  blinds  are  flung  wide  open.  The 
front  gates,  where  the  old  gardener  had  driven  fastenings  above  the 
latch,  are  ajar  half  the  day.  The  paths  where  the  'Squire,  in  his  brown 
surtout,  walked  back  and  forth,  are  newly  trimmed ;  and  the  sturdy 
hollyhocks  are  all  alive  with  bees  and  blossoms.  The  vines  that  clam- 
ber over  the  porch  are  trimmed  as  they  were  never  trimmed  before  ; 
and  the  humming-birds  which  once  darted  around  the  trumpet-flowers 
fearlessly,  are  frightened  away  by  a  wee  chorus  of  voices  which  comes 
from  the  little  parlor  of  the  late  'Squire  Bodgers. 

Kitty  Fleming,  with  a  pretty  look  of  importance,  directs  the  chorus. 
She  plays  the  mistress  charmingly.  Mrs.  Fleming  and  the  house- 
keeper, after  an  amiable  womanly  quarrel,  have  come  to  terms.  I 
doubt,  however,  if  they  continue  to  agree.  Two  house-keepers  in  the 
same  house,  never  did  agree ;  and  it  is  my  opinion  that  they  never 
virill. 

Indeed,  Mrs.  Dtke  (for  that  was  the  house-keeper's  name)  was  not 
the  person  to  live  without  a  brush  with  any  body  ;  least  of  all,  with  a 
rival.  She  had  grown  old,  and  bent  over,  in  the  Bodgers  service. 
There  was  not  a  boy  of  any  butcher's  or  baker's  shop  in  Newtown,  but 
had  some  time  felt  her  pitiless,  sharp  tongue.  The  old  'Squire  himself 
had  winced  under  it,  often.  I  think  he  would  have  changed  his  house- 
keeper—  if  he  had  dared.  I  think  he  would  have  forbidden  the 
periodic  house-cleaning  of  Mrs.  Dyke  —  if  he  had  dared.  I  think  he 
would  have  rooted  up  some  of  her  patches  of  thyme,  and  chamomile, 
and  sage,  and  sweet  balm,  in  the  garden  —  if  he  had  dared.  I  think 
he  would  have  dined  on  pot-luck  less  often  —  if  he  had  dared. 

Your  town  house-keeper  is  altogether  a  different  body;  but  your 
notable,  weazen-faced,  country  house-keeper,  who  keeps  bags  of  herbs 
in  the  garret,  and  a  pet  cat,  and  drestes  in  bombazine,  and  is  for  ever 
sweeping  and  dusting,  and  has  money  in  the  bank,  and  a  taate  for  gar- 
lic, is  a  very  terrible  creature. 

Mrs.  Dyke  retained  her  little  back-room  in  the  Bodgers  houfe,  by  a 
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kind  of  prescriptive  right.  To  remove  Mrs.  Dyke  would  have  heen  as 
strange  and  unprecedented,  as  to  remove  the  front  porch,  or  the  garden- 
fence.  Sometimes  her  sharp  tongue  is  heard  be-rating  the  little  flock 
of  Miss  Kitty,  for  tracking  the  clean  hall  with  their  muddied  feet ;  and 
sometimes  she  falls  into  serious  altercation  with  meek  Mrs.  Fleming, 
who  has  expressed  a  wish  for  veal  cutlets  when  she,  the  house-keeper, 
has  decided  upon  a  re-hash  of  yesterday's  beef. 

Kitty,  however,  like  the  bit  of  sun-shine  that  she  is,  brightens  the 
clouded  faces  of  the  older  ones ;  "and,  by  a  compromise  in  the  dinner- 
tactics,  and  a  generous  yielding  to  an  occasional  dish  of  the  old  lady's 
chamomile  tea,  she  preserves  peace  in  the  household. 

Miss  Jebcima,  too,  makes  a  visit  to  Newtown,  and  is  delighted  with 
the  ruddy  faces  of  the  little  girls  who  flock  at  morning  to  the  old  Bodgers 
parlor ;  and  she  is  charmed  with  the  walks  in  the  wood  which  Kitty 
had  written  of;  and  they  gatlier  flowers  together ;  and  Jemima  seems 
to  grow  young  again  —  forgetting  Blimmer  and  making  wood-land  son- 
nets,  and  writing  home  to  Bridget  a  letter  full  of -pastoral  narrative 
and  of  that '  dear,  good,  old  lady,  Mrs.  Fleming.' 

There  is  a  bright-eyed  scholar  among  those  who  come  every  morning 
between  the  hollyhock  blossoms  that  skirt  the  front  path  to  the  Bodgers 
door,  to  whom  Kitty's  heart  cleaves  more  lovingly jfif  she  has  any  par- 
tialities) than  to  the  rest.  Her  name  is  Bessy  Flint.  It  may  be, 
because  she  is  an  orphan,  and  so  has  few  to  care  for  her :  it  may  be 
that  she  is  so  gentle,  and  her  face  so  fair  and  winning ;  it  may  be  that 
her  name  recalls  pleasant  memories  to  her,  of  the  companions  of  her- 
own  school  age :  in  short,  there  may  be  many  reasons,  and  doubtless 
are,  why  Blittt  seems  nearer  to  Bessie  Flint  than  to  others  who  come 
and  go,  every  day,  between  the  hollyhock  blbspoms. 

Among  other  matters,  this  same  dimple-cheeked  Bessie  is  learning 
the  management  of  a  pen ;  and  as  she  makes  advances,  day  afler  day, 
she  undertakes  childish  letters  to  a  certain  brother  of  hers,  who  is  hx 
away  across  seas.  And  naturally  enough,  the  teacher,  so  kind  in  other 
things,  will  help  forward  Bessie  in  her  letter ;  rounding  the  caj^als, 
and  putting  in  stops  and  semi-colons,  and  half-inclined  to  cross  out 
altogether  a  period  in  which  the  prattling  sister  tells  what  mistress  she 
ha*,  and  how  she  is  *  ever  so  kind.' 

Through  the  same  pleasant  medium,  Kitty  learns  what  sickness  has 
fallen  upon  Harry  Flint  ;  and  she  shares,  with  a  tender  sympathy,  the 
childish  solicitude  that  hangs  over  the  sister's  face  when  she  speaks  of 
it.  But  to  the  old  aunt,  who  stands  in  the  place  of  a  mother  to  Bessie, 
she  never  shows  this ;  but  asks,  only  in  the  reserved  and  quiet  way  in 
which  any  friend  might  ask,  afler  the  fortunes  of  her  old  townsman. 

Beside,  it  is  noised  in  the  village,  (and  I  fear  Mrs.  Fleming  may  have 
kept  it  astir,)  that  Kjtty's  winter  in  the  town  was  a  winter  of  conquest ; 
and  there  are  hints  about  the  young  Mr.  Q,um  who  has  made  such  a 
kind  disposal  of  the  ol3  Bodgers  mansion  ;  and  people  mention  him 
slyly  to  Kitty,  as  if — something  were  brewing.  And  Mrs.  Fle^hno 
looks  very  conscious  when  his  name  is  mentioned ;  indulging  lier 
motherly  pride  thereby,  to  the  great  vexation  of  Kitty  herself. 

I  ataak  Mrs.  Fleming  was  rash  and  unreasonable  in  her  anticipations. 
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The  duiDS  may  have  done  her  a  kindness  in  giving  her  the  rental  of  the 
old  BoDGERS  House ;  they  doubtless  had  their  own  reasons  for  conciliating 
the  relatives  of  the  deceased  'Squire.  It  is  certain  that  they  slipped 
qnieily  and  modestly  into  enjoyment  of  the  estate,  to  the  great  advan- 
tage of  their  social  position  in  town.  Adolphe  was  often  in  the  Spin- 
DLK  pew  of  Dr.  MuT»T>T.EToN*s  cburch.  Mw.  Fudge's  eyes  and  beart 
were  often  turned  that  way.  I  may  say  the  same  of  Wilhelmina, 
notwithstanding  the  continued  earnestness  of  the  Count  Salle. 
Adolphe  drove  a  very  fast  trotter,  called  Mary  Taylor,  and  was  a 
star  at  matinees.  He  might  be  said  to  occupy  a  position  that  allowed 
him  to  look  down  upon  the  Fudges  :  he  might  be  said,  by  his  partial 
friends,  to  occupy  almost  the  same  level  with  the  Pinkertons.  I  do 
not  think  the  Pinkertons  would  allow  it ;  still,  they  received  him. 
Arabella  Spindle,  who  was  eight-and-twenty,  rode  with  him  upon  the 
avenue  ;  and  worked  Adolphe  in  floss  silk  upon  a  bit  of  paste-board  : 
it  was  a  book-mark :  the  book-mark  became  Mr.  Q^uid's. 

Under  these  circmnstances,  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  newly- 
rich  sind  admired  young  gentleman  should  bestow  many  thoughts  upon 
such  country  people  as  the  Flemings.  He  certainly  did  not ;  and  he 
had  been  known  to  make  such  wanton  mention  o^  the  ruddy  color  in 
Kitty's  face,  as  would  have  terribly  shocked  the  old  lady,  her  mamma, 
and,  I  am  sure,  brought  an  indignant  tear  into  the  eye  of  Miss  Kitty 
hermlf. 

Circumstances,  however,  made  a  sudden  change  in  this  disposition 
of  afi!airs.  I  have  already  mentioned  a  communication  extended  by 
the  diplomatic  Mr.  Blimmer  toward  the  complacent  CIuid.  I  need 
hardly  say  that  this  communication  was  the  source  of  great  uneasiness 
to  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  was  addressed. 

Tlie  first  thought,  indeed,  of  Mr.  Q,niD  had  taken  a  singularly  shrewd 
direction,  and  he  indulged  the  belief  that  Mr.  Blimmer  was  '  playing 
gammon,'  in  order  to  quicken  his  payments  on  the  BlimmerviUe  land 
acQOunt  In  short,  he  did  not  believe  that  Blimmer  was  honest  in  his 
statements  that  he  had  merely  consigned  to  him  a  copy,  and  not  the 
wifl  itself. 

To  make  himself  sure,  he  made  some  investigations  respecting  the 
hand- writing  of  the  late  Mr.  Bodgers  ;  he  even,  in  virtue  of  possessing 
himself  of  some  letters  of  the  deceased  gentleman,  made  the  compari- 
sqcl:  it  was  not  favorable  ;  there  certainly  seemed  to  be  a  diflerence  : 
the  assertion  of  Mr.  Bluoier  appeared  plausible  :  there  was  too  much 
reason  to  believe  that  jthe  instrument  he  held  in  his  keeping  was  indeed 
a  cop/,  and  a  copy  only,  of  the  real  Bodgers  will. 

In  view  of  the  disparity  of  the  signatures,  it  seemed  to  him  the  most 
natural  thing  in  the  world,  that  the  cautious  Mr.  Blimmer  should  have 
acted  as  he  professed^  to  have  done,  To  quarrel  with  him  would  be 
dangerous.  Some  new  scheme  must  be  set  on  foot.  That  scheme 
speedily  suggested  itself  to  the  ambitious  mind  of  Mr.  Q^thd.  It  was  a 
capital  one  ;  and  if  qfiective,  would  utterly  over-reach  the  designing 
Blimmer. 

Young  Mr.  Q^uid  is  called  into  consultation.  The  father  explains  to 
him  with  parental  anxiety  the  difficulties  of  their  position,  and  the 
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deceit  jffactised  upon  them  by  the  proprietor  of  the  Blimmeaorville 
estates. 

*  There  is  one  way/  ptuoraed  the  old  gentleman, '  of  getting  out  of  the 
scrape,  Adolphus.* 

Adolphus  listens  eagerly. 

'  It  depends  upon  you,  Adolphus.' 

Adolphus  looks  surprised. 

*  My  son,  you  must  marry  Kitty  Fleming  ! '  and  the  old  gentleman 
speaks  (as  fathers  are  apt  to  speak  in  such  circumstances)  as  if  the  self- 
denial  involved  in  the  sacrifice,  would  be  altogether  on  the  son's  part. 
A  jury  of  the  lady-admirers  of  the  expectant  Adolphus,  would,  I  am 
sore,  have  entertained  the  same  opinion. 

Adolphus  said  —  what  I  shall  not  write  down. 

*  But  she  is  pretty,'  urged  the  old  gentleman. 
'  Countrified ! '  said  Adolphus  ;  '  no  style  ! ' 

'  Yet  you  paid  her  some  attentions,'  said  the  old  gentleman. 

'  Of  course,'  said  Adolphus,  *  just  the  piece  ;  simple,  innocent ;  fast 
LoxD !  —  Mrs.  Adolphus  Quid  ! ' 

And  the  young  man  walked  up  and  down  in  an  excited  state.  Mean- 
time, the  old  gentleman  unrolled  the  title-deeds,  made  a  quiet  show 
of  the  bonds  uid  mortgages :  a  very  charming  array,  indeed. 

The  result  was,  the  young  man  thought  better  of  the  matter :  he 
said  he  would  marry  her. 

That  very  day,  the  fast  trotter  was  driven  to  Newtown ;  that  very 
evening,  a  brilliant  town  bouquet  adorned  the  best  vase  in  Mrs.  Fle- 
ming's little  stock  of  porcelain.  The  old  lady  was  charmed,  delighted ; 
she  knew  how  it  would  be  :  trust  her  in  such  matters !  Such  disin- 
terestedness !  such  generosity ! 

And  not  only  that  day,  but  very  often  thereafter,  the  ostler  of  the 
Newtown  inn  had  the  grooming  of  the  fast  Mart  Taylor.  And 
MEmTABLE  BiviNS  lookcd  more  sourly  than  ever  across  the  country- 
church  ;  and  the  city-friends  wondered  where  Adolphe  could  go  so 
oflen,  and  feared  he  might  be  given  to  racing,  and  dinners  at  Sne- 
diker's. 

KiTTT  herself,  with  her  kind  heart  easily  warmed  into  gratitnde, 
schools  herself  to  think  well  of  one  who  has  given  her  old  mother  a 
home,  and  whom  her  old  mother  likes.  It  may  be,  too,  that  her  thought 
wanders  8om«>wfaat  in  school-hours  to  the  elegant  gentleman,  whom  all 
the  httle  scholars  admire  so  much ;  it  may  be  that  a  certain  pride, 
which  belongs  in  a  measure  to  all  of  us,  is  lighted  up  with  the  thought 
of  drawing  away  from  the  town,  and  the  belles  of  the  town,  one  who 
is  caressed  and  feted  (as  she  learns  through  Jemima's  letters)  by  the  '  very 
best  people.' 

And,  judging  in  her  innocent  way,  (the  very  innocence  that  prompted 
young  Q^uid's  agreeable  flirtation,)  she  cannot  mistake  his  views  in 
these  frequent  visits,  and  in  these  renewed  cadeaux  of  flowers.  Or  if 
she  were  unsuspicious,  is  not  the  doting  old  mother  there  at  her  elbow 
to  put  her  right,  and  to  tell  her  every  day  how  proud  she  is  of  her  con- 
quest? 

It  is  not  strange,  then,  that  Kitty  falls  to  thinking  in  the  twilight 
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hours  —  if  he  would  be  always  kind,  and  gentle,  and  good  to  her  good 
mamma ;  and  then  comes  up  that  more  serious  questioni  whether 
she  does  really,  truly,  honestly  love  him,  as  a  wife  should  love  a  hus- 
band ? 

And  then,  she  sayi,  (for  he  has  not  spoken  yet  of  marriage,)  <  how 
silly  !  who  knows  what  he  means,  or  if  he  means  it  ?  who  knows  if 

In  short,  she  must  not  think  of  it ;  she  wUl  not  think  of  it,  or,  if  she 
does,  she  does  n't  know  as  yet  what  to  think.  Perhaps  she  might ;  per- 
h'kps  she  might  not.     Who  knows  ?   not  she,  as  yet :  nor  I. 

The  whole  village  talk  of  the  matter :  little  Bessie  sees  it  with  her 
girl's  eyes,  and  writes,  all  girlishly,  to  her  good  brother,  (just  picking 
up  from  his  western  fever,)  how  Miss  Kitty  •  is  to  marry  an  elegant 
young  man  ;  and  so  rich,  too ;  and  she,  for  her  part,  is  glad  of  it ;  for 
Kitty  deserves  it  all ;  and  such  elegant  flowers  as  the  girls  see  in  the 
old  house  ;  and  how  she  is  not  made  too  proud  by  it,  but  loves  them 
all  as  much  as  ever.* 

'  I  wish  you  come  back  to  the  wedding,  Harry  ;  and  then  you  would 
be  grooms-man,  perhaps.' 

Old  Mrs.  Dyke,  alone  of  all  the  household,  sneers  at  young  Mr. 
QiUm  ;  the  truth  is,  such  old  ladies  are  very  tenacious  of  their  dignity, 
and  have  no  idea  of  being  treated  as  servants ;  beside  which,  Mr.  Q»um 
has  laughed  obstreperously  at  the  mention  of  her  chamomile  tea. 
Indeed,  she  calls  him,  in  one  of  her  periodic  quarrels  with  Mrs.  Fle- 
ftHKo,  a  *  city  dandy  ;  *  whereat  the  widow  reddens,  and  vetorts  upon 
the  housekeeper  keenly.  Mrs.  Dyke  grows  more  inflamed,  and  says 
he  has  no  more  right  to  the  Bodgers'  property  than  she  has  herself ; 
and,  what 's  more,  she  can  prove  it.' 

What  can  Mrs.  Dyke  mean  ? 

OHlPTSIt  THIKTT-TWO. 
IN    WHICH     TWO    EVENTS    OF    IMPORTANCE    TAKE    PLACE. 

*  The  world  is  apt  to  stick  close  to  those  who  haye  liyed  and  got  wealth  there.' — Wm. 
Pbnx. 

'If  thy  estate  be  good,  match  near  home,  and  at  leisure;  if  weak,  far  off,  and 
quickly.* — Lord  Bublkigb. 

On  a  certain  fine  morning,  not  long  after  the  events  last  spoken  of, 
there  arrived  at  the  port  of  New- York,  per  steamer,  our  young  cousin, 
Mr.  Washington  Fudge,  accompanied  by  the  so-called  Countess  de 

GrUERLIN. 

The  two  names  were  in  close  juxtaposition  in  the  paper  which 
announced  their  arrival.  This  fact  excited  not  a  little  invidious 
remark.  Mrs.  Solomon  received  her  son  in  a  rapturous  manner  :  Wil- 
HELMiNA  even- was  warmed  for  the  time  with  a  little  natural  expression 
of  feeling.  My  uncle  Solomon  was  calm,  but  extended  a  hearty  wel- 
come. I  cannot  say  that  he  was  altogether  satisfied  with  the  jaunty 
Parisian  air  of  my  cousin  Wash.,  or  that  he  did  not,  ader  bed-time,  hint 
his  misgivings  to  Phcebc,  and  express  a  fear  lest  he  might  not  show  a 
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good  aptitude  for  bofiiiiets.     He  more  than  suspected,  indeed,  that  he 
had  no  inclination  that  way. 

My  aunt  Ph<ebb  thought  that  he  had  ;  and,  what  was  more,  that  he 
had  shown  it.  And  thereupon  she  commented  in  her  rapid  manner 
upon  the  generous  and  energetic  way  in  which  Washington  had 
seconded  the  undoubted  claims  of  their  new  cousin,  the  Countess. 

*  O  Lord  !  *  said  Solomon. 

Hy  aunt  Ph<ebe  was  indignant  to  find  how  little  pride  Mr.  Fudob 
was  disposed  to  show  in  Washington  ;  and,  in  her  indignation,  she 
acquitted  herself  of  a  little  commission  which  she  had  undertaken  oit 
the  part  of  the  son ;  which  was,  to  break  quietly  to  the  old  gentleman 
the  late  difficulty,  by  which  the  dear  boy  had  beion  compelled  to  make 
a  new  and  considerable  draft  upon  his  father. 

'  Yes,  he  understands  making  drafts,'  said  Solomon. 

'And  large  ones,  too,*  said  Phosbe,  tartly. 

'  How  much  is  it  now  ?  *  said  Solomon. 

*  Four  thousand  dollars,'  said  Pikebe. 

'  Four  thousand  dollars ! '  said  the  old  gentleman,  in  amazement. 
I  think  the  old  lady  was  softened  by  his  anxious  tone.     *  Remember,' 
said  she,  '  Solt,  that  it  was  a  matter  of  life  and  death  with  him.' 
'  Life  and  fiddlesticks,'  said  Solomon. 

*  For  shame,  Mr.  Fudge  !  * 

'  For  shame,  Mrs,  Fudge,'  retorted  Solomon,  angrily.  '  Have  you 
Dot  been  encouraging  the  boy  in  all  sorts  of  foppery,  recommending 
Parisian  society,  till  he  comes  back,  good  for  nothing,  with  a  strange 
woman  at  his  heels,  on  whose  account  he  has  been  drawing  on  me  for 
a  matter  of  five  thousand  dollars  1  A  devilish  pretty  society  that  is, 
madam  !  I  suppose  it  will  be  the  same  thing  with  Miss  Wilhe.  and  her 
'  society.'  In  my  opinion,  she  had  much  better  be  looking  out  for  a 
sensible  husband,  who  can  support  her  with  his  business,  than  to  be 
coquetting  with  your  Spind&s  and  Coimts.' 

'  Shame  on  you,  Mr.  Fudge  ! '  said  Phcebe  again. 

'  Yes,  I  know,'  said  Solomon,  '  and  I  'm  a  vulgar  man,  and  all  that, 
I  suppose  ;  but  let  me  tell  you,  madamc,  if  you  mean  to  get  any  profit 
out  of  your  '  position,'  as  you  call  it,  you  must  do  it  soon  ;  for,  unless 

things  take  a  turn  within  a  month,  you  and  I,  Ph<ebe,  must 

budge!' 

'  Budge,  Solomon  ! ' 

'  Budge !  quit !  give  up  the  Arenue,  and  the  house,  and  the  coach, 
and  society ! ' 

There  was  an  earnestness  in  the  old  gentleman's  tone,  which  gave 
assurance  of  his  truth  ;  and  I  think  Mrs.  Fudge  was  subdued  into  one 
of  those  conjugal  kisses  which,  at  rare  intervals  in  her  life,  brought  to 
mind  the  old  and  very  brief  days  of  their  sentiment. 

But  the  hint  of  my  uncle  Solomon  in  regard  to  the  improvement  of 
her  present  '  position  '  was  not  lost  upon  Mrs.  Fudge.  She  took  an 
early  occasion  of  calling  upon  the  Countess  de  Gueblin.  She  found 
her,  as  might  have  been  expected,  a  brilliant  and  most  engaging  woman. 
In  consort  with  Wilhelmina,  she  compared  her  with  Mrs.  PEnkerton 
and  Mrs.  Spindle,  who  both  lost  sensibly,  by  the  contrast. 
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These  ladies,  on  the  other  hand,  getting  wind  of  the  aniral  of  the 
Countess,  regretted  that  she  should  have  iaUen  into  the  hands  of  *  so 
very  vulgar  people,'  and  should  cany  away  such  '  rery  false  impressions 
of  American  society.' 

The  same  remarks  are  usual  with  respect  to  every  foreigner  of  title 
of  whom  I  oyer  had  the  honor  to  hear.  There  never  was  one,  I  think, 
who,  in  the  opinion  of  all,  saw  the  '  very  cream '  of  society.  My  own 
opinion  is,  however,  that  the  cream  of  American  society  is  mostly  milk ; 
hy  which  I  mean  that  what  there  is  good  in  it  is  pretty  evenly  distri- 
4)uted  throughout  the  mass,  and  is  quite  as  apt  to  be  found  floating 
mid-way  as  in  the  froth  that  swims  at  the  top. 

The  Countess,  notwithstanding  the  hands  she  was  in,  was  sought 
after.  Mrs.  Fudge  and  Wilhelmina  were  sought  afler  at  the  same 
time.  Mrs.  Fudge,  of  course,  determined  upon  giving  her  a  grand 
party.  Uncle  Solomon  protested,  insisting  that  there  might  be  some 
flaw  in  the  woman's  character ;  he  did  think  it  looked  oddly  to  take 
such  a  trip,  even  in  the  company  of  his  son.  Madame  Fudge  insisted 
(for  WAsmNGTON  had  informed  her)  that  it  was  the  French  way. 

'  Then  all  I  have  to  say  is,  madame,'  said  Solomon,  tartly,  '  it 's  a 
d d  odd  way !  * 

Washington  figured  grandly  at  the  party ;  he  introduced  a  new  dance 
with  variations,  which  he  had  learned  at  the  Ranelagh.  The  Pinker- 
tons  were  present,  and  were  afiable  with  the  Countess ;  they  even 
encouraged  WAsmNGTON  to  converse  with  them.  Jemima  was  invited, 
as  being  a  good  French  scholar,  and  she  subsequently  arranged,  a  con- 
versazione for  the  Countess,  at  her  mother's  small  house.  The  Coimtess 
was  not  proud,  and  appeared  amiable  at  the  conversazione,  to  the 
great  delight  of  Bridget  and  of  the  old  lady,  her  mother. 

Mrs.  Fudge  had  not  forgotten  the  cruel  hint  of  Solomon,  about  the 
improvement  of  their  present  position.  She  had  held  a  private  conver- 
sation with  WiLHELBUNA  ou  the  subject,  in*the  course  of  which  she  had 
made  known  the  embarrassed  position  of  her  father's  aflairs ;  she  had 
urged  that  young  lady  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  was  shining  —  in 
other  words,  to  carry  young  Sfindle,  if  it  were  possible,  by  a  coup  de 
main. 

Wilhslmina  devoted  herself  for  -the  greater  part  of  the  evening  to 
the  execution  of  this  task ;  she  made  extraordinary  conversational  ven- 
tures ;  but,  failing  in  the  end,  revenged  herself  by  a  spirited  flirtation 
with  the  Count  Salle,  who  was  there,  brilliant  as  ever,  and,  it  was 
remarked  afterward,  particularly  coy  of  advances  toward  the  Countess. 
He  met  the  approaches  of  Wilhelmina  with  unusual  readiness  and 
spirit.  Serious  people  may  even  have  remarked  certain  improprieties  in 
her  conduct.  It  was  to  be  remembered,  however,  that  the  Count  was 
a  very  old  friend  —  very. 

It  must  have  been  about  ten  o'clock  on  the  following  day  that  Mr. 
Solomon  Fudge  and  wife  sat  at  breakfast  over  a  broiled  chicken,  in  the 
basement-room  of  their  Avenue  house.  Neither  son  nor  daughter  had 
as  yet  appeared.  Late  breakfast  hours  were  genteel,  and  Mrs.  Fudge 
rather  liked  late  hours.  The  old  people  were  consulting,  in  a  sulky 
humor,  the  events  of  yesterday,  when  the  maid  suddenly  came  in  and 
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announced,  in  a  frightened  way,  that  Miss  Wilhelmina  was  not  in  her 
room,  and  had  not  slept  in  her  bed,  and  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

Mrs.  Fudge,  with  an  exclamation  of  wonder,  looked  over  toward  her 
hnsband  ;  and  the  old  gentleman,  growing  pale,  looked  gloomily  back 
into  the  face  of  his  wife.  There  was  not  much  in  the  countenance  of 
either  to  give  consolation,  or  to  clear  up  the  mystery. 

The  house  was  alarmed,  and  searched  throughout.  I^ot  the  slightest 
trace  could  be  £>und  of  the  missing  young  lady.  Circumstances,  how- 
ever, seemed  to  point  to  the  Count  Salle  as  a  party  to  this  family 
bereavement.  Some  of  the  servants  had  seen  her  whispering  to  the 
Count  at  a  very  late  hour  ;  one  even  had  observed  her  in  his  company 
upon  the  porch  of  the  street-door. 

Young  Wash.,  made  heroic  by  his  recent  Paris  experience,  swore  that 
he  would  shoot  the  Count,  and  ordered  a  Colt's  pistol  to  be  bought  for 
that  purpose.  He,  however,  yielded  to  the  hysterical  entreaties  of  Mrs. 
Fudge,  and  countermanded  the  order. 

My  uncle  Solomon  wore  an  air  of  more  calmness  than  might  have 
been  expected  ;  he  seemed  to  regard  the  matter  as  a  judgment  upon 
Phcebe.  I  think  he  may  have  hinted  as  much  ;  whereupon  Mrs.  Fudge 
renewed  her  hysterics  to  such  a  degree  that  the  family  physician  was 
called  in. 

For  my  own  part,  I  think  it  was  an  event  —  I  speak  of  the  elope- 
ment —  that  might  have  been  looked  for.  I  think  the  progress  of  her 
education  had  encouraged  a  hope  of  some  such  brilliant  denouement, 
I  think  it  was  only  the  dashing  way  in  which  my  cousin  Wilheliuna 
undertook  to  illustrate  her  advance  upon  elegant  life. 

And  should  it  appear  that  the  Count  has  given  the  affair  a  creditable 
tone,  by  a  recognition  of  the  marriage  ceremony,  I  am  by  no  means 
prepared  to  say  that  the  event  would  be  a  disagreeable  one  to  my  aunt 
Ph<ebe. 

Indeed,  I  think  quite  the  contrary. 


STANZAS. 

Co!fTEirrKD  with  oar  hamblo  lot, 

Now  tranqallly  departs 
The  nimmer  of  our  life,  but  not 

The  saininer  of  oar  hearts. 

We  have  bat  little  here,  and  yet 

Oor  wants  are  all  supplied : 
Okk  never  did  the  po<»r  foneet. 

The  poor,  for  whom  be  cUed. 

For  ns  the  leaves  and  wild-flowers  spring ; 

For  us  the  brooklet  plays ; 
For  us  the  forest-minstrels  sing 

At  mom  and  eve  their  lays. 

For  U5,  broad  fields  on  every  side 

Are  stretching  far  awav : 
CJontented  we  —  and  could  Tim  glide 

More  calm,  If  ours  were  they  ? 
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THANATENNOIA 


BT  3.  ▲.  GOWLEB. 


*  DsAB,  b«autaou«  Dsatb  *  thou  Jewel  of  the  Jiut, 
ShlDi&g  nowhere  but  in  the  dark ! 
What  toTSterlee  do  lie  beyond  thy  duet^ 
Could  man  out-look  the  mark!  ' 

When  those  we  love  walk  through  the  vale 

Where  the  eternal  jears  begin, 
And  the  dark  curtain  of  the  grave 

Lifts  up  for  them  to  enter  in ; 
Why  start  wo  at  its  rustling  folds, 

While  closing  o'er  the  treasured  dust, 
Or  linger,  weeping,  at  the  door 

Which  they  have  passed  with  holy  trust? 

They  are  not  lost,  but  only  gone 

Up  to  our  heavenly  Father's  homo ; 
And»  from  its  shining  battlemcntF, 

They  beckon  after  us  to  come. 
Their  voices  steal  at  mid-night  deep, 

Like  music,  from  that  better  land, 
To  cheer  us  in  our  journey  here, 

Where  wrecks  lie  thick  along  the  strand. 

And  shall  we  timid  mortals  fear 

To  mount  the  stairway  of  the  tomb, 
Which  winds  from  out  the  shadows  hero 

To  realms  of  light  and  lasting  bloom  ? 
To  worlds  where  life  and  love  abide. 

Untouched  by  sorrow,  sin  and  time, 
And  one  unending  summer  reigns, 

O'er  the  dank  Mis  which  here  we  dimb? 

We  wander  in  our  pathway  here 

Like  sailors  o'er  some  boundless  deep, 
Who  hail  each  other  as  they  pass, 

Yet  still  their  onward  bearing  keep ; 
Or,  if  the  swelling  sails  are  furled, 

'T  is  but  to  note  how  wide  they  roam ; 
Then  spread  them  to  the  urging  breeze, 

And  trail  their  way  through  clouds  and  foam. 

But  when  our  paths,  diverging  here, 

End  on  that  fair  and  far-off  shore, 
Then  strangers  will  not  walk  as  friends, 

Nor  friends  as  strangers,  any  more. 
There  may  our  souls  for  ever  rust,  / 

Where  pain  and  death  shall  disappear. 
Finding  in  heaven  reiiniou  sweet. 

With  those  who  made  our  heaven  hero. 
Hamilton  College,  1854. 
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BISE    AND    PROGRESS    OF    THE    MODERN    DRAMA. 


BT    JAMBS    W.    WALL. 


The  most  extenuTe  and  important  department  of  English  Literature, 
in  what  may  be  caUed  the  Elizabethan  period,  is  the  drama.  By 
the  drama  the  age  of  Shakspeare  is  chiefiy  distinguished,  not  only  from 
all  preceding  periods,  but  also,  although  less  decisiveiy,  firom  modem 
times. 

In  tracing  the  history  of  the  drama,  it  will  be  necessaiy  to  follow  the 
stream  to  its  souice ;  for  although  aware  that  the  ancient  drama  has* 
few  points  of  correspondency  with  the  modem,  I  am  not  prepared  to 
admit  that  it  is  a  distinct  species  by  itself.  The  modo^  drama  owes 
its  existence  to  the  ancient ;  and  when  the  compositions  of  iEschylus, 
Sqihocles,  and  Euripides  were  driven  from  the  stage,  and  the  sacred 
dramas  of  a  Father  of  the  Church  substituted  in  their  place,  there  was 
an  imitation  of  the  ancient  compositions,  and  an  admission  that  the 
popular  taste,  fi>rmed  upon  the  aneient  models,  must  be  humored. 

In  ancient  Greece,  the  first  plays  began  with  hymns  to  the  praise  of 
Bacchus ;  and  in  this  first  rude  beginning,  we  have  the  origin  of  our 
nu)dem  tragedy.  The  ancient,  like  the  modem  drama,  owed  its  birth 
to  religion.  Tragedy,  which  is  derived  from  two  Greek  words,  signify- 
ing the  song  of  the  goat,  was  at  first  but  a  sacred  hymn.  The  first  cid- 
tirator  of  the  vine,  whose  name  was  Bacchus,  and  who  was  afterward 
deified  under  that  name  as  the  god  of  wine,  disclosed  the  secret  of  his 
discovery  to  one  of  the  petty  princes  of  Attica,  who  happening,  one 
day,  to  perceive  a  goat  browsing  on  his  plantation  of  vines,  seized  him, 
and  efiered  him  a  sacrifice  to  Bacchus.  The  peasants  assembled  around 
asEistiog  in  the  ceremony,  expressing  their  joy  and  gratitude  by  dances 
and  songs.  By  degrees,  the  sacrifice  grew  into  a  festival,  or  solemn 
feast,  Bunoand«i  on  all  sides  with  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  religious 
ceremony.  Poets  were  employed  by  the  magistrates  to  compose  hymns 
or  songs  fiir  th^  occasion.  These  poets,  in  process  of  time,  contended 
at  these  ^sstivals  for  a  prize ;  which  was  nothing  more  than  a  goat- 
skin  filled  with  wine.  Thespis,  from  whose  name  is  derived  the  term 
'Thespian,'  now  applied  to  theatrical  performers,  appears  to  have 
fiist  introduced  at  these  festivals  of  Bacchus  a  person  or  persons  who, 
in  the  intervals  between  the  singing  of  the  odes  composed  for  the  occa- 
sion, relieved  the  singers,  by  reciting  some  historic  fable.  The  chorus 
was  at  first  a  principal  part  of  this  festival ;  but  gradually  it  became 
nothing  more  than  an  ornamental  part  of  the  ancient  drama. 

The  actor  having  appeared  upon  the  scene,  and  his  recitations  being 
more  interesting  than  the  songs,  he  was  soon  brought  forward  to  play 
tbe  most  prominent  part.  In  process  of  time  these  songs,  whose  original 
purpose  was  the  praise  of  the  god  Bacchus,  soon  changed  in  their  cha- 
racter, and  became  auxiliaries  to  the  part  recited  by  the  actor ;  and 
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from  this  rude  beginning  the  ancient  drama  progiesBed,  until  it  assumed 
the  form  and  beauty  to  be  found  in  the  plays  of  iBschylus,  Euripides, 
and  Sophocles. 

^schylus  first  introduced  dialogue,  and  threw  the  whole  fable  into 
action,  improved  the  scenery  and  decorations,  and  at  last  brought  the 
actors  into  a  regular  and  well-constructed  theatre ;  raised  his  heroes  on 
the  buskin ;  invented  the  masques,  and  introduced  splendid  habits, 
which  gave  an  air  of  majesty  and  dignity  to  the  performers.  The 
poet  Homer  appears  to  have  been  the  source  and  fountain  of  the  ancient 
draiiaa.  From  his  urn,  the  early  Greek  dramatists  drew  golden  lights. 
To  him  they  appear  to  be  indebted  for  the  place,  construction,  and  con- 
duct of  their  fable,  and  not  unfrequently  for  the  fable  itself. 

Euripides  and  Sophocles  improved  upon  ^schylus,  until  the  drama 
reached  its  highest  perfection  in  Greece. 

It  is  generally  admitted  that  the  ancient  Eleusinian  mysteries  were 
a  kind  of  sacred  drama,  exhibited  at  stated  seasons,  with  a  great  variety 
of  shows,  and  solemn  pomp.  The  Hierophants,  or  high-priests  of  Ceres, 
addressed  the  initiated  in  a  sort  of  awful  prologue,  and  invited  them  to 
begin  a  new  life,  as  the  word  initiation  seems  to  imply.  The  first  scene 
represented  this  life  in  a  dark  valley,  in  which  a  number  of  persons 
were  wandering  at  random,  and  conducted  by  some  gUmmering  of 
reason ;  afler  which,  Elysium  and  Tartarus  (the  heaven  and  hell  of 
the  ancients)  were  displayed  with  all  imaginable  solemnity,  and  the 
whole  was  contrived,  as  may  be  collected  from  ancient  authors,  to 
inculcate  by  a  sensible  representation  the  unity  of  God,  which  Plato, 
and  other  heathen  philosophers,  not  daring  to  teach  to  the  people,  were 
obliged  to  express  in  mysterious  discourses  and  allegories.  Even  some 
of  the  inspired  writings  have  been  considered  as  of  the  dramatic  kind. 
Bossuet  divides  the  Songs  of  Solomon  into  various  scenes.  The  Book 
of  Job,  equally  valuable  for  its  great  antiquity  and  the  noble  strain  of 
moral  poetry  in  which  it  is  written,  has  been  esteemed  a  regular  drama  ; 
and  Milton  tells  us,  that  a  learned  critic  distributed  the  Apocalypse  into 
several  acts,  distinguished  by  a  chorus  of  angels. 

All  existing  evidence  seems  to  prove  that  every  form  of  dramatic 
composition,  whether  of  tragedy  or  comedy,  had  its  origin  in  religious 
feasts  and  ceremonies. 

The  origin  of  the  modem  drama,  like  the  ancient,  is  to  be  traeed  to 
a  religious  source.  The  opinion  of  Voltaire,  that  the  religious  dramas 
known  in  the  west  of  Europe  by  the  titles  of  miracle-plays,  and  mys- 
teries, first  came  from  Constantinople,  has  been  generally  adopted. 
Upon  the  decline  of  the  Greek  empire  in  the  fourth  century,  Gregory 
Nazianzen,  a  poet  and  father  of  the  Christian  Church,  with  a  view  of 
banishing  from  the  stage  the  classic  and  pagan  drama,  substituted  for 
them  his  own  sacred  dialogues,  the  subjects  of  which  were  borrowed 
from  the  Old  or  New-Testament.  These  plays  of  the  good  father  could 
not  have  possessed  much  literary  merit,  or.excited  much  interest,  as  all 
of  them  but  one,  called  Christ's  Passion,  were  lost,  when  learning  revived 
in  Europe.  A  custom  of  presenting  some  event  recorded  in  Scripture, 
at  every  solemn  festival  of  the  Church,  soon  prevailed  over  all  Europe. 
These  scriptural  pieces  were  called  mysteries ;  and  in  the  thirteenth 
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and  fourteenth  centuries,  no  other  species  of  the  drama  seems  to  have 
been  known  or  performed  at  Rome  and  Florence.  And  this  very  play 
of  Christ's  Passion,  oomposed  by  Bishop  Gregory,  is  said  to  have  been 
represented  in  the  Coliseum  at  Rome,  whose  arena  had  once  smoked 
with  the  blood  of  those  martyrs  who  died  for  the  doctrines  of  the  faith 
founded  upon  that  very  Passion. 

In  what  country  of  Europe,  whether  in  Italy  or  in  England,  the 
'Mysteries*  were  first  known,  has  been  a  disputed  point  in  literary 
history.  During  the  whole  of  the  fifteenth  century,  (the  most  barren 
in  the  history  of  English  literature,)  the  '  Mysteries,'  the  bases  of  which 
consisted  in  pantomimic  representations  of  Scripture  subjects,  and  the 
moralities  which  succeeded  and  united  these  subjects  with  moral  per- 
sonifications, continued  to  be  the  only  scenic  performances.  The  '  Mys- 
teries '  appear  to  have  been  more  frequently  represented  in  trading*  - 
towns  at  the  great  fairs,  where  numbers  of  spectators  assembled ;  and 
the  great  trading-companies,  finding  that  the  acting  of  these  plays  drew 
together  a  large  concourse,  took  upon  themselves  the  management  of 
these  exhibitions,  and  performed  the  part  of  actors.  In  Hone's  Year- 
Book  we  have  a  description  of  one  of  these  ancient  pageants  in  the 
trading-town  of  Chester,  as  follows : 

*  Etbrt  oompanie  had  hia  pageante  or  parte,  which  pageaotes  were  performed  on  a 
high  scaffolde,  with  two  roomes,  a  higher  and  a  lower,  upon  four  wheeles.  In  the  lower, 
tbej  apparelled  ihemieWea :  in  the  higher,  thej  played,  being  all  open  to  the  top,  that 
spectators  might  see  and  hear  them.  The  places  where  ther  plajed  them  were  in 
erery  streetc.  They  began  first  at  the  abbaye  gates,  and  when  the  pageante  was  played, 
it  was  wheeled  to  the  IlTgh  Cross  before  the  Mayor,  and  so  to  crery  streetc ;  and  so 
every  streete  had  a  pageante  playing  before  them,  until  the  days  appointed  were 
played;  and  when  one  pageante  was  neare  ended,  worde  wasbroughte  from  streete  to 
streete,  that  so  they  might  come  in  place  thereof,  exceeding  orderlie  |  and  all  the  streetes 
had  their  pageantes  before  them,  playing  together;  u>  see  which  plays  was  great 
resort.' 

In  Italy,  these  Mysteries  appear  to  have  been  performed  upon  a  stage 
divided  into  three  platforms :  the  upper  being  reserved  for  the  appear- 
ance of  GrOD,  angels,  and  glorified  spirits  ;  the  next  to  the  human  per- 
sonages of  the  drama  ;  and  the  third  and  lowest  devoted  to  the  devils, 
being  nothing  more  than  a  representation  of  the  yawning  mouth  of 
hell ;  a  black  and  gloomy  cavern,  vomiting  forth  flames  and  sulphureous 
smoke,  and  through  which  incessantly  ascended  the  bowlings  of  the 
damned ;  and  by  which,  like  a  trap-door,  they  made  their  exits  and 
their  entrances,  to  tempt  or  torture  the  human  beings  on  the  second 
platform,  sometimes  seizing  their  victims,  and  disappearing  with  them 
down  into  the  place  of  torture,  from  which  continually  ascended  groans 
and'shriekings.  One  of  the  greatest  works  of  Dante  is  nothing  more 
than  one  of  these  Italian  mysteries,  containing  the  three  divisions  of 
hell,  purgatory,  and  paradise. 

These  mysteries  appear  to  have  embraced  every  thing  in  Bible  history, 
from  the  creation  to  the  crucifixion ;  nothing  appears  too  solemn  for 
representation.  Even  the  holy  persons  of  tbe  Trinity  were  brought 
upon  the  stage,  and  the  angels.  In  order  that  there  might  be  a  clown 
in  the  piece,  the  devil  was  made  the  bufibon,  and  appears  to  have 
indulged  himself  in  the  grossest  indecencies  of  the  age.  When  th3 
'  mysteries'  were  refined  into  the  *  moralities,'  of  which  presently*  a 
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chftjraeter  called  *  Vice '  euperaeded  liim,  or  else  shared  with  him  the 
comic  part  of  the  perfotmance.  This  '  Vice '  was  armed  with  a  dagger 
of  lath,  ivith  which  he  used  to  helahor  the  devil ;  and  sometimes  at 
the  conclusion,  the  devil  was  made  to  carry  off  the  *  Vice.'  Here,  in 
this  dagger  of  lath,  we  have  the  origin  of  the  present  wand  of  the 
Harlequin ;  and  on  the  modem  stage,  in  the  Harlequin,  we  still  have  a 
representation  of  the  '  Vice  *  of  the  old  '  morality.'  The  devil  was  the 
comic  character  of  the  old  '  mystery ' ;  not  the  haughty  and  heautiful 
creation  of  Milton,  but  the  hideous  demon,  with  his  horns,  hoofs,  and 
tail ;  and  it  is  from  these  very  old  plays  we  derive  the  form  in  which 
the  devil  is  so  generally  pained,  although,  from  his  seductive  wiles  and 
influences,  we  have  reason  to  suppose  he  may  be  considerably  better- 
lookingi  The  present  form  we  give  to  the  devil,  is  but  the  creature 
of  imagination.  The  *  Vice '  of  the  ancient  morality  made  way  for  the 
clown,  who,  on  the  early  English  stage  served  to  fill  up  the  space  between 
the  acts  by  supposed  extemporaneous  witticisms,  holding  occasionally 
trials  of  wit  with  the  spectators.  This  is  undoubtedly  the  origin  of  the 
modern  clown  of  our  circus.  Tarleton,  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare,  was  a 
celebrated  performer  of  this  description.  The  clown  was  frequently 
dressed  in  a  motley  or  parti-colored  coat,  and  each  leg  clad  in  difierent- 
colored  hose.  A  sort  of  hood  covered  his  head,  resembling  a  monk's 
cowl ;  this  was  afterward  changed  for  a  cap,  each  being  usually  sur- 
mounted by  the  neck  and  head  of  a  cock,  and  sometimes  the  crest  or 
comb,  from  which  is  derived  our  term  cockscomb,  which  means  a  strut- 
ting fellow,  who  gives  himself  airs ;  just  as  the  clown  of  the  ancient 
stofre  did. 

The  mysteries,  which  always  represented  Scripture  subjects  were,  in 
^process  of  time,  superseded  by  playi^  ealled  moralities,  supplanting  the 
historical  or  theological  characters  of  Scripture  by  personifications  of 
abstract  qualities,  such  as  the  virtues,  vices,  and  sentiments  of  human 
nature.  In  these  plays  we  have  the  characters  personating  Justice, 
Temperance,  Folly,  Gluttony,  and  Vice.  Their  object,  also,  was  some- 
times very  good,  inculcating  virtue  and  frowning  down  vice  ;  and  they 
are  not  wholly  deficient  in  plot  or  ingenuity. 

A  very  good  specimen  of  one  of  the  old  English  mystery  plays  is 
entitled  *  The  Killing  of  the  Children  of  Israel,  or  the  Babes  of  Beth- 
lehem.* It  was  written  about  the  year  1512,  and  was  one  of  the  favor- 
ite performances  of  the  day. 

Afler  the  prologue,  the  play  opens  with  a  self-glorification  by  Herod, 
who  is  represented  sitting  on  his  throne,  in  power  and  state.  After  the 
monarch  has  indulged  his  pompous,  self-satisfied  spirit,  in  contrasting 
the  insignificance  of  other  monarchs  with  his  own  importance,  he  sends 
for  his  messenger,  and  gives  him  the  following  direction  :  • 

*  My  messenger,  take  bed  what  I  shall  to  thee  saj : 
I  charge  the  loke  abought  through  ray  cuDtrc, 
To  espy  if  any  rebel  do  ageynst  our  lay ; 
And  if'any  such  come  in  thy  way, 
Bring  him  in  to  our  high  presens, 
And  we  shall  see  them  corrected  ere  they  go  hens.' 

The  messenger  then  informs  the  king  that  all  this  he  has  done,  but  can 
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find  no  rebels ;  bat  leminds  biiA  that  there  were  strange  knights  in  his 
presence,  that  went  to  Bethlehem  to  oflcr  obsenraunce  to  some  great  per- 
sonage, and,  although  they  had  piDraised  to  return  and  let  the  king 
know  if  the  great  personage  they  sought  was  there,  they  had  not 
returned,  but  gone  home  another  way.  Thereupon  king  Herod  waxes 
into  a  gieat  passion,  and,  addressing  his  knights,  declares. 

'  THERBroBff,  mj  knrgbts,  I  wame  tou,  without  dcl&j. 
That  ye  make  search  throughoat  aJl  my  region, 
Wilhout  any  tarrying, 
And  sla  all  the  children,  without  exccpcion, 
Of  too  years  age,  that  within  Israel  been/ 

The  knights,  or  soldiers,  start  off  npon  tneir  bloody  mission,  while  Wat- 
kyns,  the  messenger,  tarries  behind,  and  supplicates  the  king  to  make 
hm  a. knight,  and  promises,  if  he  will,  that  he  would 

*Maslt  fight 
For  to  svenge  your  auarrel,  I  dare  undertake; 
Thouffh  I  say  meseli,  I  am  a  man  of  myght, 
And  aare  live  and  die  in  this  quarrel  fur  ruur  sake ; 
For  when  I  come  amonge  them,  for  fere  tnei  shall  quake, 
And,  though  they  charm  and  cry,  I  care  not  a  might, 
But,  with  mv  sharp  swonL  there  ribs  I  shall  shake, 
Eren  througn  the  guttes,  for  anger  and  despight.' 

The  king  rather  objects  to  make  him  a  knight,  as  he  had  never 
been  proved  in  battle,  but  informs  him  that  he  may  join  the  rest  of  the 
knights  on  this  mozderous  expedition  against  the  infants  of  Bethlehem. 
The  messenger  seems  perfectly  willing  to  accept  this,  but,  after  a  long 
dialogue  with  Herod,  informs  him  he  is  rather  afraid  of  the  mothers, 
altkcvogh  he  is  not  afraid  of  the  babes,  and  declares  that  he  will  wait 
to  find  the  children  alone  : 

'AxD  if  the  moder  come  in,  under  the  bench  I  will  crepe, 
And  lie  still  till  she  be  gone ; 
Then,  manlr,  I  will  come  out^  and  her  children  kill. 
And  when  l  hare  doun  I  shall  run  iast  away.' 

The  angel  appears  to  Joseph  in  a  dream,  and,  in  the  play,  the  actors 
representing  the  messenger  and  knights  '  are  instructed  to  walk  about 
the  stage  until  Mary  and  Joseph  be  conveyed  into  Egypt.'  *  And  when 
Mary  and  Joseph  have  gone  out,  then  shall  the  women  of  Israel  appear 
with  children  in  their  arms,  and  the  knights  shall  go  to  them  for  to 
kill  them.'  Then  follows  a  terrible  altercation  between  the  knights 
and  the  mothers,  who  struggle  to  save  their  children  from  the  murder- 
ous blows  of  the  soldiers. 

The  death  of  Herod  is  now  represented,  being  afflicted  with  the  most 
dreadful  pains.  The  infant  Jesus  is  brought  back  out  of  Egypt,  and, 
in  the  temple,  is  blessed  by  Simeon,  who,  lifting  him  in  his  arms,  leads 
the  procession  ro«nd  the  temple,  while  the  Virgin  Mary  sings  '  nunc 
dimUtas* 

It  will  be  perceived  by  this  analysis  of  the  mystery,  that  it  is  nothing 
more,  in  its  chief  details,  than  a  repetition  of  the  New-Testament  his- 
tory. There  is  no  plot,  and,  of  course,  no  evidence  of  any  ingenuity. 
The  dialogue  is  often  in  the  very  language  of  Scripture.     As  the  peo- 
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pie  had  not  the  use  of  the  Scripture,  of  course  their  ideas  of  Scriptural 
history  were  formed  upon  the  information  received  from  the  piieets, 
and  these  plays  furnished  them,  at  the  same  time,  instruction  and 
amusement. 

One  of  the  first  improvements  on  the  old  mystery,  was  the  allegori- 
cal play  called  *  The  Morality,*  in  which  the  virtues  and  vices  were 
introduced  as  persons  of  the  ^ama,  for  the  purpose  of  inculcating  some 
useful  moral  lesson.  They  were  generally  performed  hy  students  at 
the  universities,  or  hy  great  municipal  bodies,  to  celebrate  some  solemn 
festival,  or  to  do  honor  to  some  exalted  personage.  One  of  the  most 
remarkable  of  these  moralitji  plays  is  one  called  '^  £very-Man,'  and 
as  it  is  a  fair  sjlecimen  of  the  whole,  I  will  make  an  abstract  of  it 
here. 

The  subject  of  the  piece  appears  to  be  the  summoning  of  man  out 
of  the  world  by  death,  and  its  moral,  that  nothing  then  can  avail  him 
but  a  well-spent  life  and  the  comforts  of  religion.  The  subject  and 
moral  are  opened  in  a  monologue  spoken  by  the  messenger.  Then 
God  is  represented,  who,  after  some  general  complaints  on  the  degene- 
racy of  mankind,  calls  for  Death,  and  orders  liim  to  bring  before  his 
tribunal '  £very-Man,'  for  so,  in  the  play,  is  called  the  personage  who 
represents  the  human  race.  '  Every-Man '  appears  and  receives  the 
summons  with  all  the  marks  of  confusion  and  terror.  When  '  Death ' 
is  withdrawn,  *  Every-Man '  applies  for  relief  in  his  distress  to  *  Fellow- 
ship,' <  Kindred,'  and '  Eiches^; '  but  they  all  successively  renounce  and 
forsake  him.  In  this  disconsolate  state  ho  betakes  hirnself  to  '  Good- 
Deeds,*  who,  after  upbraiding  him  with  his  long  neglect  of  her,  intro- 
duces him  to  her  sister  *  Knowledge,'  and  she  leads  him  to  the  holy 
man,  '  Confession,'  who  appoints  him  penance.  This  he  inflicts  on 
himself  upon  the  stage,  and  then  withdraws  to  receive  the  sacrament. 
On  his  return,  he  begins  to  wax  faint,  and  after  *  Strength,'  *  Beauty,' 
*  Discretion,'  and  *  Five-Wits,'  have  all  taken  their  final  leave  of  him, 
gradually  expires  on  the  stage,  *  Good-Deeds  *  still  accompanying  him 
to  the  last.  Then  an  angel  descends  to  sing  his  requiem,  and  the  epi- 
logue is  spoken  by  a  person  called  *  The  Doctour,'  who  recapitulates 
the  whole,  and  delivers  the  moral  : 

'  Tms  moral  men  may  have  in  mynde, 
Te  herers,  take  it  or  wirth,  olde  and  youoge. 
And  forsake  Prtdb,  for  he  decieveth  you  m  the  ende, 
And  remember  *  Bbautt,'  *  Fivb-Wittks,'  *Stbkxgth,*  and  *  Dmcriciojc.' 

*  They  all,  at  the  last,  do  *  Eybrt-Man  *  forsake, 
Sare  hia  *  Goodb-Dkbds  '  —  there  doth  he  take ; 
But  beware  I  if  they  be  small 
^  Before  Qod,  he  hatn  no  helpe  at  all.' 

From  this  analysis  it  may  readily  be  perceived  that  *  Every-Man '  is 
a  grave,  solemn  piece.  In  this  old  drama  the  fable  appears  to  be  con- 
ducted upon  the  strictest  model  of  the  old  Greek  tragedy.  The  action 
is  simply  one,  the  time  of  action,  that  of  the  performance.  The  scene 
is  never  changed  ,  or  the  stage  ever  empty.  *  Every-Man,'  the  hero  of 
the  piece,  after  his  first  appearance,  never  withdraws,  except  when  he 
goes  out  to  receive  the  sacrament,  which  could  not  well  be  exhibited  in 
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public  ;  and,  duiing  his  absence,  '  Knowledge '  descants  on  the  excel- 
lence and  power  of  the  priesthood,  somewhat  ailer  the  manner  of  the 
Greek  chorus  in  the  old  plays  of  Sophocles  and  Euripides. 

During  the  sixteenth  century,  the  mysteries,  owing  in  a  great  mea- 
sure to  the  progress  of  the  fiefbrmation,  and  its  counteracting  influence, 
were  gradually  disused;  though  an  instance  of  these  mockeries  of 
sacred  subjects  occurs  as  late  as  the  reign  of  James  the  First,  when 
'  Christ's  Passion  '  was  played  on  Good-Friday.  The  mystery  of  the 
Passion  was  too  long  to  be  acted  in  one  day,  comprising  the  whole  his- 
tory of  our  Saviouil's  life,  firom  his  baptism  to  his  crucifixion.  The 
representation  was  therefore  continued /rom  day  to  day.  In  this  mys- 
tery of  the  Passion,  no  less  than  eighty-seyen  persons  made  their 
appearance  on  the  stage.  Among  them  were  the  three  persons  of  the 
Troott,  six  angels,  the  twelve  Apostles,  six  devils,  Herod  and  his 
court,  together  with  many  other  personages  of  the  poet's  own  creation. 
But  the  moralities  still  kept  their  ground,  although,  by  degrees,  another 
species  of  the  drama  seems  to  have  absorbed  the  moraUties,  called  Inter- 
ludes. They  formed  the  favorite  entertainment  of  the  times  of  King 
Heury  the  Eighth,  and  were  much  shorter,  and  of  a  more  jocose  cha- 
racter than  the  moralities.  These  representations  were  always  of  a 
broad,  comic  character.     One  of  these  dramatic  caricatures  is  called 

*  The  Four  P's ; '  it  is  in  a  rude  kind  of  jingling  verse,  and  represents 
a  match  made  by  finir  interlocutors  —  a  pedlar,  a  pilgrim,  a  'poticary, 
and  a  pardoner — as  to  who  can  tell  the  greatest  lie.  After  a  fair 
exhibition  of  pretty  tall  lying,  the  pardoner  asserts,  as  if  accidentally, 
'  that  he  never  saw  a  woman  out  of  temper  ;  *  and  this  being  unani- 
mously agreed  to  be  the  biggest  lie  that  was  ever  uttered,  the  prize 
is  awarded  to  the  asserter  of  so  tremendous  a  falsehood. 

A  few  years  after  the  pubhcation  of  the  '  Three  F's,'  the  first  comedy 
appears,  supposed  to  be  the  earliest  in  our  language,  namely,  *  Gammer 
Gurton's  Needle.'  The  whole  piece  turns  upon  the  loss  of  a  needle 
with  which  *  Gammer  Gurton '  was  mending  the  breeches  of  her  man 
'  Hodge,'  and  which  loss  is  attributed  by  a  beggar  to  the  dishonesty  of 
a  neighbor,  and  thereupon  ensues  a  scolding-match,  if  match  it  can  be 
called,  where  it  is  mosUy  upon  side  between  '  Gammer '  and  this  neigh- 
bor. The  beggar  proposes  to  call  on  the  devil,  in  order  to  discover  the 
needle,  which  alarms  *  Hodge.'  But,  just  as  the  devil  is  about  being 
summoned,  the  misfting  article  is  found,  sticking  in  the  breeches  of 

*  Hodge,'  who  roars  with  mingled  pain  and  delight,  when,  by  the  prick, 
the  missing  needle  discovers  itself. 

This  brings  us  to  the  age  of  Bale  and  Heywood,  which  may  be 
regarded  as  an  epoch  in  the  history  of  dramatic  literature.  In  the 
stage  itself,  and  the  form  of  the  theatre,  some  improvements  began  to 
be  perceptible  about  this  period.  While  theatrical  performances  con- 
tinued to  be  exclusively  on  religious  subjects,  and  when  the  actors  were 
either  friars,  clerks,  University  scholars,  or  children,  the  church,  or  its 
immediate  neighborhood,  was  the  scene  of  the  performance.  About 
the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  centur}',  the  separation  which  took  place 
between  religion  and  the  subjects  of  the  drsuna  produced  a  correspond- 
ent change  in  the  stage.     The  movable  scaflblds  on  which  the  rant- 
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ing  actor  of  the  day  used  to  enact  the  part  of  Herod  —  and  hence  the 
phrase  of  '  out-Heroding  Herod/  used  by  Hamlet,  meaning  they  ranted 
more  fiercely  than  those  who  played  Herod  —  and  the  Thespian  wagons 
of  the  Chester  trading-companies  were  exchanged  for  the  inn-yard, 
which,  although  but  a  temporary  theatre,  was  a  considerable  step 
toward  the  construction  of  modem  play-houses.  The  galleries  built  round 
the  court  of  the  inn  gave  the  name  afterward  to  one  of  the  least  aris- 
tocratic parts  of  the  modem  theatre  ;  while  the  ground  of  the  yard  itself 
(hence  Shakspeare's  use  of  the  words, '  splitting  the  ears  of  the  ground- 
lings *)  also  contained  the  inferior  classes,  while  the  choicest  seats  of  all 
were  situated  directly  under  the  galleries  of  the  inns,  which  corre- 
sponded to  what,  in  the  language  of  the  theatre,  is  called  the  dress- 
circle. 

The  last  days  of  Bale  and  Heywood  may  be  regarded  as  contempo- 
raneous with  the  birth  of  regular  tragedy  and  comedy  on  the  English 
stage.  Bale  and  Heywood  were  writers  of  interludes  —  the  next  point 
in  tiie  progress  of  the  drama  toward  perfection  after  the  discontinuance 
of  the  morality  plays.  They  both  died  about  the  year  1565.  Four 
years  previous  to  the  death  of  these  writers  of  interludes,  we  have  the 
first  tragedy  known  in  the  history  of  the  English  stage,  called  *  Ferrex 
and  Porrex ;  *  and  *  Gammer  Gurton*s  Needle,*  before  alluded  to,  was  the 
first  comedy.  It  is  remarkable,  chiefly,  as  the  earliest  example  we  pos- 
sess of  the  historical  drama,  which  Shakspeare  carried  to  the  highest 
degree  of  perfection.  It  was  for  a  grand  Christmas  solemnity  among 
the  lawyers  of  the  Inner  Temple,  that  this  tragedy  was  composed.  It 
is  generally  attributed  to  Thomas  Sackville,  (afterwards  Lord  Buck- 
hurst,)  assisted  by  Thomas  Norton. 

As  this  is  the  first  known  tragedy  in  our  language,  and  possesses  con- 
siderable merit,  the  language  being  generally  elegant,  perspicuous,  and 
full  of  dignity,  I  will  endeavor  to  give  a  brief  analysis  of  the  composi- 
tion of  its  plot.  It  is  generally  known  by  the  name  of  '  Gorboduck,' 
and  was  held  in  high  esteem  by  contemporary  critics.  But  we  need 
no  other  testimony  of  its  merits  than  that  of  the  elegant  and  accom- 
plished Sir  Philip  Sydney,  who,  ^n  his  brilliant  *  Defense  of  Poesie,'  not 
without  cause,  cries  out  against  observing  rules  *  neither  of  honest  civi- 
litie  or  skillful  poetrie,  excepting  Gorboduck,  which,  notwithstanding, 
as  it  is  full  of  stately  speeches  and  well-sounding  phrases,  climing  to 
the  heighth  of  Seneca,  his  stile,  and  as  full  of  notable  moralitio,  which 
it  doth  most  delightfully  teach,  and  so  obtain  the  very  end  of  poesie.* 
The  argument  of  this  tragedy  is  this  :  Gorboduck,  King  of  Britain, 
divided  his  realm  in  his  life-time  to  his  sons,  Ferrex  and  Porrex.  The 
sons  l^ecame  involved  in  a  violent  quarrel ;  the  younger,  in  one  of  their 
disputes,  killed  the  elder.  The  mother,  whose  favorite  was  the  mur- 
dered brother,  in  revenge,  killed  the  younger.  The  people  of  the  king- 
dom, horrified  at  such  cruel  exhibitions,  rose  in  rebellion,  and  killed 
both  father  and  mother.  The  nobility  assembled  and  destroyed  the 
rebels,  and  afterward,  quarreling  about  the  succession,  a  civil  war 
ensued,  in  which  many  were  slain,  and  the  land  made  desolate.  Li 
the  order  of  dumb-shows,  before  the  first  act,  we  have  revived  the  old 
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fable  of  the  father  and  the  bundle  of  rods.     It  is  curiouB,  as  illustrat- 
ire  of  the  scene  upon  the  old  stage : 

'First,  the  music  of  Tiolins  beean  (o  play,  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  six 
wild-men,  clothed  in  leaTes,  of  whom,  the  first  bare  on  his  neck  a  faggot  of  small  sticks, 
which  ther  all,  both  sc^verally  and  together,  assayed,  with  nil  their  strengths,  to  break ; 
but  it  could  not  be  broken  by  them.  At  the  length,  one  of  them  plucked  out  one  of 
the  sticks  and  brake  it,  and' the  rest,  plucking  out  all  the  other  sticks  one  after  the 
Ofther,  did  easily  break  them ;  the  same  being  severed  which,  being  conjoined,  they  had 
before  attempted  in  vain.  After  they  had  tliis  done,  they  departed  the  sta^>,  and  the 
mosic  ceaseo.  Hereby  was  signified'  that  a  state  knit  m  unity  doth  contmue  strong 
against  all  force;  but,  being  divided,  is  easily  destroyed  —  as  befell  upon  Duke  Gobbo- 
Dcc,  dividing  his  lands  to  his  two  sons,  whicfi  he  bi'fore  held  in  monarchy,  did  upon  the 
diasenttoo  of  the  brethren  among  whom  it  was  divided.' 

The  literary  merits  of  this  play  are  by  no  means  insignificant.  It  is 
no  doubt  liable  to  the  objection  that  there  is  too  servile  an  adherence 
to  the  forms  of  the  classical  drama,  in  the  fewness  of  persons,  and  in 
the  gravity  and  philosophical  stateliness  of  the  language,  and  in  the 
retention  of  the  chorus,  which  is  strictly  in  imitation  of  the  Greek  tra- 
gedies. But  we  have  some  noble  and  genuine  specimens  of  English 
eloquence  in  the  speeches  of  the  three  councillors ;  and  the  account  of 
the  death  of  '  Porrex/  by  *  Marcella,'  surpasses,  in  tenderness  and  sim- 
plicity, any  of  the  narrations  of  Euripides.  The  king,  having  asked 
the  advice  of  his  councillors  in  reference  to  his  abdication  in  favor  of 
his  sons,  'Arostus,*  who  coincides  with  the  proposition  of  the  monarch, 
replies : 

*  Thbt  two,  yet  young,  shall  bear  the  parted  reign 
With  ^eater  ease  than  one,  now  old,  alone 
Can  wield  the  whole,  for  whom  much  harder  ia, 
With  lessened  strength,  the  double  weight  to  bear. 
Your  eye,  your  counsel,  and  the  grave  regard 
Of  father,  yea,  of  such  a  father's  name, 
Now,  at  the  beginning  of  their  sundered  reign. 
When  is  the  hazard  of  their  whole  success, 
Shall  bridle  so  their  force  of  youthful  heats. 
And  so  restrain  the  rage  of  insolence 
Which  most  assails  the  youn^  and  noble  minds. 
And  so  shall  guide  and  tniin  in  tempered  stay 
Their  yet  green,  bending  wits  with  reverent  awe, 
As  now  inured  with  virtues  at  the  first. 
Custom,  0  king,  shall  brini;  delightfiilness. 
By  use  of  virtue,  vice  shallgrow  in  hate; 
But,  if  you  so  dispose  it,  that  the  day 
Which  ends  your  life  shall  first  begin  their  reign, 
Great  is  the  peril  which  will  be  the  end.' 

•  Philander,'  also  dissenting  from  the  royal  proposition,  winds  up  his 
discourse  by  advising  the  king  to  join  them  with  him  in  ruling  the 
kingdom,  but  still  to  hold  on  to  the  sceptre,  and  says  : 

'  WnKRBFORE,  most  noble  king,  1  will  assent 
Between  yotir  sons,  that  you  divide  your  realm, 
And,  as  in  kind,  so  match  them  in  degree; 
But,  while  the  gods  prolong  your  royal  life, 
Prolong  your  reign ;  for  thereto  live  you  here, 
And  therefore  have  the  gods  so  lonff  forborne 
To  join  you  to  themselves,  that  still  you  might 
Be  prince  and  father  of  our  common  weal : 
They,  when  they  sec  your  children  ripe  to  rule. 
Will  make  them'  room,  and  remove  you  hence. 
That  j'Ours  in  right  ensuing  of  your  life 
May  rightly  honor  your  immortal  name.' 
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In  the  speech  of  *  Marcella,'  a  lady  of  the  queen's  J)ed-chamber, 
announcing  to  the  king  the  death  of  *  Porrex  *  hy  the  hand  of  his  own 
mother,  we  are  reminded  of  some  passages  of  Shakspeaie.  *  Marcella/ 
rushing  to  the  king,  exclaims  : 

*  Oh  I  where  is  ruth  ?  or  where  is  pity  now  f 
Whither  is  gentle  heart  and  mercy  fled  ? 
Are  they  exiled  out  of  our  stonv  breast«, 
Never  to  make  return  ?     Is  all  tlie  world 
Drowned  in  blood,  and  sunk  in  cruelty  ? 
If  not  in  women  mercj  may  be  foun<), 
If  not,  alas!  within  the  mother's  breast. 
To  her  own  child,  to  her  own  flesh  and  blood  ? 
If  ruth  be  banished  thence,  if  i)ity  there 
May  have  no  place ;  if  there  no  gentle  heart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  should  we  seek  it  then  ?  * 

And  then,  her  description  of  the  death  of  the  prince  : 

'AuLs  I  he  liveth  not !  it  is  too  true 
That  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  peerless  prince. 
Son  to  a  king,  ancl  in  the  flower  of  youtn, 
£ven  with  a  twink,  a  senseless  stock  I  saw. 

But  hear  his  ruthfiil  end : 
The  noble  prince,  pierced  with  the  sudden  wound, 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  blindly  start. 
Whose  strength  now  failing,  strait  down  he  fell, 
When  in  the  fall,  his  eyes,  even  now  unclos'd, 
Beheld  the  queen,  and  cry'd  to  her  for  help. 
We  then,  alas !  the  ladies  which  that  time 
Did  there  attend,  seeing  that  heenous  deed, 
And  hearing  him  ofl  etui  the  wretched  name 
Of  mother,  and  cry  to  her  for  aid, 
Wh(»se  direful  hand  gave  him  the  mortil  wound. 
Pitying  (alas!  for  miught  else  could  we  do) 
His  ruthful  end,  ran  to  the  woful  bed, 
Despoiled  strait  his  breast,  and  all  we  might, 
Wii)ed  in  Tain,  with  napkins  next  at  hand, 
The  sudden  streams  of  olood  that  gushed  fast 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound.     Oh  I  what  a  look ! 
Oh!  what  a  ruthful,  steadfast  eye  methought 
He  flxM  upon  my  face,  which  to  my  death 
Will  never  part  fro'  me !     When,  with  a  shrink, 


A  deep-set  sigh  he  gave,  and  there  withal, 
Claspmg  his  hands  to  heav'n,  he  cast  his  sight; 
And  strait  pale  Death,  pressing  within  his  face, 
Advanced  his  dread  white  flag  upon  him  there.' 


Space  will  not  permit  any  longer  extracts  from  this  first  English  tra- 
gedy. I  have  presented  enough  to  show  that  it  is  no  devoid  of  consider- 
able merit,  and  one  familiar  with  the  plays  of  Shakspeare  will  recog- 
nize in  the  language,  thoughts  almost  identical  with  those  of  the  great 
dramatist.  This  play  must  certainly  be  regarded  as  a  great  improve- 
ment on  preceding  compositions.  It  was  the  first  play  in  the  English 
language  in  which  heroic  blank  verso  and  moral  sentiments  in  natural 
language  were  introduced  into  dramatic  competitions. 

About  the  year  1589,  the  '  Spanish  Tragedy  '  was  written  by  Kyd, 
to  whom  Ben  Jonson  gives  the  epithet  of  sporting.  This  play  is  sup- 
posed to  have  been  the  original  of  Shakspeare's  *  Falstaff; '  and,  about 
ten  years  after,  we  find  a  sacred  subject  in  a  dramatic  form  —  the 
story  of  David  and  Absalon  —  which  was  wrought  into  a  tragedy  by 
George  Peele. 
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This  piece  abounds  in  luxurious  descriptions  and  imagery,  and  the 
geniusof  the  poet  seems  to  have  been  enkindled  by  reading '  The  Prophets 
and  the  Songs  of  Solomon.'  He  calls  Lightning  by  a  metaphor  of  whic  ' 
iBschylus  need  not  have  been  ashamed  —  *  The  spouse  of  Thunde  ' 
with  bright  and  fiery  wings.'  His  description  of  David,  too,  is  worth^ 
of  admiration : 

'BEArraous  and  bright  he  is  among^the  tribes; 
As  when  the  sun,  attired  in  glittenog  robe. 
Comes  dancing  from  his  oriental  gate. 
And,  bridegroom-like,  hurls  through  the  gloomj  air 
His  radiant  beams.' 

A  number  of  plays  of  difiering  merit  followed  —  such  as  '  The  Trou- 
blesome Beign  of  King  John,'  '  The  Famous  Victories  of  Henry  the 
PifUi,'  '  The  Chronicle  History  of  Leir,  King  of  England,'  and  many 
others,  chiefly  valuable  as  being  the  mine  firom  which  the  incomparable 
Shaki^)eaTe  found  the  rough  ore,  which  he  sublimated  into  the  rich 
gold,  by  the  subtle  alchemy  of  his  genius. 

The  theatres  of  this  age  were  exceedingly  rude  in  their  construction, 
and  almost  entirely  destitute  of  those  modem  contrivances,  creating 
illuaons  of  scenery.  The  actors  of  this  period  were  generally  drama- 
tic authors,  and  associated  themselves  together  in  kind  of  joint-stock 
companies,  travelling  about  the  country,  performing  in  the  houses  of 
the  nobility,  or  performinr  on  temporary  stages  in  the  court-yards  of 
inns,  as  I  have  mentioned,  or  else  they  established  themselves  in  some 
of  the  theatres  then  built  in  London.  'As  the  Elizabethan  dramas 
(says  Shaw)  are  remarkable  fer  the  supposed  changes  of  scene  which 
tabs  pla^^e  in  them,  the  spot  represented  to  the  audience  was  indicated 
by  the  simplest  expedient.  A  placard  was  fixed  to  one  of  the  curtains 
bearing  the  name  of  the  city  or  country  supposed,  and  this  placard  was 
changed  for  another  upon  the  change  of  scene.  If,  for  example,  the 
action  was  to  be  imagined  at  Padua,  '  Padua '  was  suspended  in  view 
of  the  audience ;  should  the  scene  be  supposed  to  take  place  in  a 
palace,  a  throne  or  canopy,  called  '  a  state,'  would  be  pushed  fi)rward  ; 
if  in  a  tavern,  the  production  of  a  table,  with  bottles  and  glasses  upon 
it ;  if  in  a  court,  a  combination  of  a  throne  with  a  table  and  pens  and 
ink  upon  it,  was  all  that  was  necessHry  to  give  a  hint  to  the  imagina- 
tive minds  of  an  Elizabethan  audience.' 

The  audiences  of  that  day  appear  to  have  been  forced  to 

'Piece  out  the  stage's  imperfections  with  their  thought^}/ 

Of  movable  painted  scenes,  the  theatres  of  the  Shaksperean  era,  pro- 
perly so-called,  were  not  deficient.  But  in  the  period  just  preceding  it 
they  had  (says  Sir  Philip  Sydney)  *  Thebes '  written  in  great  letters  on  an 
old  door,  when  the  audience  were  desired  to  understand  that  the  scene 
lay  in  Thebes.  Some  of  the  stage-directions  in  the  old  plays  are 
exceedingly  curious.  Hence,  in  the  play  of  '  Selimus,  the  Emperor  of 
the  Turlu,'  composed  in  1594,  when  the  hero  is  conveymg  his  father's 
dead  body  in  solemn  state  to  the  temple  of  Mohammed,  all  parties  axe 
told,  very  gravely,  *  to  suppose  the  temple  of  Mohammed.'  In  the  direc- 
tions to  Greene's  play  of  'Alphonsus,'  we  read :  *  After  you  have  sounded 
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thrice,  let '  Venus '  be  let  down  from  the  top  of  the  stage,  and  when 
she  is  down,  say  again  in  another  part,  '  exit  Venus  ; '  of,  if  you  con- 
veniently can,  let  a  chair  come  down  from  the  top  of  the  stage,  and 
draw  her  up.* 

But  in  the  dresses  and  properties  the  Shaksperean  stage  seems  to 
have  been  rich  enough.  In  *  The  Antipodes,'  a  play  brought  upon  the 
stage  in  the  year  1640,  we  have  a  poetic  inventory  of  some  of  those 
stage-properties.     *  Bye-Play,*  speaking  of  *  Peregrine,'  says  : 

'  He  has  got  into  our  tiring  house  amongst  us, 
And  tii'en  a  strict  survey  of  all  our  properties, 
Our  statues,  and  our  images  of  gods, 
Our  planets,  and  our  constellations, 
Our  pants,  monsters,  furies,  beasts,  and  bug-bears, 
Our  helmets,  shields,  and  visors,  hair,  and  beards. 
Our  paste-board  march-panes,  and  our  wooden  pies. 
Whether  he  thought 't  was  some  enchanted  castle, 
Or  temple,  hung  and  piled  with  monuments 
Of  uncouth  ana  various  aspects, 
I  dive  not  to  his  thoughts.    Wonder  he  did 
Awhile,  it  seemed,  but  yet  undaunted  stood ; 
When,  on  a  sudden,  with  thrice  knightly  force. 
And  thrice  puissant  arm,  he  snatcheth  down 
The  sword  and  shield  that  I  played  Bbvis  with. 
Rushed  among  the  'foresaid  properties. 
Killed  monster  afU.>r  monster,  t4iKes  the  puppets 
Prisoners,  knocks  down  the  Cyclops,  tumbles  all 
Our  Jigamogs  and  trinkets  to  the  wall. 
Spying  at  last  the  crown  and  royal  robes 
1  the  upper-wardrobe,  next  to  which,  by  chance. 
The  devil's  visor  hung,  and  their  flame-painted 
Skin-coats,  these  he  removed  with  greater  fury ; 
And  (having  cut  the  infernal  ugly  Itices 
All  into  mammocks,)  with  a  reverend  hand 
He  takes  the  imperial  diadem,  and  cn>wns 
Himself  *  King  of  the  Antipodes,*  and  believes 
He  has  justly  gained  the  kingdom  by  his  conquest.* 

Betweeii  the  year  1570,  to  the  year  1629,  no  less  than  seventeen 
play-houses  were  built  in  London.  Clueen  Elizabeth,  at  the  request  of 
iSir  Francis  Walsingham,  established  with  handsome  salaries  twelve  of 
the  principal  players  of  that  time,  who  went  under  the  name  of  *  Her 
Majesty's  Comedians  and  Servants.'  But,  beside,  many  noblemen 
appear  to  have  retained  companies  of  players,  who  acted  not  only  pri- 
vately, in  the  Lords'  houses,  but  publicly,  under  their  license  and  pro- 
tection. 

In  1603,  the  first  year  of  King  James'  reign,  a  license  was  granted, 
under  the  privy  seal,  to  Shakspeare,  Burbage,  Hemmings.  Condel,  and 
others,  authorizing  them  to  act  plays,  not  only  at  their  usual  house* 
the  *  Globe,'  on  Bankside,  but  in  any  other  parts  of  the  kmgdom. 

This  Hemmings,  and  Condel  are  well  known  as  the  earhest  editors 
of  Shakspeare's  works,  in  folios,  and  Burbage  was  renowned  as  the 
great  tragic  actor  of  his  day,  and  attained  great  celebrity  in  the  cha- 
racter of  Richard  Third. 

Actresses  in  these  days  there  were  none,  afler  the  fashion  of  the 
ancient  theatrical  companies  among  the  Greeks.  The  female  pails  in 
the  days  of  Shakspeare  were  performed  by  boys.  A  reference  is  made 
to  this  by  *  Flute,'  in  Shakspeare's  *  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,'  where 
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lie  says,  '  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman ;  I  have  a  beard 
coming/ 

With  some  few  notable  exceptions,  the  dramatic  authors  and  actors 
of  this  age  (nsually  the  same  persons)  were  a  dissolnte  and  degraded 
class.  Nor  was  it  without  just  cause  that  the  Puritans,  who  were  a 
butt  Ibr  the  satire  and  wit  of  the  comedians  and  comic  writers,  directed 
their  satires  against  the  stage. 

A  universal  eagerness  after  theatrical  diversions  continued  during  the 
whole  reign  of  King  James,  and  great  part  of  the  first  Charles',  until 
Puritanism,  which  had  gathered  great  strength,  openly  opposed  them 
as  wicked  and  diabolical.  Prynne,  one  of  the  leading  Puritans,  and 
whose  ears  were  cropped,  lo  answer  for  the  wagging  of  his  tongue,  put 
out  his  famous  *  Players'  Scourge ; '  this  was  published  in  1633.  The 
players  answered  it  by  publishmg  the  best  old  plays  they  could  find, 
and,  of  course,  many  of  Shakspeare's ;  and  for  a  short  time  the  players 
prevailed.  Prynne's  book  was  deemed  an  infamous  libel  against  church 
and  state,  against  peers,  bishops,  and  magistrates,  and,  finally,  against 
the  king  and  queen.  This  fierce  and  bitter  old  Puritan,  in  this 
famous  pamphlet,  says,  *  That  English  ladies  had  become  shorn  and 
frizzled  madams,  and  had  lost  their  modesty.  That  plays  were  the 
chief  delight  of  the  devil,  and  all  that  frequented  them  were  damned.' 
To  all  music  he  had  an  utter  antipathy,  and  to  church-music  in  parti- 
cular, which  he  calls  *  the  bleating  of  brute  beasts,'  and  says,  '  The  cho- 
risters bellow  the  tenor,  as  if  they  were  oxen  ;  bark  a  counter-point, 
like  a  kennel  of  hounds ;  roar  a  treble,  as  if  they  were  bulls ;  and 
grunt  out  a  base,  hke  a  parcel  of  hogs.'  For  this,  and  many  other  pas- 
sages, the  book  was  ordered  to  be  burnt  by  the  common  hangman,  and 
he  himself  to  stand  in  the  pillory,  have  both  his  ears  cut  off,  and  to 
pay  a  fine  of  five  thousand  pounds,  beside  to  suffer  perpetual  imprison- 
ment ;  all  of  which,  but  the  last,  was  carried  into  execution.  But 
Puritanism  day  by  day  gathered  strength,  and  finally  the  play-houses 
were  leveled  to  the  dust,  but  only  to  arise,  in  another  age,  with  renewed 
vigor  and  strength. 


DEAD        BLOSSOM 


The  blossom  died  in  early  May, 
Before  .we  knew  its  sweeter  prime: 

No  mellow  fruit  upon  the  bough 
Shall  hauf^  at  Autumn's  harirest-time. 

Alone  the  naked  tree  shall  stand, 
Fruitless  in  the  teeming  land. 


But  when  the  winter,  chill  and  drear. 

Whirls  the  leaves  on  every  side, 
All  shall  then  as  naked  be 

As  the  bough  whose  blossom  died : 
For  io  the  winter,  none  can  say 
Which  haa  blossomed  in  the  May.  Sioiuu 
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The  Lost  Prinxb  :  Facts  tendiog  to  prove  the  Identitj  of  Loris  the  Serenteenth  of 
Prance,  aad  the  Rev.  Eleazak  Williams,  Missionary  amone  the  Indians  of  North 
America.  By  John  H.  Hanson.  In  one  volume :  pp.  479.  New- York :  Gbohqb  P. 
Putnam,  Number  Ten,  Park-Place. 

Loms  TEE  Seventeenth  :  His  Life,  Sufibrings,  and  Death.  By  H.  Beauchesne.  In  one 
volume :  pp.  289.    New-York :  Haspee  and  Brothebs. 

The  Court,  thanking  the  Jury  for  the  patient  hearing  which  they  awarded 
to  the  first  division  of  the  *  Charge  to  th/^  Jury  of  the  Public  in  the  DattjMn 
Case,''  would  now  call  their  especial  and  earnest  attention  to  the  remaining 
unconsidered  arguments  involved  in  the  case : 

'  A  rABTHBR  and  curious  fact,  strongly  telling  against  the  government^  is  that  the 
death  of  the  child  was  reported  to  the  Committee  of  Greneral  Safety,  before  it  had  actu- 
ally occurred.  Lasnb,  it  seems,  noted  the  precise  time,  as  is  customary  on  such  occa- 
sions, and  GoMiN  afterward  went  to  inform  the  committee  of  the  occurrence.  He 
reached  the  Tuilerics,  and  found  the  committee  had  adjourned.  He,  however,  states 
that  he  saw  Seresthe,  a  member,  who  told  him  to  keep  the  secret  till  the  next  day ; 
and  he  adds  that  he  did  so.  The  next  day,  it  was  reported  to  the  Convention  that 
Louis  Capet  was  dead,  and  that  the  committee  had  been  informed  of  it  at  two  o'clock 
on  ihe  preceding  day.  Generally,  evidence  as  to  the  time  Is  little  to  be  relied  on.  But 
here,  it  is  so  interwoven  with  facts,  as  to  leave  little  doubt  as  to  its  correctness.  The 
fact  that  GoMiN  proceeded  after  the  death  of  the  child,  that  he  found  the  assembly 
a^ioumed,  and  that  he  kept  the  secret  until  the  following  day,  show  both  the  time  and 
order  of  events.  The  statement  made  to  the  convention  might  be  regarded  as  an  error, 
were  it  not  that  Gomin  alone  should  have  reported  it,  which  he  did  not.  Moreover,  as 
little  was  known  and  little  thought  of  the  child,  it  is  not  probable  that  rumor  could 
have  reported  it  before  it  had  happened,  as  it  has  indeed  been  the  case  with  many  of 
our  own  distinguished  men. 

'This  ends  those  facts  of  which  the  jury  are  to  jadge,  and  the  effect  of  which  they 
are  to  determine. 

'  But  there  is  another  class  of  facts  also  bearing  upon  the  case,  which  will  require 
careful  consideration.  This  case  is  properly  an  action  brought  by  the  Rev.  Elbazar 
Williams  against  the  late  possessor  of  the  French  throne.  Now,  although  hearsay  is 
not  evidence,  admissions  are ;  and  admissions  may,  in  such  a  case  as  this,  be  made  not 
only  by  the  parties  but  their  privies.  Louis  Philippe  is,  in  effect,  a  privy  of  Louis 
Eighteenth.  The  Duchess  d'ANOOULBMB  was,  in  our  view,  a  partner  of,  or  joint  tenant 
with,  Louis  Eighteenth.    She  was  at  least  his  avowed  supporter  and  the  possessor  of 
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hJB  political  secrets:  id  legal  effect^  his  dulj-aathorized  agent    We  will  therefore 
admit  an  j  admianons  of  Louis  Phiuppb,  Louis  Eighteenth,  and  of  the  Ducheas  d'AK- 

OOUIAIS. 

'  The  admismoDS  of  Louis  Pmuppn  in  words  are  narrowed  to  a  single  question :  the 
admissions  made  bj  the  Prince  de  Joiktills  to  Mr.  Wiluaxs.  Bat  Mr.  Williams  is 
a  party  to  the  aait;  and  faoweyer  respectable  a  man,  and  howerer  strongly  corroborated 
by  indirect  CTidence,  his  statement  is  not  legal  proof,  and  must  be  wholly  rejected. 
yimo  in  propria  cavsa  tetHs  esse  debet  Of  the  admissions  to  be  gathered  from  his 
ads  we  will  hereafter  speak. 

'The  admissions  of  Louis  Eighteenth  relate  to  two  things.  First,  it  appears  that, 
sHhoogh  the  highest  marks  of  respect  were  paid  to  the  memory  of  Louis  Sixteenth. 
MARia  Am om SI  IS  and  the  Dnchess  d'ExamsK  none  were  giren  to  the  last,  though 
yonthfol  king.  In  the  grares  of  the  two  former  quick-lime  had  been  emptied,  and  hun- 
dreds of  Tictims  buried  orer  them  and  around  them  to  obliterate  the  spot  The  grsTe 
of  the  Dauphin  could  hare  been  easily  discorered,  and  the  surgeons*  examination  of 
the  skull  afforded  certain  proof  to  identify  the  remains.  Tet,  while  the  supposed  dust 
of  Louis  Sixteenth  and  Mabib  ANTOumn  was  exhumed,  to  be  re-buried  with  stately 
pomp  and  studied  mourning,  the  bones  of  Louis  SeTcnteenth,  in  an  obscure  cemetery, 
unmarked  by  a  single  memorial,  still  rest,  like  those  of  a  common  pauper.  This  sin- 
gular exception  must  be  considered  and  explained. 

*The  next  is  somewhat  similar  in  character.  Pslatak,  the  physician,  according  to 
his  own  statement,  carried  from  the  post-mortem  examination  the  heart  of  the  child. 
He  preserved  it  for  some  years,  when  it  was  stolen  by  one  of  his  students.  Recovering 
it  afterward,  he  offered  it  to  the  king  as  the  heart  of  the  dauphin.  An  inquiry  was 
inatitnted,  in  which  liASNB  testified  that  he  was  present  at  the  examination,  and  nothing 
was  carried  away.  The  evidence,  although  contradictory,  can  be  reconciled ;  for  the 
statement  of  Lasmk  amounts  to  nothing  more  than  that  be  observe^  closely,  and  did 
not  see  any  thing  taken.  In  regard  to  this,  H.  Bbauchibns  stigmatizes  the  conduct  of 
Pklatax  as  barbarous,  and  the  statement  for  that  reason  incredible.  Mr.  Hanbon 
daima  that  Pblatax  was  a  physician  of  the  highest  standing,  and  entitled  to  every 
belief  and  that  his  conduct  sustains  his  testimony.  Louis  Eighteenth  adopted  the 
statement  of  Lasmb,  and  rqected  the  selic.  Of  his  belief  and  his  motive  it  is  for  the 
jury  to  judge. 

'The  last  admission  contended  for  relates  to  NAUNDoar. 

'This  man  claimed  to  be  the  dauphin.  It  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  consider 
his  daim.  It  is  sufficient  to  know  that  he  possessed  a  knowledge  of  facts  constituting 
state  secrets,  and  relating  to  the  royal  feunily.  As  &r  as  Louis  Eighteenth  is  concerned , 
flw  admissions  pertaining  to  Nauvdosf  relate  to  a  single  tact.  It  appears  that,  while 
aO  other  claimants  were  brought  to  trial,  he,  after  repeated  applications,  was  refused 
one.  Indeed,  the  refusal  was  one  of  the  most  suspicious  character ;  for  it  was  not  only 
deKbente,  repeated,  and  unprecedented,  but  at  last  was  made  emphatic  and  effectual 
hj  Naukdoet's  being  ordered  from  France.  On  these  facts  Mr.  Hakbon  contends  not 
that  27Auin>OBr  was  the  dauphin,  but  that  he  was  possessed  of  information  which  the 
king  feared  would  betray  the  escape  of  his  nephew. 

'More  interesting,  if  not  more  clear,  are  the  admissions  to  be  derived  from  the  con- 
duct of  the  Duchess  d'AKGOuuniB.  Our  jury  will,  first  in  order,  to  construe  her  acts 
correctly,  examine  her  character  carefully.  She  was  a  woman  of  dauntless  energy, 
unwavering  resolution,  and  possessed  of  self-command  beyond  the  ordinary  measure  of 
her  sex  or  race.  She  was  dignified,  stem,  conscientious,  believing  fully  in  the  religion 
which  she  professed,  and  devoted  to  the  system  of  which  her  family  was  the  exponent, 
iao  greatly,  indeed,  did  she  possess  these  qualities,  that  Bonapabtb  is  reported  to  have 
said  of  her  that  ahe  waa  the  only  man  in  her  fiimily.  Her  position  was  as  peculiar  as 
her  character.  She  was  the  daughter  of  the  murdered  king,  the  neioe  of  the  reigning 
one,  the  sister  of  the  rightful  prince,  and  the  wife  of  the  heir-^>parent 

'The  only  admission  of  the  Duchess  sought  to  be  established  directly,  is  by  the  evi- 
dence of  Mrs.  Bbowk,  of  New-Orleans.    The  testimony  of  this  lady  comes  before  us 
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approved  by  (he  strongest  tests  of  truthfulness  known  to  the  law  of  credence.  It  is  given 
while  the  witness  was  in  extremis,  and  aware  of  her  condition,  which  the  Uw  esteems  of 
such  importance  that  statements  so  made  maybe  received  in  evidence  as  though  legallj 
verified.  For  the  law  properly  regards  a  person  believing  himself  at  the  point  of 
death  as  under  as  high  a  moral  obligation  to  testify  truly  as  any  human  law  could 
impose.  The  evidence  is  moreover  sanctioned  by  a  judicial  oath,  and  is  substantiated 
by  a  blameless  reputation.  It  is  also  corroborated  by  statements  made  to  unbiased 
parties  before  any  of  the  facts  now  known  had  been  brought  to  light  In  her  testimony, 
however,  Mrs.  Brown  is  not  sure  that  it  was  the  Duchess  who  told  her  that  the  prince 
had  escaped.  Under  the  circumstances,  the  length  of  time  elapsed  since  the  conversa- 
tion, the  position  of  the  parties,  the  invariable  absence  of  such  confidence  in  the 
Duchess,  in  our  judgment,  authorize  us  in  withholding  this  evidence  from  the  jury 
entirely,  were  it  not  for  the  following  facts  : 

'A  venerable  Christian  woman,  upon  her  death-bed,  tells  us  that,  from  the  Duchess 
d'ANGOULEMB,  or  from  one  of  two  other  persons,  she  heard  that  Louis  Seventeenth 
escaped  from  the  Temple,  was  brought  to  this  country  by  a  man  named  Bbllakqbb, 
and  was  living  under  the  name  of  Williams.  This  statement  of  Mrs.  Brown  was 
made  at  least  twelve  years  ago,  before  the  name  of  aBELLANOEa  was  known,  before  the 
visit  of  the  Prince  de  Joinvillb  had  taken  place,  and  before  the  claim  of  Mr.  Williams 
had  been  thought  of.  If  this  coincidence  is  to  be  ascribed  to  chance,  a  more  miraculous 
chance  is  not  recorded  in  the  history  of  evidence.  Still,  this  does  not  make  the  testi- 
mony of  Mrs.  Beown  evidence.  Unless  her  information  was  derived  directly  from  one 
of  the  royal  family  it  must  be  rejected.  We.  allude  to  this  merely  as  a  confirmaUon 
of  her  statement  that  her  information  was  derived  from  the  Duchess  d'ANQOULSMB. 

'  Of  the  acts  of  the  Duchess  the  jury  must  be  first  struck  with  the  neglect  shown 
toward  the  memory  of  her  brother.  Like  Louis  Eighteenth,  she  erected  no  monument, 
:  and  allowed  the  heart  produced  by  Pblatan  to  be  retained  by  his  family.    We  cannot 

•  discover  a  single  act  indicating  the  sisterly  regard  which  would  naturally  be  shown 
toward  the  remains  of  a  brother.  Yet  to  the  other  members  of  her  family  who  had 
been  the  victims  of  the  revolution,  no  testimonials  that  an  affection  almost  fanatical 

•  oould  prompt  were  unpaid.  For  her  cousin,  the  Duke  d'EKGHiEN,  once  a  week,  for 
.  months,  she  had  masses  performed,  and  repaired  to  her  chapel,  to  pray  for  his  soul.    It 

is  truly  said,  in  reply  to  this,  that  the  like  offices  were  unnecessary  according  to  the 
tenets  of  the  Catholic  faith  for  the  soul  of  a  child.    But,  while  this  is  true,  it  neverthe- 

.  less  shows  a  carelessness  in  regard  to  her  brother  strangely  at  variance  with  the  fervor 
of  the  devotion  which  she  rendered  to  what  she  deemed  the  sacred  victims  of  an  unholy 

'rebellion. 

'  To  the  Duchess,  Kaundobv  preferred  his  claim.  Repeated  were  his  applications  for 
a  personal  interview,  and  repeated  her  refusals.    To  every  request  she  returned  not  a 

'  decided  negative,  but  a  condition  that  he  should  send  her  the  documentary  evidence  he 
pretended  to  possess.  At  one  time,  she  appears  to  have  deemed  a  personal  interview 
with  the  King  of  Prussia  necessary  to  resolve  her  doubts.  The  king,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, had  some  of  the  documents  on  which  Naukdobf  based  his  claim.  Whenever 
this  subject  was  brought  to  her  notice,  strong  agitation  seems  to  have  shaken  her 
enduring  frame.  From  her  character  and  conduct,  two  inferences  are  drawn :  Firstly, 
that  she  would  never  have  consented  to  deprive  her  brother  of  his  rights,  and  that  her 
agitation  was  due  to  the  love  she  bore  him,  and  the  horrors  he  had  endured.  Secondly, 
that  she  did  assent  to  the  surrender  of  his  rights,  from  motives  of  state  policy ;  but, 

>in  the  unbending  pride  of  her  nature,  scorned  to  render  those  testimonials  of  respect 
and  love  to  an  unknown  impostor,  which  she  would  eagerly  have  given  to  a  murdered 
brother,  and  the  heir  of  her  kingly  raee. 

'A  farther  admission  is  also  claimed  against  both  the  king  and  the  duchess.  The 
decree  of  the  allied  powers  treated  Louis  Eighteenth  in  a  manner  which  allows  the  sup- 
position that  the  existence  of  Louis  Seventeenth^  was  known  to  all  the  contracting^ 
parties.  By  itself,  Uiis  construction  carries  little  weight ;  but  when  taken  in  oonnection 
with  the  others,  if  they  aie  held  true,  this  is  not  without  its  signification. 
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*  This  ends  the  material  facts  of  which  we  have  legal  evidence.  The  others,  founded 
iip<iO  hearaajy  conjecture,  and  nimor,  we  exclude.  In  construing  these,  we  call  the 
attention  of  our  jury  to  a  well-settled  rule,  peculiarly  applicable  to  the  case.  We  have,  in 
speaking  of  the  fiusts,  adopted  an  old  metaphor,  and  spoken  of  them  as  a  chain  and  its  links. 
This  is  an  error.  Circumstantial  evidence  made  up  of  unmistakable  facts  where  each  one 
connects  with  another  in  such  a  way  that  should  one  be  missing  the  break  would  be 
&tal,  will  alone  bear  this  illustration.  In  the  case  before  us,  the  facts  are  (each  taken 
by  itself)  weak,  but  at  the  same  time,  corroborative  of^the  others.  Now,  it  is  obvious 
and  established,  that,  while  one  fact  tending  to  a  particular  thing  might  by  accident 
occtu-,  and  yet  the  thing  itself  nerer  have  happened,  two  facts  tending  to  the  same 
thing  would  be  singular,  and  several  in  point  of  fact  impossible.  Thus,  it  often  hap- 
pens in  doubtful  criminal  cases,  that  a  number  of  slight  circumstances  together  form  a 
strung  conclusion.  A  more  fitting  metaphor  would  therefore  be,  the  strands  of  a  cable. 
It  will  be  for  the  jury  to  say  whether,  in  the  case  we  are  now  trying,  the  slender  strands 
of  cJrcnmntanttal  evidence  of  Mr.  Hanson  will  be  sufficient  to  topple  down  the  positive 
testimony  whidh  forms  the  tower  of  M.  Bbauchbsnb. 

*  If  the  jury  shall  be  of  the  opinion  that  the  prince  escaped  from  the  Temple,  they 
will  proceed  to  determine  whether  he  survives  in  the  person  of  the  Rer.  Mr.  Wiluams. 
There  is  but  one  question,  and  it  is  a  simple  question  of  personal  identity.  Had  but  a 
few  yean  intervened  between  the  escape  and  the  time  of  trial,  Mr.  Hanson  would  be 
required  to  produce  witnesses  who  knew  Mr.  Williams  when  imprisoned.  But,  as  it 
would  be  impossible  to  find  such  witnesses  now,  and  the  difference  between  the  child 
tnd  man  would  render  this  evidence  useless  could  they  be  found,  the  question  must  be 
determined  in  another  way.  Firstly,  by  those  personal  marks  (if  any)  which  would 
sorrire  childhood ;  and  secondly,  by  those  circumstances  in  his  life  which  tend  to  cor- 
roborate or  contradict  the  presumption. 

*  The  first  indication  of  this  identity  is  that  of  personal  resemblance.  This  is  based 
on  the  supposed  resemblance  between  Mr.  Williams  and  the  Bocbbon  family,  and  on 
the  supposed  resemblance  between  Mr.  Williams  and  the  portraits  of  the  prince.  If 
it  were  proper  to  admit  such  evidence  in  any  case,  it  would  be  in  the  one  before  us.  It  is 
supported  by  the  testimony  of  competent  and.  experienced  persons,  termed  experts, 
who  have  made  such  matters  their  particular  study,  and  whose  opinums  would  be  con. 
adtrtd/aeU.  There  is'  also  one  actual /a<^  shown,  and  it  is  that  the  prince,  although 
he  had  the  Boubbon  features  generally,  had  not  the  Boubbon  nose ;  while  Mr.  Williams, 
in  the  same  way,  has  the  Boubbon  features  generally,  without  this  particukr  feature 
resembling^  that  of  the  Boubbon  family.  But  when  it  is  remembered  how  frequently  the 
features  of  children  change,  how  often  the  opinions  of  the  best  judges  differ,  how 
eommon  it  is  to  find  resemblances  where  there  is  no  relationship,  and  relationship 
where  there  is  no  resemblance,  we  will  be  justified  in  excluding  this  testimony. 

'  Of  a  rery  different  character  are  those  personal  marks  which  do  not  depend  upon  the 
opinion  of  witnesses.  If  the  witnesses  are  to  be  believed,  this  evidence,  in  the  case 
before  us,  is  unusually  strong.  The  prince  had,  as  we  have  seen,  tumors  upon  the 
joints;  and  upon  the  same  joints  Mr.  Williams  has  marks  which  the  testimony 
of  eminent  physicians  assures  us  were  caused  by  tumors  in  childhood.  In  addi- 
tion to  this,  it  appears  by  the  evidence  of  Madame  de  Rambauo,  the  nurse  of  the 
prince,  that  upon  his  arm  was  a  crescent-shaped  scar,  produced  by  yaccination.  Her 
statement  was  made  many  years  ago,  to  his  sister,  the  Duchess  d'AvoouLBMB,  with 
great  earnestness,  and  is  manifestly  true.  From  the  silence  of  the  duchess,  we  may 
also  infer  that  she  admitted  it  Mr.  Hanson  was  not  aware  of  this  fact  till  after  the 
publication  of  M.  Bbauchbsne's  work.  Immediately  upon  learning  it,  he  proceeded 
with  Dr.  Fbancis  to  &lr.  Wiluams'  residence,  and  examined  his  arm.  The  examination 
showed  a  crescent-shaped  scar  on  the  same  arm,  the  effect  qf  yaednation.  The  good 
£uth  of  the  whole  eridence  is  therefore  apparent. 

'  This  combination  of  facts  not  naturally  connected,  for  the  reaeona  stated  before,  giyes 
to  this  evidence  peculiar  power. 
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*  What  question  now  naturally  arises?  It  is  whether  this  fiict,  presumpttvelj  ettoblished 
is  strengthened  or  weakened,  sustained  or  disproved,  by  the  attendant  circumstances. 

'Mr.  Williams,  it  appears,  was  in  early  childhood  the  inmate  of  an  Indian's  lodge,  a 
Qwmber  of  his  family;  passing  as  his  son,  owning  him  as  fikther;  bearing  his 
name — the  name  he  has  always  borne,  and  still  retains. 

'  If  this  prUna-facie  case  is  not  overbome  by  other  facts,  it  determines  the  question, 
and  we  may  at  once  dismiss  his  claim. 

*  To  overcome  it,  Mr.  Ha>-son  has  produced  a  mass  of  testimony,  the  inadmissible 
portions  of  which  we  will  reject,  and  the  admissible  briefly  analyze  and  state. 

*  Of  this  evidence,  there  is  the  testimony  of  two  witnesses  which,  if  true,  will  at  onoe 
settle  the  point.  The  strongest  is  that  of  an  old  Oneida  warrior,  who,  in  the  form  of 
an  affidavit,  states  that  Mr.  Williams  was  not  the  son  of  Johk  and  Mart  Ahn  Wii^ 
UAMS,  but  was  brought  to  them  by  two  Frenchmen.  The  jury  will  examine  this  affi- 
davit, and  judge  of  its  truthfulness.  The  second  is  the  statement,  likewise  under  oatb, 
in  the  form  of  an  affidavit,  of  the  putative  or  supposed  mother  of  Mr.  Williams,  that 
he  is  not  her  son.  *  The  suspicion  that  arises  against  this  testimony  is  caused  by  a  pre- 
vious  affidavit  made  by  her,  stating  that  Mr.  Williams  was  her  son.  To  this  objection 
it  is  answered,  that  the  first  affidavit  was  fraudulently  obtained,  the  witness  swearing 
to  it  when  ignorant  of  its  contents,  and  not  understanding  the  language  in  which  it  was 
expressed.  The  indefatigable  counsel  shows  that  the  second  affidavit  was  voluntarily 
made,  to  cure  the  involuntary  falsehoods  of  the  first.  To  sustain  this,  he  points  to  the 
flust,  that  the  last  one  was  procured  through  the  agency  of  an  unbiassed  party,  was 
sworn  to  with  the  avowed  intention  of  rectifying  an  unintentional  error,  and  was 
oouchcd  in  the  native  language  of  the  witness.  It  is  undoubtedly  true  that  a  witness 
making  two  irreconcilable  statements,  is  to^be  looked  upon  suspiciously:  but  it  is 
equally  true  that  a  witness  may  always  correct  a  statement;  and  if  the  manner,  the 
iMotive,  and  the  statement  of  the  witness  do  not  warrant  the  suspicion,  he  is  not  to  be 
oondemned  for  an  unintended  error. 

'From  this  positive  testimony,  we  pass  to  circumstantial.  Mr.  Williams  was 
undoubtedly  a  member  of  John  Williams'  family,' and  in  infancy,  imbecile.  He  was 
also  about  the  age  of  the  dauphin.  Without  regarding  his  own  statement,  which  is  not 
evidence,  it  may  be,  nay,  must  be  inferred,  from  his  subsequent  mental  vigor,  that  he 
did  not  aepiire,  but  recovered  the  use  of  his  mind. 

'At  an  early  age,  he  was  taken  from  John  Williams,  and  placed  under  the  charge  of 
Mr.  Ely,  a  New-England  former,  and  an  intelligent  man.  The  work,  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Elt,  was  not  a  work  of  charity  alone.  It  appears  that  funds  for  the  education  of  this 
Indian  boy  were  regularly  supplied.  From  what  mysterious  source  they  came,  is  not 
proved,  but  that  they  continued  for  a  great  length  of  time,  seems  established.  A  sin- 
gidar  and  romantic  mystery  is  this :  that  in  a  quiet  New-England  township  the  supposed 
son  of  a  vagrant  Indian  should  year  after  year  be  supported  for  some  unknown  reason, 
and  by  some  unknown  person. 

'  Lastly,  an  examination  has  been  held  by  several  physicians,  who  come  to  the  con- 
elusion  that  Mr.  Williams  bears  no  trait  of  the  Indian,  and  is  undoubtedly  an  European. 
If  the  jury  deem  the  judgment  of  these  gentlemen  to  have  been  unbiassed,  and  their 
belief  sincere,  their  testimony  is  alone  conclusive.  The  vague  opinions  of  uneducated 
men  sink  into  nothingness  beside  the  unerring  deductions  of  science. 

'The  remainder  of  Mr.  Williams'  life,  although  creditable  to  him,  and  interesting  to 
us,  has  no  bearing  upon  the  case,  and  we  therefore  pass  to  the  last  portion  of  the  testi- 
mony:  the  admissions  of  the  Prince  de  Joinville.  ^ 

'In  1841,  the  Prince  de  Joikvillb  was  in  this  country.  He  visited  Green-Bay,  the 
residence  of  Mr.  Williams,  and  visited  him  at  his  house.  At  various  times  before 
reaching  Green-Bay,  he  made  inquiries  for  Mr.  Williams,  and  expressed  a  desire  to  see 
him.  When  they  met,  ho  paid  Mr.  Williams  so  much  respect  as  to  ^ttract  the  attention 
of  the  bystanders.  To  all  these  facts,  several  disinterested  witnesses  testify,  and  their 
testimony  is  clear,  consistent,  and  conclusive. 
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'  Id  1858,  an  account  of  that  interriew  was  given  by  Mr.  Williaus,  with  a  requeat 
that  the  prince  would  oorroberate  it.  The  prince  replied.  His  answer  oontaioed  four 
things.  Firstly,  it  doiied  the  statement  of  Mr.  Wiluams  ;  secondly,  it  ayerred  that  the 
prince  had  felt  a  curiosity  to  see  Mr.  Wiluams,  in  consequence  of  the  rumor  that  Ms. 
Williams  thought  himself  the  dauphin ;  thirdly,  that  the  meeting  was  unsought  and 
accidental;  and  fourthly,  that  it  was  so  triTial,  that  the  prince  did  not  remember  Mr. 
WiLLiAJfs*  name.  The  first  disposes  of  Mr.  WilIiams*  account  of  the  interview,  for  it 
raises  an  issue  which  evidence  alone  can  decide.  The  second,  third,  and  fourth  ave 
evidence  only  so  far  as  they  tend  to  show  an  intention  at  falsehood  on  the  part  of  tha 
prince ;  and  the  falsehood  is  evidence  only  to  show  that  the  prince  deemed  the  interview 
of  such  importance  as  to  induce  him  to  falsify  the  facts  relating  to  it. 

'  In  regard  to  the  second,  the  evidence  shows  that  the  rumor  referred  to  had  np 
ejdstenee  until  after  the  prince's  visit  to  this  country.  As  there  was  no  public  rumor 
for  the  prince  to  hear,  the  falsity  of  this  assertion  is  an  inevitable  conclusion. 

'In  regard  to  the  third.  Captain  Shook  states  that  the  prince  inquired  for  Mr.  TViir 
UAMs,  requested  Captain  Shook  to  introduce  him,  and  when  introduced,  paid  him  so 
mocfa  attention  as  to  cause  surprise.  The  other  witnesses  corroborate  this,  and  show 
that  previous  inquiries  for  Mr.  Williams  had  been  made  by  the  prince. 

'  In  regard  to  the  fourth,  Mr.  Wiluams  states  the  receipt  of  letters  from  Lodb 
Pbiuppk,  showing  that  he  was,  at  least  in  the  eyes  of  the  French  king,  a  person  of 
importance.  But  these  letters  have  been  destroyed,  and  their  contents,  unfortunately, 
are  unproved.  Two  things,  however,  tend  to  show  their  existence.  The  prince  de 
JonviLLB  admits^  through  his  secretary,  that  Louis  Philippe  wrote  to  thank  Mr. 
Williams  for  the  hospitality  and  kindness  he  had  extended  to  his  son.  Whether  this 
was  in  ordinary  courtesy  for  the  king  of  France  to  render  to  a  gentleman  with  whom 
his  son  had  spent  a  few  hours,  and  whom  he  had  met  accidentally,  will  be  for  the  jury 
to  say.  Secondly,  Mr.  Williams  has  still  a  letter  from  the  French  Consul-General  at 
New- York,  accompanying  a  present  of  books  from  the  king  of  France ;  and  also  a  letter 
of  the  prince's  secretary,  written  by  the  direction  of  the  prince,  and  in  answer  to  one 
from  Mr.  Williams  to  the  prince  himself. 

*A  great  deal,  in  the  course  of  this  controversy,  has  been  said  touching  the  veracity 
of  the  prince  and  Mr.  Williams.  Without  for  an  instant  regarding  the  account  of  that 
interview  as  evidence,  it  may  not  be  improper  for  us  to  say,  that  as  far  as  the  evidence 
extends,  the  statement  of  Mr.  Williams  appears  to  be  entirely  true,  and  the  statement 
of  the  prince  de  Joixville  utterly  false. 

*  Having  thns  disposed  of  the  historical  question  without  expressing  an  opinion,  there 
are  one  or  two  points  on  which  we  wish  to  state  our  belief  and  disbelief. 

'We  do  not  believe  that  M.  Beauchesxb  is  the  voluntary  tool  of  the  Orleans  family. 
It  is  diiefly  to  him  that  Mr.  Hanson  is  indebted  for  bis  own  evidence,  and  the  manner 
in  which  it  is  given  betokens  no  sinister  purpose.  The  care,  the  thought,  the  pathos, 
sod  the  eloquence  of  the  work,  prove  its  author's  honesty.  Such  beauty  and  such 
feeling  were  never  called  forth  by  a  fraudulent  design. 

'We  do  not  believe  that  Mr.  Hanson  has  discharged  his  work  in  a  superficial  manner, 
has  misrepresented  the  facts,  or  has  dishonestly  drawn  his  conclusions.  The  zeal,  the 
energy,  and  the  thought  in  his  work,  prove  his  sincerity.  The  inuendoes  that  have  been 
thrown  outy  and  the  sneers  that  have  been  given,  are  undeserved.  The  work  excels,  in 
aigument  and  research,  in  skill  and  power,  any  that  was  ever  written  in  such  a  contro- 
versy. We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that  of  all  the  articles  that  have  been  written 
ftgaiost  Mr.  Hanson,  there  has  not  been  one  which  has  fairly  stated  the  real  facts,  or 
deariy  understood  the  real  difficulties. 

'  We  do  think  both  works  possess  value  beyond  this  controversy.  The  beauty  and 
eloquence  of  M.  BEAtFCHBSNs  depict  the  horrors  of  the  Revolution  in  a  form  as  truthful, 
but  not  as  repulsive,  as  those  of  the  ablest  of  our  modem  historians.  We  doubt, 
indeed,  whether  there  is  any  book  which  tells  these  fearful  tales  with  such  romantic 
interest.  Under  the  guise  of  narrative,  its  author  arranges  facts  and  arguments  with 
elaborate  artfulness.    He  warms  with  his  subject  at  the  proper  places,  and  with  masterly 
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skill  pictures  events  which,  were  thej  told  in  a  novel,  the  reader  could  hardly  believe 
unreal. 

'  Mr.  Hanson  gives  us  a  nervous  review  of  modem  French  history,  and  additioual 
incidents  of  our  own.  With  lawjer-Iike  adroitness,  he  impugns  the  motives,  ridicules 
the  pathos,  exposes  the  fallacies,  demonstrates  the  errors,  and  derides  the  conclusions 
of  his  accomplished  adversary.  Of  both  authors  it  may  be  said,  they  are  advocates 
rather  than  historians.  Their  opinions  are  prejudiced,  and  their  deductions  suspicious. 
Their  statements  require  scrutiny,  and  their  assumptions  investigation.  Non  pttni^nnt 
ease  jude  et  parst.  The  work  of  Mr.  Uanson  contains  passages  of  great  force,  and  of 
consi<lerable  beauty.  In  the  former  it  is  generally  superior,  and  in  the  latter  inferior,  to 
the  rival  volume.  M.  Beauchesne  was  writing  a  narrative  which  he  believed  would  be 
conclusive:  Mr.  Hanson,  an  attack  which  he  hoped  would  be  successful.  The  effect  is 
apparent  in  their  labors.  The  work  of  the  one  is  invested  with  the  greater  dignity; 
that  of  the  other  is  possessed  of  the  greater  power. 

*  We  believe  Mr.  Williams  to  be  a  Christian  minister.  In  our  dislike  of  royalty,  we  do 
not  over-look  the  history  of  his  exemplary  life.  A  poor  Indian  boy  wandering  among  the 
wild  woods  of  the  Adirondack,  educated  among  strangers  in  the  heart  of  puritan  New- 
England,  a  brave  soldier  in  our  most  unhappy  war;  devoted  for  the  noblest  of  purposes 
to  those  whom  all  others  seem  eager  to  injure  and  neglect :  such  is  the  admitted  record 
of  his  life.  Strange  destiny  it  seems,  without  gazing  into  the  depths  which  neither  his 
memory  nor  our  knowledge  sufficiently  illume!  Others  who  acted  with  him  have 
retained  their  honors ;  but  he,  as  the  great  men  who  approved  his  services  have  dropped 
away,  has  lived  to  see  those  services  ungratefully  forgotten.  Necessity  has  chilled  the 
current  of  his  hopes,  and  reverses  have  snatched  away  the  little  be  occasionally  has 
saved.  Although  laboring  for  the  friendless  and  unfortunate,  little  of  sympathy  or 
assistance  has  been  given  in  his  aid.  At  last,  as  he  is  approaching,  with  the  cheerfulness 
of  resignation,  the  end  of  his  journey,  he  is  told  that  he  is  the  descendant  of  a  line  of 
kings.  A  story  it  is,  so  strange,  that  the  vicissitudes  within  his  memory  are  as  nothing 
to  the  romance  which  went  before.  Tet  he  looks  neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the 
left,  peacefully  pursuing  the  narrow  way  which  duty  dictates,  and  which  Heaven  has 
assigned.  Years  have  passed  since  he  first  heard  the  story,  yet  he  has  made  no  effort 
to  establish  his  claim,  or  through  it  to  obtain  respect.  Nor  4oes  he  now.  A  friend, 
voluntarily,  and  not  at  his  request,  undertook  the  task  of  establishing  his  right.  In 
the  minds  of  many,  that  right  is  conclusively  established.  Yet  still,  Mr.  Williams  aska 
for  nothing  but  the  aid  which  Christian  men  should  be  willing  to  afford.  Intent  on 
this  one  object,  avoiding  display,  renouncing  ambition,  shunning  the  world,  he  still 
meekly  labors  for  their  interests,  and  not  his  own.  It  seems  hard  that  one  who  has  so 
patiently  endured,  and  so  faithfully  performed,  should,  in  misfortune  and  old  age,  be 
reviled  as  an  impostor  and  a  cheat. 

'Should  the  theory  of  Mr.  Williams*  claim  be  found  the  truth,  it  will  present  a  pic. 
ture  of  the  vicissitudes  of  human  life,  more  strange  than  the  fancy  of  poet  or  novelist 
has  ever  sketched.  If  it  be  true,  inscrutable  to  us  are  the  decrees  of  Pbovidbnce.  Before 
us,  we  shall  see  the  legitimate  heir  of  the  great  French  monarchy  the  destitute  mis- 
sionary of  an  Indian  tribe.  Gazing  backward,  we  will  behold  the  object  of  a  haughty 
family's  affection,  hope,  and  pride,  houseless,  homeless,  friendless.  A  step  farther  will 
be  seen  an  innocent  child  taken  from  a  gorgeous  court,  then  torn  from  its  shrieking^ 
mother's  arms,  to  languish  in  the  first  Miliary  confinement  to  which  a  chiid  was  pro- 
bably ever  doomed.  There  in  the  retrospect  will  appear  the  little  heart  that  danced  so 
lightly  at  the  sight  of  courtly  pageantry,  fluttering  from  the  ceaseless  terrors  of  that 
gloomy  solitude :  the  eyes  forgetting  sight,  the  tongue  forgetting  language,  and  the 
head  that  in  infancy  was  pillowed  on  the  bosom  of  the  peerless  heroine  of  modem 
history,  in  childhood  resting  on  the  rude  branches  of  an  Ipdian's  hut.  .  Yet  in  the  fan- 
cied picture  appears  as  plainly  life's  common  result.  The  days,  as  they  passed,  have 
been  to  him  as  long,  and  the  years,  as  he  looks  back  upon  them,  appear  as  brief.  The 
tame  sun  has  warmed  him,  and  the  same  frost  chilled  him :  joys  and  sorrows,  hopes 
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aod  fean,  hare  alike  been  aroand  his  path;  he  has  breathed  the  same  air,  and  gazed 
opoo  Ihe  same  skies,  and  approaches  the  same  end. 

'  With  most  men,  the  Tisions  of  exalted  station,  under  such  circomstances,  would  form 
the  dosing  labor  of  their  lires. 

'  Gazinjr  on  the  bright  castles  which  their  fancies  paint ;  content  to  cast  awaj  their 
certain  hopes  for  imagined  nothingness;  careless  of  the  present  and  reckless  of  the 
future,  such  would  find  in  the  pleasure  of  anticipation  the  oblivion  of  their  real  life. 
The  reasonable  hopes  of  power  and  greatness  that  lighten  the  laborer's  toil,  and  stain- 
less enter  the  youthful  heart,  are  easily  perverted  from  their  heaven-sent  purpose. 

'  To  those  who  would  indulge  their  delightful  visions,  would  appear  of  the  life  thef 
possibly  might  lead,  pains  and  privations  would  fade  awaj,  and  pictures  of  happiness, 
and  power,  and  courtly  pageantry,  and  historic  fame,  would  shut  out  the  sorrows  of 
their  lowlier  lot 

*  *  Fak  happier  be,  content  with  bis  condition  I 
Love  on  the  eazih,  and  hope  beyond  the  akies ! '  * 


PiBSOSaL  NAJUtATiTB  OY  EXPLORATIONS  AND  Incidbnts  in  Texas,  New-Mexico,  California, 
Sonora,  and  Chihuahua,  connected  with  the  United  States  and  Mexican  Boundazj 
Commission,  during  the  years  18r>0,  '51,  '52,  and  %Z.  By  John  Busskll  Baetlwpt, 
rnited  States'  Commissioner  during  that  Period.  In  two  volumes :  pp.  1111.  Ncw- 
Tork :  D.  Applbton  akd  Compaxt. 

When  Mr.  Babtlett  first  received  his  appointment  at  the  hands  of  our 
GoTerninent,  we  ventored  the  prediction  that  he  would  not  only  faithfully 
discharge  the  duties  inyolved  in  his  mission,  but  that  the  public  would 
doubtless  be  indebted  to  his  pen  for  a  record  of  his  travels  and  observations, 
which  could  not  fail  to  possess  more  than  common  interest.  With  great 
knowledge  of  books ;  large  acquaintance  with  men,  and  the  most  eminent 
men,  of  the  time ;  an  accomplished  ethnological  student,  a  diligent  historical 
explorer,  and  thoroughly  conversant  with  the  geographical  features  of  the 
country ;  he  entered  upon  his  office;  and  the  result,  both  in  his  labors,  and 
in  the  record  of  them,  are  such  as  might  have  been  expected'  at  his  hands. 
Before  proceeding  to  indicate  the  general  character  of  the  work  before  us, 
let  us  say  a  few  words  in  relation  to  that  which  will  .first  strike  the  reader, 
its  outward  appearance  and  illustrations.  The  type  and  paper  are  of  the 
same  kind  which  we  had  occasion  to  mention  in  the  edition  of  AnnisoN's 
'Spectator,'  noticed  in  our  last  number — and  nothing  better  had  been  seen 
in  any  previous  American  book.  The  illustrations  are  both  numerous  and 
good.  There  are  in  the  two  volumes,  exclusive  of  maps,  sixteen  large  litho- 
graphs of  towns,  landscape-scenery,  etc.,  and  no  less  than  ninety-four  well- 
drawn  and  clearly-engraved  wood-cuts,  of  different  objects  of  interest 
encountered  in  the  author's  extended  and  varied  joumeyings. 

The  work  is  a  '  Personal  Narrative  of  Explorations  and  Incidents ; '  and 
only  such  digressions  are  admitted  as  seemed  to  the  writer  absolutely  neces- 
sary for  a  full  understanding  of  the  subject  Short  descriptions  of  the 
towns  visited  are  given,  as  well  as  general  remarks  on  the  country,  as  occa- 
sion required.  So  of  the  botany  and  zoology,  the  traveller  conveys  a  cor- 
rect idea  of  the  character  of  the  country  throughout  which  his  reader  i& 
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to  follow  him,  without  lists  and  descriptions,  scientific  or  otherwise,  of  every 
plant,  quadruped,  bird,  and  reptile  that  came  in  his  way.  The  narrative  is 
divided  into  distinct  journeys,  each  complete  in  itself.  The  first  is  firom 
Indianola,  on  the  coast  of  Texas,  where  the  Comjnission  disembarked,  xia 
San  Antonio  and  the  northern  route  (not  now  travelled)  to  £1  Paso  del 
Norte,  about  eight  hundred  and  fifty  miles.  A  second,  to  the  Copper-Mines 
of  New-Mexico,  in  the  Bocky  Mountains,  near  the  Rio  Gila^  with  a  residence 
there  of  several  months.  A  third,  to  the  interior  of  Sonora  and  back.  A 
fourth,  from  the  Copper-Mines,  along  the  boundary-line  south  of  the  Gila, 
to  the  Rio  San  Pedro,  and  thence,  through  another  portion  of  Sonora,  to 
Guaymas,  on  the  Gulf  of  California.  Seventh,  a  journey  from  San  Diego, 
by  the  Colorado  and  Gila  rivers,  to  £1  Paso  del  Norte.  And,  lastly,  a  jour- 
ney through  the  States  of  Chihuahua,  Durango,  Zacatecas,  New-Leon, 
Tamaulipas,  and  the  south-western  comer  of  Texas,  to  Corpus  Christi,  on  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico.  These  several  journeys  embrace  an  extent  of  nearly  five 
thousand  miles  by  land.  Mr.  Bartlett  has  described  with  minuteness  the 
Indian  tribes  witii  which  he  remained  for  some  time,  and  whose  habits  he 
had  a  good  opportunity  to  study,  while  he  incidentally  speaks  of  the  tribes 
through  whose  countries  he  passed,  without  entering  into  any  special  detail. 
He  was  so  fortunate  as  to  obtain  vocabularies  of  more  than  twenty  aborigi- 
nal languages,  many  of  which  had  never  been  taken  down  before,  and  none 
so  fully  as  by  himsel£  His  farther  ethnological  collections  embrace  portraits 
of  many  of  these  tribes,  both  male  and  female,  showing  the  characteristic 
features  of  each ;  in  addition  to  which,  sketches  were  taken,  exhibiting  their 
manners  and  customs,  arts,  husbandry,  etc.  It  is  greatly  to  be  hoped  that 
our  Government  may  authorize  the  publication  of  such  a  report  as  our 
author  could  prepare  upon  the  ethnology  of  the  Indian  tribes  of  the  exten- 
sive region  explored '  by  the  Boundary  Commission.  Collections  in  the 
various  departments  of  natural  science  were  extensively  made  by  the  differ- 
ent officers,  or  'professors,*  in  the  Commission,  of  which  there  were  four 
in  the  single  department  of  botany.  In  the  mines  visited,  the  mineralogical 
specimens  secured ;  the  pictorial  sketches  of  scenery  and  character  obtained ; 
in  the  maps,  drawings,  and  elaborate  sketches  executed,  there  seems  to  have 
been  a  single  eye  to  the  perfection  of  the  survey,  and  the  value  which  a  fuU 
and  truthful  record  of  its  events  might  present 

To  say  nothing  of  the  great  value  of  these  volumes  as  a  guide  to  the 
regions  visited  —  regions  destined  to  become  as  familiar  to  our  citizens  as  any 
part  of  California  itself,  so  little  known  only  a  short  time  ago  —  this  work 
of  Mr.  Bartlett  is  replete  with  interest  from  the  munner  in  which  he  has 
jotted  down  his  observations.  The  style  is  simple  and  unpretending,  and 
all  the  more  graphic  and  attractive  on  that  account  The  incidents,  many 
exciting,  some  amusing,  others  humorous,  and  all  entertaining,  evidently 
were  recorded  while  they  were  fresh  in  the  mind  of  the  author,  and  in  the 
same  fresh  way  they  will  reach  the  mind  of  the  reader.  In  the  regretted 
absence  of  space  for  extracts,  we  can  but  warmly  commend  these  volumes 
.to  a  wide  and  cordial  acceptance. 
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Koajs:  bt  ALsnr  Pnc    Printed  for  Private  Difltribution.    In  one  Tolnme:  pp.  893 
Philadelphia:  C.  Susxak,  Printer. 

^PsDiTED for privrnte  distribution,'  eh?  Does  Mr.  Pike  suppose  that  he 
cm  put  forth  a  Tolume  of  such  poetry  as  is  contained  between  the  two  covers 
of  this  yery  handsome  book,  and  have  it  *  hushed  up  ? '  Must  his  readers 
peruse  it  in  priyate,  and  *  say  nothing  to  no  body'  about  it?  If  he  does 
think  so,  he  is  slightly  mistaken,  at  least  in  (mr  case.  '  Many  a  year  is  in 
its  graye,'  since  our  lamented  friend  Inx an,  the  beloved  and  accomplished 
artist,  caDed  at  our  ofiSce,  and  invited  us  to  accompany  him  in  a  call  upon  a 
friend  of  his,  whom  he  was  anxious  that  we  should  meet  Hat  on,  and  cane 
in  hand,  we  departed ;  and  as  we  walked  up  Broadway,  he  said :  '  I  want  to 
make  yon  acquainted  with  Albert  Pike,  of  Arkansas,  one  of  your  contri- 
butors, and  author  of  the  '  Hymns  to  the  Qods,'  in  Blackwood's  Magazine ; 
ind  by  Jovx,  he  is  ens  of  the  gods  himself! '  We  went  up  to  the  Masonic 
Hall,  in  Broadway,  the  spacious  public  room  of  which  had  just  been  con- 
verted into  ^The  Knickerbocker  JBowling-Saloon,''  by  a  society  of  gentlemen 
whose  recreation  it  was  to  enjoy  the  healthy  and  manly  exercise  of  bowling. 
As  we  entered,  for  the  first  time,  it  struck  us,  as  we  remarked  at  the  time, 
that  it  seemed  like  rolling  ten-pins  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Six  alleys  ran 
the  entire  length  of  the  hall ;  and  under  the  Gothic  arches  and  pendants, 
and  in  the  westering  light  of  the  sun,  that  came  dimly  through  the  lolly, 
picturesque  windows,  the  players  at  the  farther  end  seemed  diminished  to 
the  size  of  boys.  But  it  was  no  '  boys'  play '  in  which  they  were  engaged. 
We  walked  up  to  the  upper  end  of  the  middle  alley,  where  stood  a  man  some 
six  feet  and  a  half  in  height,  erect  as  a  statue,  with  a  huge  ball  in  his  right 
hand,  (like  Persico's  Columbus,  on  the  eastern  portico  of  the  Capitol  at 
Washington,)  poising  it  for  an  inevitable  '  ten-strike.'  '  His  hair  was  thick, 
and  black,  and  long,  and  his  face  was  like  the  tan,'  but  the  fresh  blood  man- 
tled his  cheek,  and  his  eye  was  as  '  bright  as  a  new  dollar.'  This  was  Albert 
Pike  ;  and  he  looked  exactly  the  poet  that  he  is ;  a  fact,  by  the  way,  that 
cannot  always  be  alleged  of  all  other  good  poets.  The  'tall  son  of  York/ 
who  was  his  '  pardner '  in  the  next  alley,  although  a  '  man  of  inches,'  was 
not  his  '  match '  in  fullness  of  well-developed  proportions.  Mr.  C.  L.  Elliott, 
an  artist  of  considerable  '  cleverness '  in  his  peculiar  line,  painted  the  poet's 
portrait  some  years  after ;  but,  probably  for  the  sake  of  effect,  he  made  the 
beard  and  moustache  of  his  subject  gray — a  kind  of '  sable  silver ' ;  a  liberty 
which  we  think  no  faithful  portrait-painter  ought  ever  to  take  with  his 
sitters. 

Well,  this,  as  we  have  said,  was  Albert  Pike  ;  Pike,  the  lawyer,  the  legis- 
lator, the  patriot  soldier  in  Mexico,  the  poet,  the — writer  of  the  'Nugsd '  before 
us;  which  let  us  proceed  to  consider.  We  shall  say  nothing  of  the  '  Hymns 
to  the  Gods.'  Several  of  them  were  written  for,  and  appeared  in,  the 
Knickerbocker;  and  these,  as  was  the  case  with  those  from  Blackwood, 
were  widely  copied  in  this  country.    We  choose  the  rather  to  quote  from 
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those  portions  of  his  volume  which  may  be  called  songs  of  the  affections,  of 
which  it  is  easy  to  see  the  writer's  heart  is  fulL  Let  us  begin  with  hk 
^Farewell  to  NeuhEfiglcand^^  simply  premising,  that  our  poet  is  a  *son '  of  the 
New-Hampshire  division  of  that  extensive  and  renowned  region : 


'  Farewell  to  thee,  New-Eneland ! 

Farewell  to  thee  and  thine  1 
Good-bye  to  leafy  Newbury, 

And  Kowlejr's  hills  of  pine  I 

'  Farewell  to  thee,  brare  Merrimac ! 

Good-bye^  old  heart  of  blue ! 
Mar  I  but  find,  returning. 

That  all,  like  thee,  are  true ! 

'  Farewell  to  thee,  old  Ocean  I 

Gray  father  of  mad  waves  1 
Whose  suree,  with  constant  motion, 

Against  the  granite  raves. 

'Farewell  to  thee,  old  Ocean ! 

I  shall  see  thy  face  once  more, 
And  watch  thy  mighty  waves  again, 

Along  my  own  brignt  shore. 

'Farewell  the  White  Hills'  summer-snow, 

Ascutney^s  cone  of  green ! 
Farewell  Monadnock's  regal  glow, 

Old  Holyoke's  emerald  sheen  I 


'Farewell  fray  hills,  broad  lake8,8weet  dells. 
Green  f^lds,  trout-peopled  brooks  I 

Farewell  the  old  familiar  bells  t 
Good-bye  to  home  and  books ! 

'  Good-bye  to  all  1  to  friend  and  foe ! 

Few  foes  I  leave  behind : 
I  bid  to  all,  before  I  m. 

A  long  &rewell,  ana  kind. 

'Frond  of  thee  am  I,  noble  iaad! 

Home  of  the  fair  and  brave! 
Thy  motto  evermore  should  stand, 

*Banor,  or  honor*  $graiwi* 

'  Whether  I  am  on  ocean  tossed. 
Or  hunt  where  the  wild  deer  run, 

Still  shall  it  be  my  proudest  boast. 
That  I  'm  New-England's  son. 

'  So,  a  health  to  thee,  New-England, 

In  a  parting  cup  of  wine  I 
Farewell  to  leafy  Newbury, 

And  Rowley's  woods  of  pine! ' 


It  is  not  unknown  to  our  readers  that  Mr.  Pike  did  good  service  in  the  late 
war  in  Mexico ;  and  while  in  that  campaign,  he  saw  one  day  a  robin,  the 
first  and  only  one  that  he  encountered  in  the  entire  region ;  and  on  hearing 
the  song  of  the  familiar  *  Red-breast,'  ho  bursts  out  into  a  song  of  his  own, 
which,  aside  from  the  true  feeling  which  it  breathes,  is  not  less  musical  than 
the  sweet  utterance  of  which  it  is  the  theme : 

'  Hush  I  where  art  thou  clinging, 
And  what  art  thou  singing, 
Bird  of  my  own  native  land  ? 
Thy  song  is  as  sweet  as  a  iairv's  feet 
S^ppin^  on  silver  sana. 
Ana  thou  art  now 
As  merry  as  though  thou  wast  singing  at  home, 

Far  away,  in  the  spray 
Of  a  warm  shower  raininci^  through  odorous  gloom ; 
Or,  as  if  thou  wast  hid,  to  the  tip  of  thy  win^, 
By  a  broad  oaken  leaf  in  its  greenness  of  spring. 
With  thy  nest  lurking  'mid  a  gray  heaven  of  shade, 
To  protect  thy  dear  young  from  all  harm  fitly  made. 

'  Hush  I  hush !    Look  around  thee ! 
Bleak  mountains  impound  thee, 
Cliffs  ffloomy,  rocKs  barren  and  dead ; 
A  lone,  desolate  pine  doth  above  thee  incline, 
But  yields  not  a  leaf  for  thy  bed. 
Andlol  below, 
No  flowers  of  beautv  or  radiance  bloom. 

But  weeas  —  frayheads  — 
That  mutter  and  moan  when  the  wind-tides  loom. 
And  the  rain  never  falls  in  the  warm,  sunny  spring, 
To  freshen  thy  heart  or  to  strengthen  thy  wing; 
But  thou  livebt  a  hermit  these  deserts  among, 
Where  Echo  alone  makes  reply  to  thy  song. 
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'And  while  thou  art  chantiiig, 
With  head  thus  up-slanting. 
Thou  seemest  a  thought  or  a  rision, 
That  flits  with  quick  haste  o'er  the  heart's  lonelj  waste, 
WiUi  an  influence  soothing,  eljsian : 
Or  a  lone,  sweet  tone, 
Thai  sounds  for  a  time  in  the  ear  of  Sobsow  : 

Ah!  soon,  too  soon, 
I  mnsi  bid  thee  a  long  and  a  sad  good-morrow .' 
Bui  if  thou  wilt  turn  to  the  south  thy  wing, 
I  will  meet  thee  again  in  the  end  of  spring, 
And  thr  nest  can  be  made  where  the  peacn  and  the  vine 
Shall  shade  thee,  and  tendril  and  leaf  shall  entwine. 

'  Ah !  thou  art  a  stranger,  and  darer  of  danger, 

That  over  these  mountains  hast  flown ; 
For  the  land  of  the  North  is  the  clime  of  thy  birth, 
And  here  thou,  like  me,  art  alone. 
Go  back  on  thy  track! 
It  were  wiser  and  better  for  thee  and  me. 

Than  to  mourn,  alone. 
So  far  from  the  wares  of  our  own  bright  sea: 
Then  the  eyes  that  we  left  to  grow  dim,  months  ago, 
Will  greet  us  again  with  their  idolized  glow. 
I>et  us  haste,  then,  sweet  bird,  to  reTisit  our  home. 
Where  the  oak-leares  are  green,  and  the  sea-waters  foam! ' 

We  do  not  ^tantent  ourselves '  with  one  more  selection,  but  it  is  reallj  all 
for  which  we  have  space.  And  if  we  hare  any  reader  who  is  an  incorrigible 
hicfador,  or  one  who  never  felt  Move's  holy  flame/  we  advise  him  to  skip 
*Gexetieve'  at  once : 


'Or  an  the  rirers  of  the  West, 
I  love  the  clear  Neosho  best; 
For  there  was  I  first  truly  blest  — 
There  first  in  mj  fond  arms  I  pressed 

Ky  blushmg  Gbxetiete. 
Her  eyes  were  bright,  yet  black  as  night. 
And  radiant  withloTe's  holy  light: 
A  tender,  melancholy  pair. 
Brilliant  as  if  were  (hron^d  there 

Twin  love-stars  of  the  ere. 
How  dear  to  me  that  rosy  month ! 
Sweet  as  the  sweet-briar  of  the  South ; 
Those  little,  graceful,  dancing  feet. 
Thai  flew  so  joyfully  to  meet 
Me,  on  our  old,  rude,  oaken  scat, 

Close  to  the  clear  Neosho ! 

'On  my  fond  heart  her  forehead  fair, 
la  tmatine  fondness  pillowed  there  ^ 
The  sun-shine,  flashing  from  her  hair. 
With  golden  glory  filled  the  air 

Thai  swam  round  Ovkkvisve. 
Her  lips  dirine  pressed  close  to  mine — 
Xay,  sown  not,  Diak  !  pure  as  thine. 
Were  soul  and  heart,  and  lip  and  eye ; 
Pure  as  an  angel  of  the  sky 

Was  my  sweet  OBicsTisya ! 
Vbet  boeoai's  snowy  paradise. 
Forbidden  to  unhallowed  eyes. 

Beat  with  derotion  on  my  breast; 
And,  elasping  fundi j  her  slight  waist. 
Those  rofly,  loring  fips  I  kissed, 

Chaste  aa  the  cold  Neosho. 


*  The  riyer  mnrmored  in  its  bed ; 
The  scented  cloTer  round  us  spread; 
The  birds  sang  gladly  oyerhead ; 
Bees  at  the  honeysuckle  fed : 

AU  loyed  my  GBKryiEVB. 
Her  petted  deer  was  ever  near, 
A  gentle  thing,  devoid  of  fear; 
The  flowering  yines  above  us  made 
A  silver  dusk,  half  light,  half  shade. 

From  mom  tilldewy  eve. 
And  there  she  murmured  m  my  ear 
The  words  I  longed  and  hoped  to  hear. 
Confessing  she  was  all  my  own. 
Which  her  dear  eyes  before  had  shown, 
While  often  we  sat  there  alone. 

Close  to  the  clear  Neosho. 

*  Over  the  lofty  Cavanole 

The  crimson  clouds  still  foam  and  roll ; 
But  she  is  gone  that  was  the  soul, 
Illumine  lile  a  sun  the  whole, 

iTy  sweet  young  Genevieve! 
Vanished  are  those  bright  hours  that  rose 
Like  golden  drifts  at  day*s  soft  close ; 
That  face  no  longer  greets  me  here, 
Which  made  these  grassy  banks  so  dear: 

I  stay  behind  to  gneve. 
Tet  still  I  love  the  tranquil  tide. 
On  which  I  wooed  and  won  mv  bride. 
Long  years  have  passed  sinc^sne  was  there. 
Yet  I  preserve,  with  iealous  care. 
Our  okL  rude,  twistea  oaken  chair, 

That  hallows  the  Neosho.' 
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Is  not  this  a  charming  picture  of  female  loTeliness  ?    '  Tea  or  nay  ? ' 

'As  of  one  heart-sore, 
Her  wasted  hands  were  crossed  upon  her  breast, 
Thin,  and  transparent  as  an  ametnjst 
fier  nead  hung  drooping,  like  the  heavy  bud 
Of  a  faint  lily.    When  the  abundant  flood 
Of  the  rich  moon-light  fell  upon  her  fiice. 
It  met  in  her  large  eje  a  changeless  gaze, 
A  ghastly  paleness  on  her  brow  and  cheek, 
Which,  plamer  than  all  words  could  do,  did  speak 
Utter  aespair.' 

We  think  Mr.  Pike  has  made  a  slight  mistake  in  keeping  his  private  '  I ' 
from  the  public  eye,  in  this  attractive  volume.  One  who  can  write  as  he  has 
written,  whose  verse  is  a  pellucid  sti'eam,  through  which  his  heart  shines 
like  a  diamond,  need  not  have  permitted  his  modesty  to  do  the  public  an 
injustice.  However,  his  'private  distribution,^  if  it  embraces  all  his  friends, 
will  exhaust  a  large  edition. 


Thb  Complbtb  Pobtical  Works  of  William  Wobdswobth.  Edited  by  Hknrt  Rbxd, 
Professor  of  English  Literature  in  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  in  one  volume : 
pp.  720.    Philadelphia:  Hats  and  Zbll,  Number  198,  liarketrstreet 

We  have  already  alluded  to  a  fQ|mer  edition  of  Wordsworth's  complete 
works,  edited,  with  great  care  and  good  taste,  by  Pofessor  Reed  ;  but,  after 
all,  it  was  not  a  '  complete '  edition,  in  the  full  sense  of  the  term,  or  the  pre- 
sent would  not  be  so  great  an  impr<)vement  as  it  is  upon  the  former.  In  the 
present  volume,  the  text  of  the  former  edition  has  been  mainly  retained, 
but  it  contains  numerous  additional  poems,  selected  and  inserted  under  the 
author's  own  direction,  and  with  his  latest  revisions.  It  also  contains  some 
pieces  which  were  inadvertently  omitted  from  the  very  last  London  edition 
of  his  works.  There  is  an  alphabetical  index  to  the  ^ poems,  and  an  index 
to  the  first  lines,  which,  with  an  ample  general  table  of  contents,  render 
reference  to  any  particular  poem  an  easy  matter ;  and  this,  as  all  lovers  of 
Wordsworth  will  see,  supplies  an  important  desideratum  to  the  consulting 
of  an  author  so  voluminous  as  the  great  head  of  the  *  Lake  School.'  In  the 
pre&tory  matter  of  the  volume,  Mr.  Reed  has  introduced  the  tributes  paid 
to  the  genius  of  Wordsworth  by  the  late  Hartley  Coleridge,  and  by  Tal- 
fourd,  together  with  the  still  grander  one  from  the  pen  of  the  author  of 
*  The  Christian  Year ; '  '  a  faithful  and  eloquent  exposition  of  the  character 
and  spiritual  worth  of  Wordsworth's  poetry,  expressed  with  such  truthful- 
ness and  beauty  of  diction  that  the  words  scarcely  seem  to  belong  to  a  dead 
language,  when  thus  made  the  eloquent  utterance  of  living  thought  and  feel- 
ing.' The  present  edition  demands  the  •same  pnuse  on  the  score  of  typo- 
graphical execution  which  we  awarded  to  the  former  one.  It  is  well  printed, 
in  double  columns,  upon  good  paper,  and  is  embellished  wjth  an  engraved 
bust  of  Wordsworth,  and  a  fine  view  of  Rydal  Mount,  his  life-long  resi- 
dence. 
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A  Lbctubb  upon  Art. — We  have  perused  with  unwonted  interest,  a 
^Leotwre  upon  Art,^  delirered  some  weeks  since  in  Rochester,  bj  Henbt 
J.  Brkzct,  Esq.  An  accomplished  landscape-painter,  deroted  with  sincere 
iSkd&on  to  his  noble  art,  he  adds  to  these  advantages  as  a  lecturer 
upon  a  favorite  and  familiar  theme,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  best 
oottectioDfl  4»f  art  abroad,  which  he  visited  and  studied  during  a  foreign  resj- 
denoe  of  sevend  years.  The  antiquity,  the  omnipresence,  so  to  speak,  of 
one  of  the  chief  elements  of  art,  is  fervidly  set  forth  in  the  passage  which 


*  Whbv  the  supreme  BuLxa  of  the  aBiyem  created  the  four  elements,  it  strikes  me 
tlHi  thej  were  intended  to  be  the  materials  out  of  which  man  was,  in  pai%  to  hare  bis 
being.  They  were  the  leading  qualities  of  the  onirene,  and  destined  to  reproduce,  ad 
iikJMimm^  other  minor  elements — minor,  but  equally  essential  and  equally  enduring. 
We  were  to  enter  into  their  spirit,  and  their$  into  ours. 

'Ha  made  the  air,  the  lea,  the  sun,  (that  blazing  ancestor  of  fire,)  and  Ha  made  the 
esr^  On  the  latter,  more  especially,  I  feel  inclined  to  build  my  structure  of  art-idea, 
■ad  attempt,  hnrriedlj  and  compressedly  to  be  sure,  to  establish  mj  &bric  of  uniTersal 
lore  fcr  its  spirit  A  solemn  thought  comes  over  me  at  this  moment,  and  one  that  will 
Dot  bear  sappression.  Let  me  utter  it  with  no  mock  semblance  of  reverence,  but  aim* 
plj,  and  in  &ith.  It  was  the  Intention  of  the  Gbxat  Disposbr  that  at^  should  he.  Ha 
wflled  it  from  the  dawn,  and  U  was,  Hs,  himself  was  the  author  of  the  thought,  (for, 
ia  reason,  none  other  could  be,)  and  the  artificer  of  his  intention.  Ha  made  a  theory, 
aad  called  it  BiAirrr. 

'  Into  the  vast  solitudes  of  the  {wimal  era,  when  the  wheels  of  time  rolled  simply  oyer 
thfaigs,  and  not  over  historic  events,  ere  days  were  clocked,  or  years  calendared,  ere 
formation  had  grown  out  of  the  seasons,  and  circumstances  out  of  existences,  let  me 
fiir  an  instant  pause  with  you,  and  let  your  imaginations  sympathize  with  mine  in  the 
logic  of  its  fkncy,  and  conceiye  the  worid  a  chaotic  mass  of  materials. 

'As  we  tfans  stand  in  the  grim  silence  and  the  glorious  gloom,  see  how  gradually 
comes  OTer  the  upward  Tault  the  tremulous  wares  of  lights  gathering  the  clouds  into 
fam  and  order.  See  the  purple-tinted  and  the  snow-capped  vapors,  how  they  are  spread 
in  huge  pillars  and  domes.  See  how  they  move  fix>m  east  to  west,  with  the  uprising 
and  onward  advancing  sun.  Anon,  glittering  in  a  pageantry  of  splendor,  he  wheels 
his  golden  axles,  and,  at  his  meridian  hei^t»  looks  down  from  the  young  skies  upon  a 
fweaied  world  of  monntsia,  forest,  lake,  ocean,  plain,  and  green  savannahs,  and  rivers 
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laanching  their  bright  tides  through  the  lengths  of  oontineDts.  Alone,  with  the  Etebkal, 
were  the  sua  and  the  revolving  spheres ;  alone  in  a  mightj  realm  of  beauty-  —  a  beauty 
that  is  now  existing  in  all  the  main  features  of  its  creation,  as  it  was  then,  fixed  in  the 
firm  necessity  of  a  positive  element 

'Why  is  this  beauty  found  in  the  organism  of  all  created  objects?  Why  is  not  all 
disjointed,  out  of  sorts,  mixed  in  a  medley  of  confusion?  Why  is  not  the  moon.bUu:k» 
and  the  earth  black?  Why  is  not  every  mountain  exactly  like  its  sister  mountain? 
Why  is  not  every  river  straight  and  as  formal  as  a  Hollander's  canal  ?  Why  do  they 
not  push  up  hill,  instead  of  tumbling  in  torrents  of  liquid  diamonds  JErom  beetling  clifiT 
to  the  dark  gorge  beneath  ?  Why  are  not  all  trees  straight  as  the  pole  of  a  clothes-line, 
and  wearisome  to  the  eye  by  their  infiunous  monotony  ?  Why  are  not  all  rocks  of  a  mud- 
formation,  disgusting  to  the  sight  and  miry  to  the  tread?  Why  are  men  pretty  good- 
looking  sometimes,  and  women  (when  they  are  women)  always  beautiful? 

'  You  anticipate  my  answer  to  my  own  questions,  and  would  exclaim,  did  not  the 
rules  of  the  lecture-room  forbid,  that  it  is  because,  as  I  have  said  before,  'Beauty  exists 
cu  an  demmt*  and  so  it  will  exist  for  ever.' 

The  lecturer  next  proceeds  to  give  the  following  glowing  description  of 
Paradise,  in  connection  with  Art : 

'Tbb  murmuring  river  runs  its  course  by  banks  garlanded  with  roses.  The  mur- 
muring river  reveals  in  its  sparkling  depths  the  shadows  of  trees  that  lifl  their  wealth 
of  foliage  to  the  air.  Imagination  flits  into  the  endless  reaches  of  the  forests,  where 
musical  birds  swing  on  boughs  whose  leaves  bear  the  odors  of  heaven.  Through  long, 
winding  avenues,  glimpses  are  caught  of  the  blue  mountain  barrier  that,  in  tone  and 
sentiment,  holds  companionship  with  the  firmament.  Here  and  there  the  broad-winged 
light  falls  on  the  velvet  turf,  and  spreads  the  shadows  of  stars  upon  the  ambrosial 
spaces ;  shadows,  soft  and  dim  as  the  dreams  of  love,  creep  pleasantly  beneath  vine- 
clad,  over-hanging  rocks.  The  river  murmuringly  flows  on,  and  blossoms  of  the  per- 
petual spring,  fiillen  from  the  profuse  shores  and  the  clustering  trees,  dapple  its  surface 
with  their  varied  tints,  and  speak  the  first  bright  thought  of  mingled  color.  It  is  not 
enough,  all  this ;  not  quite  enough.  Beauty  pervades  the  scene.  It  is  steeped  in  the 
very  mightiness  of  perfection,  and  yet  it  is  not  perfect ;  for  that  which  is  to  esteem  this 
perfection  is  not  here.  The  Alm iobtt  is  here ;  but  even  that,  it  seems,  is  not  enough ; 
and  so,  when  the  moon  is  bathing  this  wilderness  of  inconceivable  natural  glory,  a  form 
appears,  all  ^compact  and  divine.  Max  is  in  Paradise,  and  s#on  through  those  dim 
woods,  where  shadows  wander,  another  form  is  seen.  'T  is  painted  air  that  glides  into 
our  senses.    'T  is  Woman  ! 

*  Why  do  wo  find  all  these  natural  beauties  there?  They  are  before  us,  and,  being 
there,  ttiey  are  essential,  else  they  never  would  haw  been  there.  Their  birth  is  befi>re 
the  Scriptures  and  the  Fall.  They  were  made  to  be  the  companions  of  man ;  to  be  his 
feUow-dwellers,  and  he  was  not  simply  to  draw  his  sustenance  from  them,  not  simply 
to  plough  the  land,  and  plant  the  crop,  and  reap  it,  (as  social  verdicts  now-a-days  reap 
the  beard,)  but  to  lie  down  upon  its  breast,  and  from  it,  and  with  it,  and  with  them, 
look  up  to  their  mutual  Goo,  and  understand  each  other.' 

Having  briefly  sketched  lus  conception  of  the  *  Idea  of  Art/  the  lecturer 
leaves  the  mythical  portion  of  his  subject,  and  passes  on  to  the  practical 
enlargement  of  the  principle  inrolyed  in  his  theme.  *  I  will  not  attempt,* 
he  remarks,  *  to  concentrate  our  understanding  of  art  in  any  verbal  expla- 
nation. Three  words,  or  three  lines,  might  inform  us  of  the  nature  of  art,  but 
its  meaning  is  too  broad,  its  scope  too  extensive,  to  be  treated  by  the  philo- 
sophy of  phraseology.  Those  who  are  desirous  of  a  *  short  cut'  to  such 
information  I  can  refer  to  Johnson,  that  despot  of  language,  or  to  our  own 
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,  that  Noah  of  syUables,  who,  taking  all  known  words  into  the 
ark  of  his  lexicography,  has  saved  them  from  the  flood  of  cheap  literary 
invention  that  for  more  than  'forty  days'  has  been  invading  our  shores  and 
has  penetrated  even  to  the  Ararat  of  our  select  libraries.'  The  subjoined 
tribute  to  Grecian  art  evinces  the  *  fervent  Acridity '  of  a  true  devotee : 

'  Qo  back  with  me  to  remoter  times.  Oo  where  first  this  flower  bloomed,  and  where 
it  waa  nnrtored;  where  it  waa  taught  to  chiater  around  the  temples,  and  twine  its  ten> 
drils  over  every  monument  that  Mind  sugiceated  should  be  raised  to  warriors  victorious 
or  bards  inspired.  Climb  with  me  the  rocky  steep  on  which  the  Parthenon  stood  in 
its  prii^  when  Pxucues,  the  Magnificent,  held  the  governmental  reins  of  Attica.  'T  is 
there,  in  Qreeee,  that  we  must  look  for  the  dawn  of  practical,  poetic  art  'T  is  .there 
thai  we  can  linger  amid  her  gorgeous  mansioua  of  the  gods,  and  trace  the  chisel  or  the 
peDcU  of  her  artists,  blending  the  gracea  of  rapturous  beauty  with  the  awtiil  sublimity 
of  the  heathen  mythology.  There  we  find  the  edifice  of  piety,  purer  than  the  divinity 
to  whose  honor  it  was  raised,  and  even  the  statue  more  durable  in  its  £ime  than  that 
of  the  popular  idol  it  was  erected  to  commemorate.  Such,  at  times,  is  the  power  of 
ut,  thai  it  ideaKaea  ideality  itself  and,  with  its  Promethean  fire,  takea  from  Deetiny  the 
•piiii  of  its  eternal  ezistenoe.' 

Passing  over  the  history  of  the  progress  of  the  Grecian  schools  of  art, 
the  lecturer' pauses  for  a  few  moments  in  the  shadow  of  a  building  upon  the 
Acropolis  of  Athens.  The  era  is  in  the  heathen  calendar,  and  dates  some 
centuries  before  the  rising  of  the  '  Star  of  Bethlehem : ' 

'The  hour  is  mid-night,  and  over  the  distant  hills  the  moon  is  all  uprisen,  and  lights 
the  animated  marbleaof  the  near  Pantellicus.  The  filmed  ^gean  sea  is  shmibering 
along  its  shores,  unawokened  hj  its  billows,  where  Thxmistoclbs  has  fought,  and  Plato 
nuued.  A&r  off"  we  catch  dim  outlines  of  the  mountain  ridges  where  Persia  made 
Thermopjla  an  altar :  and  there,  where  the  plain  sweeps  into  loily  cliffs,  is  the  fiur- 
lamed  Bay  of  Salamis,  where  Greece  gave  a  grave  to  Persia.  Near  us  are  fragments  of 
fragments,  and  marble  leaves  seem  bursting  from  out  the  moon-stecpcd  rock.  Here 
and  there  a  figure,  tall  and  graceful,  posses  from  the  shadow  into  light,  and  is  lost  in 
the  angle  of  a  wall  that  Phidias  has  leaned  upon,  as  we  lean  now,  aud  gazed,  as  we 
are  gazing,  upon  the  crowning  triumph  of  art  —  of  art  in  all  its  branches  —  the  Par- 
thenon, the  temple  of  the  tutelar  Hinkbva.  Here  are  statues  and  paintings  innumera- 
ble; the  fretted  pile  is  replete  with  groups,  wonderful  even  then,  when  art  was  at  its 
zenith,  and  wonderful  now,  from  its  contrast  with  what  the  modems  have  performed. 
Pbbiclss  has  lived  long  enough  to  conquer  even  political  animosity,  and  to  enjoy,  with 
the  whole  of  Athens,  these  accumulated  triumphs  of  h!s  policy.  Ho  has  just  won  the 
verdict  of  the  Athenians  in  his  &vor;  for,  as  Plutaech,  that  Boswell  of  antiquity,  and 
GiEBOir,  MrKCHAnsKK  of  biographers,  inform  us,  he  had  said,  when,  in  a  fit  of  madness, 
the  people  had  condemned  him  to  pay  out  of  his  own  purse  for  the  public  edifices,  (he 
had  preriously  suggested  to  them  that  resort,  when  they  grumbled  at  his  having  paid 
his  artists  out  of  the  treasury  of  the  commonwealth ;)  *  I  will  pay  for  all  this,'  he  said, 
sweeping  his  great  Grecian  hand  around  that  Paradise  of  unfallcn  '  Ev£s  and  Adajis, 
of  gods  and  heroes,  and  splendid  palaces  of  religion,*  and  of  state,  '  but  only  let  the 
new  edifices  be  inscribed  with  my  name,  not  that  of  the  people  of  Athens.'  The  histo- 
rian says:  'Whether  it  was  that  they  admired  the  greatness  of  his  spirit,  or  were  ambi- 
tious of  the  glory  of  such  magnificent  works,  they  cried  out '  that  he  might  spend  as 
much  more  as  he  pleased  of  the  public  treasure,  without  sparing  it  in  the  least/  All 
this  waa  veiy  fine,  by  the  way,  in  our  fiiends  of  Athens ;  for  the  truth  of  the  matter  is, 
the  money,  properly  speaking,  was  money  contributed  for  the  benefit  of  the  whole  of 
Greece,  by  the  protected  cities  of  the  confederation.  Speaking  as  an  artist,  and  not  as 
a  moralist,  particularly  a  political  one,  I  think  Pbbiclbs  was  right 
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*  Tarrjring  long  enough  to  drink  in  our  full  of  the  exterior  beftuties  of  the  acene,  let 
U8,  like  a  band  of  happy  travellers,  enter  the  vast  hallfl  of  this  pillared  pile  of  marble. 
The  candelabras  are  lighted,  and,  brighter  than  the  moon,  thej  flash  on  statues  and 
paintings,  the  works  of  Phidias,  and  Poltclstus,  Alcamkxbs,  Peaxitelbs,  and  Mtbox. 
Anon,  we  stand  at  the  base  of  that  famed  statue  of  the  Protectress — the  high-bom 
divinity  of  the  land.  It  gazes,  with  its  moveless  ejes,  out  upon  the  western  air,  upon 
the  Areopagus,  the  Agora,  and  over  the  plain  and  over  the  sea.  It  is  armed,  like  Hax- 
lbt's  Father's  ghost,  and,  with  its  visor  up,  the  live-night-long  it  keeps  its  watch  upon 
the  battlements  of  its  beloved  metropolis.  Whatever  Greek  from  distant  parts  return- 
ing, either  from  the  mountain  fiurms  or  from  the  stranger  climes  afar,  that  lanoe  and 
crest  are  the  first  things  his  eager  eyes  behold.  High  raised  above  the  temples  and  the 
tympanums  that  surround  it^  from  the  Rock  of  Freedom,  like  the  sphynx  frowk  the 
desolate  sands  of  Egypt,  it  looks  the  Present  and  the  Future  in  the  face.'  Beantifhl  and 
mysterious:  'tis  poetry  in  sculpture,  art  in  bronze;  and,  as  the  whitening  billow 
bears  the  wanderer  home,  he  feels  that  this  genius  of  his  country,  this  idol  of  his  wor- 
ship, is  the  type  by  which  the  coming  time  shall  read  how  great  was  Greece  when  art 
was  great  in  Attica.' 

Reluctant  as  we  are  to  close  our  imperfect  notice  of  this  performance,  we 
must  fain  content  ourselves  and  our  readers  with  the  following  eloquent 
sentences : 

'  Thb  histoiy  of  Roman  art  I  can  say  but  little  of.  The  Romans  robbed  the  Greeks, 
and  bore  their  works  to  Rome,  not  to  be  returned,  as  in  the  similar  case  of  Kapolbok, 
who  robbed  Europe  to  adorn  Paris. 

'Art  lay  with  its  body  near  the  surfiioe  of  the  earth  for  many  centuries,  and,  although 
we  find  now  and  then  some  signs  of  its  revival,  as  in  the  app^&rance  of  the  Laocook, 
found  in  Asia-Minor,  and  to  which  PLimr  has  particularly  alluded,  or  in  an  arch  built 
in  one  of  the  Roman  avenues,  the  world  seemed  contented  with  what  had  been  done, 
and  turned  its  ruffianed  thoughts  to  battle  and  devastation. 

'Still,  in  the  minds  of  men  slept  the  fires  that  needed  but  some  spark  to  kindle  into 
a  Pbbiclbsian  flame.  Still,  in  the  thunder-smitten  quarries,  where  the  lightning  had 
chiseled  for  centuries  its  autograph  among  the  neglected  rocks,  the  spirit  of  Phidias 
walked  and  hoped.  Still,  in  the  rain-bow,  and  the  changing  hues  of  the  seasons,  in 
the  deep  colors  of  the  quiet  or  the  stormy  sea,  in  the  blutf,  misty  mountain  and  the 
velvet  plain,  the  muse  of  painting  held  commune  with  nature  and  watched  for  the  dawn 
of  feeling  out  of  the  almost  perpetual  night  of  war.  That  dawn  came  at  last;  came 
when  AuonsTUS,  the  best  of  the  Cjbsabs,  held  dominion  over  golden  and  empurpled 
Rome. 

<The  mind  took  another  direc|ion,  in  rivalry  of  the  more  beautiful  and>  artistic  era 
of  Grecian  intellect,  and  no  age  presents  so  noble  an  array  of  poets  and  prose»-writerB 
as  appeared  at  that  period.  The  goddesses  were  sung  of  by  Ovid,  never  allowing  the 
marble  to  share  their  immortality.  The  woods  and  wilds  were  treated  of  in  agricultu- 
ral and  horticultural  poetry  by  Yibgil,  in  his  Georgics,  and  scenes  of  the  senate  were 
perpetuated  in  the  eloquence  of  Cicero,  and  the  events  of  nations  in  the  annals  ot 
Tacitus.  It  seems  that  nothing  could  exist  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  genius  of  that 
day  bat  bulwarks  around  conquered  cities,  or  bridges  architcctured  for  battling  cohorts. 
Greece,  when  it  robbed  Troy  of  its  Hblkk,  seemed  to  have  possessed  itself  with  the 
spirit  of  perpetual  beauty,  and  Italy,  the  asylum  of  the  pious  ^nbas,  to  have  inherited 
nothing  from  him  beyond  the  desire  to  extend  new  colonies,  and  thus  retrieve  the  &te 
of  unhappy  Homeric  Ilium.  But  gradually,  over  the  mountain-tops  of  these  unartlstic 
times,  the  sun  was  blending  with  the  cloud.  A  universal  idea  can  never  be  enti^ly 
destroyed,  except  by  the  same  hand  that  could  suspend  a  universe  in  its  action.  In 
Italy,  religion  made  of  art  a  parable  and  a  prayer.  Looking  up  to  the  monuments 
wrenched  tcom  Attica,  the  painters  of  Italy  inspired  the  form  of  grandeur  and  the  idea 
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of  ezoellenoe,  and  the  result  has  been  that  Italj  now  is  the  shrine  toward  which  the 
lorer  of  art  directs  his  steps,  as  to  a  shrine  of  dirine  idolatry.' 

We  had  pencilled  for  quotation  an  interesting  account  of  the  trus  Venus, 
(not  the  statae  of  which  BraoN  sang,)  but  our  lack  of  space  precludes  the 
insertion  of  the  passage.  The  annexed  reference  (in  a  running  commentary 
xxpoa  some  of  die  master-pieces  of  art  in  the  Louyre)  to  a  landscape  of 
ChjkUDs  Lorraine,  must  dose  this  notice : 

'  Thku  is  the  tower  that  marks  the  entrance  to  the  harbor.  See  how  powdered  it  is 
in  the  xefiracted  sun-light;  and  awaj  out,  over  the  regularlj  undulating  horizon  of  the 
sea,  mark  how  the  breexe  darkens  the  billows,  and,  upward  looking,  behold  the  jellow 
sen,  just  hanging  oyer  the  surfieu^  of  the  glittering  brine.  Trees,  dark  and  feathery, 
sad  foil  of  air,  that  turns  the  leaves  oyer  upon  their  backs,  and  then  puts  them  right 
tgain,  waye  oyer  our  heads,  and  palaces  of  merchant-princes,  with  their  open  windows 
filled  with  flowers,  stand  in  the  centre  of  this  scene,  while  groups  of  sailors  and  Toya- 
gen  on  the  Mediterranean  Sea  are  distributed  in  the  fore-ground,  to  impart  the  signs 
of  human  sympathies  to  the  subject' 

Equally  graphic  and  forcible  are  the  sketches  of  the  elder  Vbrnet's 
'Wreck  of  the  'Medusa,*'  Brutus  witnessing  the  accomplishment  of  his 
own  sentence  of  death  against  his  sons,  etc  But  we  are  'at the  end  of  our 
tether.' 


Another  Chapter  of  '  Uncle  Reuben  f  and,  to  our  conception,  the  most 
eDtertaining  that  has  yet  appeared  in  the  history  of  that  amusing  and  yindic- 
tiye  'old  joker.'  The  best  of  it  is,  that  all  these  incidents  are  strictly 
authentic : 

"Uhclb  RxuBB3r'was  one  day  listenmg  to  Dr.  Banks,  while  he  discoursed  rery 
leaniedly  on  ethical  doctrines,  but  in  a  rery  anti-christian  manner.  He  closed  his 
speech  with  a  yiolent  thrust  at  Christianity,  and  evidently  felt  as  if  he  had  both 
astonished  and  confounded  his  hearers.  When  he  had  concluded,  'Uncle  Beubek' 
sobeiiy  said: 

"Doctor,  I  do  not  think  you  are  appreciated  in  this  yillage.'  (The  Doctor  began  to 
awell  up  with  delightful  pride.)  *  The  people  can  not  comprehend  you ;  you  are  too 
profound  —  too  great  a  man.  Throw  physio  to  the  dogs,  Doctor.*  (The  Doctor  was 
aching  with  delight)  '  What  a  tremendous  sensation  you  would  create  here  in  the  land 
of  the  PUgrims  if  you  would  set  up  for  a  Bmihen  Philowpher.  Mortal  man  could  not 
stand  before  your  depth  of  reasoning.    Tes,  Doctor * 

'Db.  Bahxs:  'You  do  me  much  honor  Mr.  P ,  and  I  will  take  your  suggestion 

into  attentiye  consideration.' 

"UxcLE  Reubbk:'  'Yes,  Doctor,  set  up  for  a  Heathen  Philosopher,  but  mind  you, 
when  you  put  out  your  notice  that  you  hare  set  up  for^a  Heathen  PhUosopher,  be 
ouefol  and  truthfol,  and  leave  off  the  term  Philotopher,  and  you  will  accomplish  the 
nst* 

'Dr.  BAina  had  once  been  'an  orthodox,'  in  good  standing.  From  thence  he  went 
over  to  Infidelity,  Atheism,  Pantheism,  and  finally  brought  up  against  Platonism,  and 
rdigioasly  believed  in  the  transmigration  of  souls.  Futhermore,  he  avowed  a  distinct 
neollection  of  having  inhabited  some  other  body  than  his  present  one.  '  tJncle  Rbdbbn  ' 
qnestioned  him  very  seriously  as  to  the  nature  of  the  things  recollected,  and  then  said  : 
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'  *  I  hare  no  doubt  but  I  mjraelf  hare  inhabited  some  other  tenement  than  the  one  I  now 
live  in.  The  Platonic  ideas  and  qotions  are  comforting  and  reasonable,  and  though  mj 
recollections  about  the  body  I  hare  heretofore  occupied  is  vague  and  indistinct^  yet  it 
is  none  the  less  true/  (The  Doctor  seemed  pleased.)  '  My  recollection  is  more  of 
events  and  i^eas,  than  of  the  body  I  inhabited.  I  may  indeed  have  had  no  body  at  tSi, 
but  I  have  recollections  of  coming  in  contact  with  varioas  nunds,  and  if  I  am  not  very 
much  mistaken  I  have  been  in  contact  with  the  mind,  or  life,  or  living  principle  of  Dr. 
Baxks,  and  with  Aw  body.' 

*  Jitu  Banks  :  '  Mr.  P 1  am  charmed  and  delighted.    Your  experience  corresponds 

with  mine.    And  pray,  Mr.  P ^  what  body  had  I  on,  when  you  encountered  me?  * 

' '  Ukclb  Reuben  : '  '  I  would  not  speak  with  entire  certainty  in  such  matters,  for  the 
recollection  is  more  dream-like  than  real.* 

*  De.  Banks  :  *  Of  course  it  is ;  but  pray,  Mr.  P ,  divulge  to  me  what  was  the  body 

in  which  you  encountered  me,  for  I  am  more  desirous  of  that  information  than  of  all 
other  wisdom.' 

*  *  Uncle  Reuben  :  *  *  Well,  it  is  an  impreMion  —  it  hardly  rises  to  reliable  belief —  it 
goes  only  for  what  it  is  worth.' 

'  Db.  Banks  :  *  Pray  go  on ;  pray  do  ;  don't  fear.' 

'  *  Uncle  Reuben:  '  '  Well,  if  you  are  willing  to  hear  it  without  holding  any  hard- 
ness  ' 

'  Dr.  Banks  :  *  Certainly  not  —  most  certainly  not.' 

*  *  Uncle  Reuben  : '  '  If  I  am  not  much  mistaken,  the  body  in  which  I  hare  heretofore 
encountered  you  was  an  old-fashioned  rotary  cookiaig-stove  !  * 

'  The  Doctor  never  after  could  bear  the  remotest  allusion  to  the  species  and  fiintasms 
of  Plato. 

'  It  was  often  amusing  to  see  how  very  desirous  people  were  to  keep  on  the  right  side 
of  *  Uncle  Reuben.'  No  body  ever  dared  to  express,  even  if  ihey/elt,  an  enmity  toward 
ihim,  and  every  acquaintance  would  deviate  a  long  way  from  his  own  path  to  do  him  a 
favor.  This  was  partly  because  he  was  one  of  the  best^hcarted  men  in  the  world,  and 
{Kirtly  because  he  never  forgot  a  friend  who  would  do  him  a  favor,  nor  a  stupid  fellow 
that  would  not. 

'  His  name  was  never  mentioned  but  the  company  was  on  tip-toe  to  know  what  was 
coming,  and  if  any  one  slighted  him,  or  trampled  on  his  rights,  thousands  of  ears  were 
listening  till  they  heard  how  'Uncle'  paid  him. 

*Now  CH.iBLBs  Stkangb,  as  he  went  on  Saturday  nights  from  the  *Red  Factory,'  so 
called,  five  miles  to  the  west,  down  to  Plimpting,  three  miles  to  the  cast,  used  to  clip 
the  corners  and  walk  across  the  clover  and  oats,  to  the  great  anno^-ance  of  'Uncle 
Reuben.'  *  Uncle  Reuben  *  suggested  to  him  that '  the  road  was  made  to  walk  in,'  but 
Charles  heeded  it  not 

'  One  Saturday  night  in  July,  the  sun  an  hour  and  a  half  high,  '  Uncle '  observed 
Chablks  crossing  his  rye-field.  He  said  to  bis  wife,  who,  by  the  by,  loved  a  good  joke 
as  well  as  her  husband : 

* '  There  goes  Charles  Strange  across  my  rye-field  again,  the  very  longest  way,  dressed 
*  in  white  from  head  to  foot:  yes,  yes ;  a-going  a-courting  Nanct  Wnrns.  If  he  sees  her 
to-night,  he  is  a  lucky  fellow.* 

'  There  was,  and  is  now,  a  muddy  brook  calle4  *  the  old  slough,'  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
rom  '  Uncle  Reuben's,'  where  you  may  run  your  fishing-rod  down  full  twenty  feet 
without  reaching  hard  bottom.  The  water  is  tolerably  clear,  except  when  agitated,  and 
then  it  *  might  be  bottled  up  and  sold  for  Tyrian  dye.' 

' '  Uncle  Reuben  '  walked  toward  this  brook,  and  Charles  came  into  the  road  just 
behind  him.  When  he  came  to  the  brook,  over  which  was  a  rude  bridge,  he  jumped 
backward  in  great  consternation.  Charles  stopped  and  looked  at  him  with  the  greatest 
anxiety.  'Uncle,'  with  a  loud  whisper,  and  beckoning  with  his  hand,  bade  him 
approach.    Charles  titupped  along,  and  whispered :  '  What  do  you  sec  ? ' 

' '  Uncle  Reuben  '  replied  by  pointing  into  the  long  grass,  and  saying: 
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'  'Did  yon  erer  aee  such  a  sight?  Such  a^ig  water-snake  swallowing  a  hugh  mud- 
turtle!  See  him  move  slowly  into  the  water!  Run,  Chablis,  run  and  get  two  stout 
stakes,  one  for  you  and  one  for  me,  as  much  quicker  than  lightning  as  lightning  is 
quicker  than  a  snail !' 

'Away  went  Chajilbs,  and  having  procured  the  stakes,  hastened  to  the  battle-field. 
They  both  crept  softly  to  the  muddiest  part  of  the  pool.  *Now,'  said  'Uncle,'  'don't 
have  the  least  fear  of  the  reptile ; '  for,  having  that  big  turtle  in  his  throat,  he  can  scarcely 
move,  and  would  do  no  harm  if  he  could.  Tou  put  your  stake  into  the  water  and  poke 
him  out,  and  when  he  rises  I  will  let  him  have  i ' 

'Charues  stirred  up  the  water  until  he  ahnost  despaired  of  seeing  the  snake,  when 
'Uncle  Rbubkn'  screamed  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  *T%ereh€ui*  and  suiting  the 
action  to  the  utterance,  with  might  and  main,  and  a  tremendous  splash,  fetched  a 
sweeping  stroke  with  his  stake,  which  proved  disastrous  in  the  last  degree  to  Charlib's 
white  pantaloons  and  jacket. 

*Gbarub  dropped  his  stake,  and  stood  with  arms  extended,  shaking  off  the  mud  and 
water.  'Uncle'  was  bent  on  dipping  up  the  snake  on  his  stake,  and  heeded  not 
Charlss's  discomfiture.  With  one  eye  on  Charles  and  one  on  the  snake,  he  dipped, 
and  dipped,  and  dipped,  with  such  an  anxiety  to  capture  the  snake,  that  Charles  could 
not  call  his  attentkm  away. 

'At  last '  Uncle  Bbubbx  '  caught  a  glimpse  of  Charles,  and  excUumed : 

' '  What  on  earth  is  the  matter  with  you,  and  what  have  you  been  doing  to  yourself ! 
You  look  like  an  alligator  sick  with  the  leprosy  1  Why  did  you  spatter  yourself,  wHh 
your  clean  clothes  on,  at  that  rate  for  ?    What  will  Nakct  say  to  ttiat  ? ' 

'Charles,  having  sufficiently  recovered  firom  his  blushes  at  the  naming  of  Narot, 
explained.  '  Uncle ' '  owned  up '  as  to  his  carelessness.  He  '  should  hare  known  better, 
had  he  stopped  a  moment  to  think,  but  the  snake  fired  his  brain ; '  he  was  '  possessed  ot 
a  serpent,'  etc,  etc. 

"Uhde  Redben  '  was  a  very  tender-hearted  man,  and  he  pitied  Charles  exceedingly ! 
He  told  him  if  he  would  take  off  his  jacket  ^d  trowsers,  he  would  take  them  up  to  his 
wife  and  get  her  to  wash  them  and  iron  themammediately. 

'  Charles  desiring  to  see  Nam cr,  and  well  knowing  that  the  '  Red  Factory '  was  five 
miles  away,  and  that  'it  was  a  hard  road  to  travel,'  concluded  to  doff  his  jacket  and 
trowsers,  and  crawl  under  the  bridge,  and  there  remain  till  'Uncle  Reuben '  returned 
with  his  clean  clothes.  Some  how  or  other,  the  clothes  were  not  washed  and  ironed 
with  the  dispatch  that  was  expected.  Whelher  '  Uncle '  forgot,  or  whether  'Aunt '  was 
basy,  or  sick,  I  am  not  sure;  but  certain  it  is,  that  when  darkness  came  on,  Charles, 
bearing  some  men  coming  through  the  woods  with  dogs,  and  talking  about  ghost- 
hunting,  be  made  up  his  mind  to  skulk  around  by '  Uncle's '  bam  and  so  up  to  the  house 
in  '  his  looae  undress.'  There  he  found,  by  some  accident,  that  a  pair  of '  Uncle's/  pan- 
taloons, used  by  him  on  a  fishing  excursion,  were  washed  instead  of  his.  Whereupon 
'  Uncle '  suggested  that  Charles  should  pass  the  night  with  him,  or  if  he  pleased,  though 
the  pantaloons  would  be  a  poor  fit,  yet  if  he  wanted  to  take  his,  he  might,  and  exchange 
as  he  returned  on  Monday  morning.  This  Charles  concluded  to  do,  and  went  on  his 
way  rejoicing  in  the  hope  of  seeing  his  Nanot  that  night  and  going  to  church  with  her 
on  the  following  day. 

*  It  so  happened  that  Paul  Brtant,  (he  who  crept  through  the  swamp  to  get  a  shot  at 

a  fiodc  of  wild-geese  that  had  Ut  ofTahig  maple-tree^)  and  Calvin  E ,  (he,  whom 

'  UncW  sent  a  round-about  way  to  Barrington  with  a  back-load  of  birch  brooms,  ox- 
bows and  whip-handles,  because  the  iDrnd-TmU  dam  had  given  way  and  rendered  the 
nmreet  road  impassable ;)  and  Mr.  Rose,  (he  who  came  at '  Uncle's '  suggestion  to  turn  the 
grind-stone  for  him  to  grind  hie  saw,  and  who  felt  very  cheap  when  '  Uncle '  told  him  he 
bad  condnded  ioJUeMy)  all  of  these  duly-elected  members  of  the  'Trade-Sale  Com- 
pany ' —  it  so  happened,  I  say  that  these  men  went  to  Plympting  to  church  on  the  next 
day,  hdng  Sunday,  and  some  how  or  other  the  joke  was  out,  and  every  man,  woman,  and 
ciiild  during  the  intenmssion,  expressed  the  fiict  that  they  had  heard  of  it,  by  asking, 
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•  Who  washed  your  trowaers?  *  And  boy%  who  did  not  understand  the  joke,  but  who 
heard  the  question  asked,  and  how  it  made  the  people  laugh,  kept  up  the  cry,  '  Who 
washed  your  trowsers? '  It  was  a  melancholy  day  for  Charles  Straxob.  And  to  this 
day  when  a  'sell'  or  a  'joke'  is  discovered,  the  common  expression  is:  *Aye,  aye,  who 
washed  your  trowsers  ?  * 

'  Chablbs  would  not  beliere  that '  Uncle  Reuben  '  intended  to  spatter  him  till  he  was 
elected  into  the  company  of  the  victimized.  Once  in  a  while  a  man  would  be  almost 
crazy  with  rage  at  being  elected  into  this  company ;  but  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  they 
cooled  down,  and  now  accost  each  other  as  brethren.' 


(}ossiP  WITH  Readers  and  Gobbespondents. — Most  cordiallydo  we  welcome 
the  sketch  of  *  Ugly  as  Sin,^  to  the  pages  of  the  Knickerbocker.  Very  difficult 
would  it  be  to  fill  them  with  a  better  story,  or  one  more  felicitously  told : 

' '  Well,  stranger,  you  air  chawed  up  pretty  considerable  bad,  and  that 's  a  fiiet  Bar 
or  catamount  f ' 

'  The  scene  was  the  country  store  at  the  cross-roads,  in  the  town  of  H ,  which  all 

who  have  hunted  or  travelled  much  in  Herkimer  county  will  recollect;  and  the  polite 
interrogator  was  a  large,  bushy-whiskered,  hard-faced  man,  in  a  red  flannel  shirt, 
whose  appearance,  no  less  than  his  dialect,  proclaimed  him  to  be  from  the  fiu*  West  It 
was  evening,  and  a  group  of  loungers  were  smoking  and  chewing  by  the  open  fire, 
whose  warmth,  though  it  was  a  mid-summer  night,  was  far  from  unpleasant 

'  The  person  to  whom  the  question  was  addressed,  partly  turned  his  head  toward  the 
speaker,  but  did  not  immediately  reply;  and  I  took  the  opportunity  of  examining  him 
more  closely  than  I  had  done  upon  his  entrance.  He  was,  without  exception,  the 
ugliest,  most  pitiable  specimen  of  humanity  that  I  have  ever  seen.  One  of  his  legs  had 
been  amputated  above  the  knee ;  his  right  hand  was  withered  and  contracted,  as  if  by 
a  severe  bum ;  his  shoulder  had  a  curious  hump ;  and  the  cords  of  his  neck  were  so 
drawn  and  shortened  that  the  cheek  seemed  to  rest  upon  it,  as  on  a  pillow.  His  eye- 
lashes were  gone,  and  his  bloodshot  eyes  were  continually  moving  uneasily  within  their 
raw  and  inflamed  lids.  But  more  painful  to  the  beholder  than  all  this,  was  a  strange, 
undefined  expression  of  fear  or  horror,  which  was  never  absent  from  the  face,  and  which 
told,  more  strikingly  than  his  wounds,  the  story  of  some  awful  trial  to  which  he  had 
been  subjected. 

'With  all  this,  however,  there  was  something  so  mild  and  gentlemanly  in  his  manner 
that  he  seemed  at  once  to  challenge  and  obtain  the  pity  and  sympathy  of  every  one.  His 
entrance  into  the  store,  apparently  a  total  stranger,  had  checked  the  lively  flow  of  the 
ordinary  bar-room  conversation,  but  moro  than  one  chair  by  the  fire  was  offered  him, 
and  miiny  a  glance  of  commiseration  exchanged  between  the  rough  laborers. 

'  *  UnT  or  catamount? '  repeated  the  Hoosier. 

'  *  I  thought,'  said  the  stranger,  in  the  hollow  voice  of  a  consumptive,  '  that  I  should 
Jiod  Mrjtno  one  in  here  to-night  who  would  recollect  me.  I  recognize  many  of  your 
fKM!s,     And  yet,'  he  added,  sadly,  *  my  own  mother  did  not  know  me.* 

'  Tltere  was  a  quick  movement  in  the  group  about  him  at  these  w^ords,  and  eveiy  eye 
wvf  ljc!nt  once  more  upon  him.    But  no  one  spoke. 

'  '  Deacon  Pulton,'  resumed  the  ugly  man,  'your  son  Bill  and  I  used  to  go  to  school 
together  down  at  the  creek.' 

'  'I^BP  help  us,'  said  the  good  old  deacon,  <to  think  of  the  changes!  Well,'  he 
lidded,  resignedly,  'it's  what  we  must  all  come  to.'  It  was  plain  that  the  elder  was 
r4iirly  puzzled. 
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'  *I  nerer  thought  till  lately/  pursued  the  cripple,  'that  I  shoald  be  obliged  to  tell 
my  name  to  my  old  companions  and  friends.    Look  at  me  again.' 

'  'No,  no/  muttered  the  man  in  the  red  shirt  audibly ;  'one  look  a  day  at  that  fellow 
is  as  much  as  I  can  comfortably  stagger  under.' 

'But  the  store-keeper,  taking  a  step  or  two  forward,  gazed  into  the  ugly  man's  fiuse 
for  a  moment  with  an  eager  air,  and  said : 

' '  Neighbors,  it's  Bbx  LxBKnrs : ' 

'  'Bbn  Lasxiks!  '  said  the  deacon, '  why,  we  heard  you  were  dead.^ 

'  'Ton  will  hear  that  again  soon,'  said  the  new-comer,  'and  it  will  be  a  true  stoty 
then.' 

'There  was  an  awkward  pause;  for  the  old  friends  of  the  poor  man,  with  all  their 
curiosity,  had  a  natire  delicacy  which  restrained  their  questions.  But  the  western 
man,  who  now  saw  him  for  the  first  time,  was  wholly  free  from  any  such  embarrassment. 

'  'Stnnger,'  said  he,  'i  ain't  much  giyen  to  pumping  a  man  against  his  will,  but  I 
*fkemld  like  to  know  how  you  came  so.  Just  to  keep  out  of  such  a  scrape  myself.' 

'  'I  came  in  here  this  erening,'  said  the  ugly  man,  'on  purpose  to  meet  as  mkny  of 
my  old  aoquaintalnces  as  I  could,  and  tell  my  story.  I  knew  I  should  have  to  tell  it 
some  time  or  other,  and  I  want  to  have  it  orer,  to  feel  that  my  misfortune  is  known,  and 
that  I  am  free  from  questions.' 

'He  shifted  his  seat,  as  if  to  obtain  an  easier  poution,  and  oontint^d :  'Those  of  you 
who  saw  me  a  couple  of  years  since  will  recollect  that  I  was  then,  as  I  had  been  for 
msny  years  preriously,  a  warm  and  active  politician.  Now  that  I  hare  come  home  to 
die  among  yon,  it  seems  of  little  moment  who  comes  out  the  winner  in  these  doubtful 
races ;  but  then  it  was  a  different  thing  to  me,  and  I  believe  I  was  never  wanting  in  any 
service  which  my  party  asked  of  me,  from  the  time  of  the  election  of  the  good  old 
General  HAuusoir,  who  is,  I  trust,  in  a  better  place  than  the  '  White  House '  now.' 

'  'Amen  I '  said  the  red-shirted  man,  solemnly. 

'  'When  *I  emigrated  to  Ohio,  two  years  since,'  continued  Larkinb,  '  I  carried  my 
enttrasiaam  with  me,  and  became  pretty  well  known  in  the  section  of  country  about  the 

village  of  W y  where  I  settled.    You  must  remember,  at  least  all  of  you  who  read 

the  newspapers,  that  our  last  gubernatorial  election  was  an  unusually  exciting  one.  I 
belonged  to  one  of  the  state  general  committees,  and,  as  the  returns  on  elaction-day  came 
in  by  express,  we  began  to  grow  fiurly  wild.  ^We  had  beforehand  made  all  the  necessary 
trrangements  to  have  the  earliest  authentic  news  of  the  result  posted  off  to  the  Kew- 
Tork  papers,  and  I  had  agreed  to  see  that  a  certain  budget  of  returns  which  we 

expected  to  receive  during  the  evening  should  be  sent  on  to  the  town  of  B ,  some 

thirty  miles  distant,  by  the  rail-way,  as  soon  as  it  arrived,  and  had  chartered  an  engine, 
which  was  to  be  in  readiness  at  eleven  o'clock  that  night. 

'  'Well,  the  budget  came  promptly  at  the  time,  and  the  news  was  quite  as  favonrble 
as  we  desired,  and  much  more  so  than  we  expected.  I  suppose  it  wss  this  fact  tha'.  so 
suddenly  determined  mc  to  carry  the  intelligence  on  myself  At  any  rate,  I  hastily 
resolved  to  go  on  the  locomotive,  and,  seizing  the  returns,  I  ran  down  to  the  depot, 
where  the  engine  was  fired  up  and  whistling  its  readiness  for  a  start  It  was  but  ^e 
work  of  a  moment  to  persuade  the  engineer  to  take  me  with  him,  for  the  fireman  who 
was  to  accompany  him  was  nowhere  to  be  found,  and  the  engineer  had  resolved  to  run 
over  the  track  alone.  I  volunteered  at  once  to  assist  him  as  well  as  I  could,  and  imme' 
diatdy  mounted  the  engine. 

'  'It  was  a  dark  and  wild,  though  a  warm  night,  and  every  thing  gave  indication  of 
an  approaching  storm.  Fearfully  black  clouds  were  rolUng  up  in  the  sky,  and,  what 
'  was  rather  a  singular  phenomenon  at  that  season  of  the  year,  the  lightning  was  flashing 
rividly,  and  the  thunder  was  muttering  as  grandly  as  in  a  summer  shower.  But  the 
ezdtement  of  success  banished  every  sensation  of  fear  from  my  mind ;  we  both  knew 
that  we  had  the  right  of  way,  and,  so  fiir  as  human  ingenuity  and  foresight  could  pro- 
tect us,  there  was  no  danger  in  running  at  any  rate  of  speed  at  which  steam  could  drive 
us.    Carefhl  men  had  during  the  day  been  sent  forward  to  see  that  each  switch  was  in 
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its  place ;  the  night-train  from  B was  to  wait  for  our  arrival ;  the  road  waa  reaaon- 

ably  straight;  and,  except  the  ordinary  dangers  from  defective  rails  or  axle-trees,  we 
had  nothing  to  apprehend. 

*  *  It  was  thirty  miles,  as  I  said,  to  B .   *  What  time  can  you  make  it  in  ? '  said  I 

to  the  engineeer  as  I  got  upon  the  platform  with  him.  '  I  once  ran  over  the  road  in 
three^iuarters  of  an  hour  with  an  engine,'  replied  he.  'Hake  it  a  half-hour  this 
time,'  cried  I,  'and  I  will  give  you  twenty  dollars.  Every  minute  is  worth  a  fortune.' 
1  must  have  been  insane.  The  flush  of  victory,  after  so  many  weeks  of  enthusiastic 
straggle,  had  almost^  if  not  quite,  turned  my  brain.  Just  at  this  moment  the  engineer 
discovered  that  the  light  in  firont  of  the  engine  was  burning  dimly,  and  threatening  to 
expire.  With  an  anathema  upon  the  negligent  fireman,  he  leaped  down  to  examine  it. 
The  lamp  had  not  been  filled.    '  For  God's  sake,'  shrieked  I,  when  I  learned  the  fiict, 

do  n't  stop  for  that  trifle ;  I  can  travel  in  the  dark  if  you  can.  You  are  not  afraid  ? '  I 
continued,  tauntingly,  as  the  engineer  still  hesitated.  'I. can  ride  to  the  devil  as 
coolly  as  you  can,'  he  r^oined,  cheerily,  and  resuming  his  post,  started  the  machine.  ^ 
'  'As  we  emerged  from  the  station-house,  I  remember  thinking  I  had  never  seen  a 
blacker  night  The  first  motion  of  iha  engine  had  extinguished  our  light;  not  a  star 
was  to  be  seen  in  the  heavens,  and  the  few  lighted  windows  which  dotted  the  landscape 
here  and  there  only  added  to  the  general  gloom  of  the  scene.  Flushed  and  wild  as  I 
was,  I  experienced  a  thrill  of  horror  as  the  engine  madly  dashed  into  the  darkness.  I 
stnUned  my  eyes  fintil  they  ached ;  I  held  my  breath  and  contracted  my  muscles,  as  if 
fiJling,  so  feariully  n^id  seemed  the  rate  at  which  we  were  flying. 

*  *  But  a  new  and  pleasanter  sensation  soon  took  the  place  of  this  terror.  None  but 
those  who  have  actually  experienced  it  can  imagine  the  maddening  delight  which  excess- 
ively rapid  motion  produces.  We  were  under  full  headway,  and  with  no  load  to  retard 
our  speed.  Now  and  theu  a  lighted  window  by  the  side  of  the  track  flew  past  us  like 
a  meteor;  while,  farther  off  in  the  gloom,  a  solitary  taper  would  sometimes  seem 
madly  striving  to  emulate  our  pace  —  soon  distanced,  however,  and  soon  lost.  In  less 
time  than  I  have  been  talking,  we  had  arrived  at  a  little  village,  where  the  street-lamps 

were  burning,  and  which  I  knew  was  just  ten  miles  ftt)m  W .    I  stooped  down  and 

examined  my  watch  by  the  light  of  the  engine  fire.  We  had  travelled  the  first  ten 
miles  in  less  than  ten  minutes.  'Faster!'  I  shouted  madly  to  the  engineer,  as  I 
crammed  another  pine  stick  under  the  boiler.  But  it  was  hardly  possible  to  accelerate 
our  speed.  The  wheels  actually  leaped  along  the  rails.  The  few  drops  of  rain  which 
occasionally  fell,  struck  against  my  face  like  fine  shot.  The  steam-whistle  kept  up  an 
endless  shriek,  as  if  the  engine  were  some  monstrous  goblin,  tortured  beyond  endurance 
by  an  inhuman  fiend,  while  the  deep  base  of  the  increasing  thunder  mingled  with 
the  wild  ratUe  of  our  wheels,  and  formed  a  chorus  which  the  Furies  might  have  envied. 
As  my  ears  were  gradually  stunned  by  these  complicated  noises,  and  my  eyes  wearied 
by  their  unnatural  exertion,  I  fancied  that  I  heard  other  noises  and  saw  other  sights, 
Y^ch  could  have  been  only  the  product  of  a  bewildered  brain.  As  we  dashed  into 
some  gloomy  gorge,  I  seemed  to  hear  angry  voices  warning  and  upbraiding  me ;  as  we 
flew  over  some  lofty  embankment,  I  saw  dark  spirits  in  the  air,  who  waved  me  on  with 
wild  gestures,  or  struck  at  me  with  airy  blades.  The  lightnings  became  more  vivid 
anil  frequent.  Now  they  showed  us  the  threatening  crags  that  over-hung  our  path, 
and  now  they  lighted  up  a  raging  torrent  far  beneath  us.  My  companion,  however* 
was  as  calm  and  composed  as  though  his  cradle  had  been  rocked  by  tempests.  The 
flashes  by  which  I  occasionally  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  gave,  it  is  true,  an  unnatural 
g^iastliness  to  his  face,  but  his  manner  was  as  cool  and  collected  as  I  had  always  known 
it.  I  could  feel  him  managing  the  engine  as  quietly  and  carefully  as  if  it  was  a 
summer's  day,  and  he  bad  the  lives  of  a  hundred  passengers  U)  answer  for,  beside  his 
own. 

'  'A  few  minutes  —  ten  or  twelve,  perhaps  —  had  elapsed  since  I  looked  at  my  watch^ 
and  I  had  begun  to  think  that  our  joumey*s  end  was  near.  We  were  passing,  as  near 
as  I  could  judgQ  by  the  sound  and  the  wind,  over  a  level,  o^u  tract  of  country,  when 
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I  fiuided  I  feli  a  momentuy  jar;  so  ftlight,  however,  and  unimporlanty  that  it  woald 
have  paaaed  from  my  veoolleotton  at  once,  had  it  not  been  for  what  foUolred.  Jiut  at 
that  moeoEient^  a  longer  and  brighter  fiaah  of  lightning  than  I  had  before  seen,  attended, 
not  followed^  by  an  awftd  crash  of  thunder,  lit  up  again  the  surrounding  scenery.  Bat 
high  above  the  deafening  peal,  abore  the  lesser  thunder  of  the  wheels,  above  the  raving 
of  the  wind,  I  heard  a  shriek,  a  shout  of  horror,  so  wild,  so  awful,  so  like  the  utterance 
of  a  lost  soul,  that  it  vexes  my  dreams  to  this  hour.  It  was  a  sound  which  no  physical 
pain  oould  have  etieited  from  a  human  being,  which  nothing  bnt  supernatural  fear 
could  have  produced,  and  which  no  one  who  onoe  heard  it  could  ever  banish  from  his 
reeoDeetion. 

* '  Involuntarily  I  felt  for  my  companion.  Be  wu  gone  /  I  groped  hastily  about  the 
oonfineApace  in  which  we  had  been  standing,  and  at  once  realised  the  awful  nature 
of  my  position.  I  was  alone,  upon  an  engine  which  was  tearing  madly  forward,  at  the 
rate  of  aizty  or  seventy  mOes  an  hour,  rapidly  approaching  my  destination,  about  to 
dash  headlong,  at  full  speed,  into  the  midst  of  an  eager  and  excited  crowd,  and  with 
no  more  knowledge  of  the  management  or  government  of  the  crazy  thing  than  an 
infent.  For  an  instant  I  was  thoroughly  pandyied  by  fear.  Cold  drops  of  perspiration 
stood  upon  my  brow,  and  I  fkirly  screamed  in  impotent  agony.  But  in  a  moment  more 
I  recovered  mysell  I  had  some  indistinct  notion  that  the  speed  of  an  engine  was 
secelerated  or  checked  by  operating  the  levers  which  stood  by  my  side,  and  forthwith 
eoomieDoed  a  series  of  experiments  with  them.  But  my  unskilfnlness  or  agitation  pre- 
vented my  employing  tl|e  proper  means,  and  I  fended  I  had  only  increased  the  speed. 
Another  resource  flashed  upon  me.  I  might  pull  out  the  blaiing  wood  and  cools,  and 
redooe  the  fire.  It  was  a  mad  idea,  for  my  ungloved  hands  were  my  only  tools  for  the 
enterprise ;  bnt  I  chuckled  wildly  to  myself  as  I  thought  how  feasible  it  was,  and  how 
sore  of  success.  Eagerly  I  stooped  down  and  pulled  a  flaming  stick  from  beneath  the 
bailer.  The  seething  pitch  scalded  my  hands,  and  the  live  embers  burnt  them  cruelly ; 
but  I  hardly  felt  the  pain,  as  I  hurled  it  frantically  into  the  darkness. 

*  'But  I  did  not  stoop  again.  For,  as  I  tamed  to  continue  my  vain  labors,  another 
fladi,  one  of  those  lingering,  wavy,  dancing  flashes,  which  seem  to  tarry  as  if  delight- 
ing to  gaze  upon  the  terror  they  cause,  once  more  lit  up  the  scene.  I  trust  that  death 
win  efface  its  horror  from  my  mind.  I  know  that  I  can  never  forget  it  on  this  side  of 
the  grave.  The  shriek  of  my  companion,  which  was  still  ringing  in  my  ears,  no  longer 
surprised  me.  1  no  longer  wondered  at  hi  J  mad  leap  from  the  engine.  It  was  the 
excess  of  my  terror  alone  which  prevented  my  following  his  example.  I  no  longer 
eared  fer  the  murderous  speed  of  the  locomotive;  I  no  longer  thought  of  my  own  dan- 
ger. All  misgivings,  all  fbars  for  myself,  were  swallowed  up  and  merged  in  one  vast, 
shuddering;  indescribable  horror.  For  there,  just  before  me  upon  the  boiler,  with  its 
lips  parted  into  a  fiendish  grin,  with  its  eyes  wide  open,  and  staring  upon  roe,  and  the 
^are  imparting  a  life-like  glow  to  its  stony  features ;  there,  within  reach  of  my  palaied 
hand,  even  as  I  shrunk  back  in  craven  fear  to  the  ferthest  limits  of  my  moving  prison 
sat  a  pale,  gory,  hideous,  and  mangled  Hcmak  HsAnl 

"You  smile,  gentlemen,'  continued  the  ugly  man,  with  a  melancholy  air,  'and  it 
seems  to  me  that  if  I  should  hear  the  story  told  by  another,  as  you  ore  now  doing,  in  a 
quiet  room,  with  a  firm  floor  beneath  my  feet,  a  cheerful  fire  before  me,  and  friends 
around,  I  should  do  the  same  thing;  but,  believe  me,'  dropping  his  voice  so  low  that  I 
eoold  hardly  bear  him,  'it  is  a  different  thing  in  a  wild  night,  ^one,  and  with  a  sudden 
sad  awful  death  impending  over  you.' 

' '  Keep  moving,  stranger,'  said  the  man  in  the  red  shirt,  cracking  a  hickory-nut,  '  it 's 
as  good  as  a  sermon.    Pass  on  to  the  second  head.' 

' '  It  could,  of  course,'  porsued  the  ugly  man,  without  heeding  the  untimely  jest,  '  be 
bnt  a  few  minutes,  or  perhaps  seconds,  before  this  terrible  drama  must  conclude ;  but 
no  prisoner  ever  longed  for  freedom  as  I  did  for  the  final  crash,  which  I  knew  would 
end  my  life  and  torment  together.  I  made  no  ferther  eflbrts  to  stop  the  locomotive.  I 
was  hardly  aware  that  it  was  still  tearing  madly  on,  as  though  frightened,  like  myself, 
at  its  ghastly  burden.  The  lightning  still  flashed  at  intervals,  and  illuminated  the  clayey 
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f  ace ;  but  I  did  not  need  its  gleams  to  see  the  horrid  thing.  For  through  the  pitchj 
darkness  and  the  blinding  rain  it  glared  upon  me  as  I  had  beheld  it  at  first  Kor  do  I 
consider  this  imagination.  I  think  that  terror  had  so  sharpened  mj  vision  that^  though 
all  else  was  wrapped  in  impenetrable  gloom,  I  oovli  see  its  glassy  eje-balls,  its  pallid 
cheeks,  and  its  bloody,  grinning  mouth. 

' '  I  have  since  learned  —  I  do  not  think  that  I  knew  it  at  the  time  —  that  all  this 
while,  the  firewood  in  the  tender  behind  me  was  blazing  furiously.  It  had  caught  either 
by  a  spark  from  the  engine  or,  which  is  more  probable,  from  the  burning  stick  which 
I  had  so  hastily  tossed  away.  But,  as  I  said,  I  do  not  know  that  I  was  aware  of  it:  it 
I  had  been,  it  could  not  hare  added  another  pang  of  terror  to  my  heart;  and  I  only 
mention  it  now  as  an  incidental  element  in  the  horror  of  my  situation,  and  also  finom 
the  fact  that  the  unusual  light  alarmed  the  watchers  at  the  station,  and,  putftng  them 
upon  their  guard,  prevented  any  destruction  of  life  on  my  arrival. 

' '  I  can  never  bring  myself  to  believe  that  bo  short  a  time  elapsed,  as  I  know  must 
have  passed,  before  this  awful  vision  ceased.  It  seems  to  me  now,  and  always  when  I 
recall  that  dreadful  night,  as  though  I  must  have  spent  hours  braced  back  against  the 
tender,  not  daring  to  take  my  eyes  from  the  spectral  face,  paralyzed  and  crazy  with 
fright,  my  hair  like  reeds,  and  the  cold  sweat  bursting  from  every  pore.  During  all 
this  time,  I  know  that  I  never  regarded  the  incident  as  any  other  than  supernatural. 
If  it  had  occurred  to  mc  that  it  was  nothing  but  what  it  seemed,  a  dead  head, 
perhaps,  possibly,  I  might  have  rallied.  But  there  was  somethmg  so  hellish  in  that 
stony  gaze,  alone  visible  through  the  murky  night,  that^  earth  and  earthly  accidents 
were  alike  forgotten  by  me.  Heavens  I  thought  I,  is  this  to  last  forever?  Am  I 
dead,  and  are  these  the  torments  of  the  damned?  Will  this  torture  never  have  an 
end? 

'  *■  The  end  was  even  then  at  hand.  I  shot  past  brilliantiy-lighted  streets,  whose 
brightness  made  the  corpse  glare  still  more  hideously  upon  me.  I  heard  shouts  of  fear 
and  warning,  but  they  could  not  distract  my  attention.  I  caught  glimpses  at  the  sta- 
tion of  groups  of  agonized  and  horror-stricken  feces:  what  were  they  to  the  distorted 
features  of  the  Head  before  me?  A  crash,  a  feeling  of  death-like  sidmess,  and  when  I 
awoke,  my  mid-night  ride  had  been  the  rounds  of  all  the  newspapers,  and  been  for- 
gotten.' 

'  The  ugly  man  arose  and  adjusted  his  crutch,  as  if  to  leave. 

' '  Pray,  Sir,'  said  a  littie,  silent  man  from  the  comer,  in  an  excited  manner,  and 
speaking  for  the  first  time, '  was  that  the  engineer's  head  ? ' 

' '  Oh  1  no,'  answered  the  narrator,  with  an  air  of  relief,  as  though  he  was  glad  his  tale 
was  ended,  '  I  learned,  when  I  got  well  enough  to  talk  and  ask  questions,  that  the 
engineer  crawled  into  the  town  about  dawn  of  the  following  day,  weary,  torn,  and 
bleeding,  but  without  any  permanent  injuries.  The  head  belonged  to  a  poor  moniacy 
who  had  often  attempted  the  strangest  forms  of  suicide,  and  that  evening,  escaping 
from  his  confinement,  had  lowered  himself  down  into  a  cattie  ditch,  keeping  his  head 
some  six  inches  above  the  surface  of  the  road.  The  cow-catcher,  as  he  probably- 
intended  it  should  do,  had  cut  his  head  cleanly  and  smoothly  off,  and  had  thrown  it  so 
high  that  it  lodged  and  stuck  where  I  first  saw  it.  His  body  was  afterward  found 
unmangled  in  the  ditch  beneath.  And  that,  neighbors,  is  the  way  I  came  to  be  the 
wreck  you  see  me.* 

'  'That 's  a  right  smart  yam,  now,  stranger,'  said  the  man  in  the  red  shirt,  'and  I 
suppose  likely  enough  to  happen  on  some  of  them  'Hio  ntils ;  but  on  the  Little-River 
Road  —  I  stop  down  to  Littie-Biver  when  I  'm  to  home  —  Hhey  do  iCt  aUow  no  dfiod- 
heads:  ' 

Thsrb,  if  our  readers  do  not  agree  with  us  that  the  foregoing  is  a  thrilling 
and  admirably-narrated  storj,  then  do  we  not  hesitate  to  avow  it  as  our 
judgment  that  we  have  mistaken  their  perception  and  taste,  and  to  pronounce 
a  judgment  (which  would  forestal  theirs !)  accordingly. 
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Ohkaoo,  lately  ykited  by  ao  many  wondering  excursionists,  is  a  large  and 
Tery  fkmrishing  town  —  an  enormons  city, '  in  point  of  fiict ' —  sitoated  at  the 
soathem  end  of  Lake  Michigan,  a  'wild  and  stormy  flood'  at  times,  but  an 
immense  body  of  water,  even  in  the  driest  season.  Chicago  has  some 
serenty  thousand  inhabitants,  and  is  growing,  groioing,  OBOwnia — and  is 
not  gmng  to  itop  growing,  either,  very  soon.  Would  that  we  could  have 
visited  that  dtj  of  the  West  on  an  occasion  to  which  we  hare  alluded  else- 
where I  We  wished  to  be  there,  that  we  might '  hold  converse '  with  Mr.  Hnnrr 
Skdlet,  a  young  actor  of  that  town,  '  where  he  leads  in  the  heavy  and  most 
difficult  parts,  both  tragic  and  melo-dramatia'  Mr.  Skdlkt  is  the  ^author ' 
of  ^Bunker  HUI,  a  JBcdlad,^  a  poem  composed  and  written  by  Mr.  *  Richard 
Hatwabds,'  published  in  the  BLhickerbocusr  for  June,  1862,  and  subse- 
quentfy  in  the  charming  and  beautifully-illustrated  volume  entitled  ^Pris- 
matics^*  publnhcd  a  twelve-month  since  by  the  Messrs.  Afpletov.  The 
Chicago  weekly  paper  in  which  it  appeared,  as  original,  from  the  pen  of  Mr 
Sedlbt,  pronounced  it  'a good  thing.'  Mr.  Skdlbt  himself  read  it  as  such,  at 
his  benefit,  and  his  'genius '  waamuch  applauded.  We  wish  we  could  do 
the  same  by  his  honesty.  After  the  editor  of  the  journal  to  which  we 
have  alluded  had  been  informed  of  the  true  authorship  of  the  admirable 
poem  in  question,  the  following  paragraph  appeared  in  that  sheet : 

*Ks.  SmanMT  claims  —  notwithstanding  the  sage  conclusions  and  fiilse  statementB  to 
the  oontnnr  —  that  he  wrote  the  article  in  question ;  and,  fiirther,  that  his  (klher  had 
it  ^bliabea  in  his  absence.  We  bhune  Mr.  bidlst  for  only  one  thing:  his  neglecting 
to  mfonn  ns  that  it  had  before  amieared  in  print  in  the  Knickbbbookbr.  If  he  was  the 
aotiior  of  the  piece  —  and,  until  it  is  proven  to  be  the  revene,  we  shall  hold  this  to  be 
the  truth  —  he  had  an  undoubted  right  to  have  it  re-printed.  But  it  should  have  been 
done  with  the  proper  crtdii  attached.' 

Tes,  it  should:  and  we  should  like  very  much  to  know  why  the  'proper 
credit ''  was  net  attached.  Mr.  Sbduey,  let  ns  say  a  word  or  two  to  you,  in  all 
kindness.  Mr.  'Richard  Hatwardb'  wrote  the  ballad  entitled  ^Bunker 
HUV  We  saw  it  before  it  was  completed,  and  heard  a  part  of  it  read 
firom  the  author's  manuscript  When  finished,  it  was  published  in  the 
Kbickbhbockrb,  from  which  it  was  widely  copied  throughout  the  Union.  It 
i^peared  in  the  'Living  Age,'  among  other  journals,  and  was  transferred 
from  ikat  excellent  magazine  into  many  other  similar  publications.  Now, 
Mr.  Skdlkt,  how  eofM  you  recite  this  poem  at  your  '  benefit,'  and  daim  it  as 
your  own  t  What '  benefit '  could  it  be  to  you  ?  How  could  you  send  it  to 
a  paper,  and  have  It  printed  as  your  own  ?  How  can  you  meet  a  fiiend  now 
'  en  the  street,'  as  the  western  phrase  is,  and  say,  '  How  are  you,  my  boy  ? '' 
without/0tf 2«n^  the  twinkle  in  his  eye  that  teUs  you  at  once  that  he  '  knows  all 

about  it  ? '    How  can  you  enter  a  drawing-room,  and  say  to  Miss ^  '  the 

sweetest  girl  in  all  the  country  side,'  'How  do  you  do  this  evening,  Miss 

?    Win  you  accept  this  bouquet  fr^ym  me  ? '    How  will  she  know  how 

yon  cune  by  it,  and  how  fiur  it  would  be  safe  to  accept  it?  How  are  you  to 
meet  your  brethren  of  the  sock  and  buskin  —  men,  so  fiu'  as  our  acquaint- 
ance with  them  has  tested,  frank,  and  honest,  and  open,  how  nmch  soever 
Aey  may  '  act '  upon  the  public  stage — how  are  you  to  meet  ihem  f    *  You 
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have  compromised  the  character  of  our  profession/  they  will  surely  say. 
See,  moreover,  where  you  would  place  the  true  author  of  *  Bunker  HiU,'  our 
long-time  personal  firiend  and  correspondeut,  if  your  continued  assumption  of 
the  authorship  of  the  piece  were  to  remain  unexposed  and  unrehuked.  Our 
pages  are  open  freely  to  any  explanation  which  you  may  desire  to  make  of  this* 
affair.  -  -  -  Hugh  Ainslie,  of  Louisville,  the  author  of  the  *  Ingleaide/  *  The 
Lass  of  Lochroyan,*  and  many  other  favorite  Scottish  songs  and  ballads,  hh& 
been  passing  some  weeks  among  us,  with  a  view  to  the  preparation  and  pub- 
lication of  his  poetical  productions^  We  had  the  pleasure,  in  a  former  num- 
ber, to  introduce  Mr*  Ainslib  to  the  readers  of  the  Knickerbockkb,  in  two  of 
his  unpublished  pieces,  namely,  ^Tke  May-Washing^^  and  ^The  Eetro^ect.^ 
We  are  now  favored  with  a  fresh  and  original  burst  of  true  Scottish 
melody,  which  we  have  no  hesitation  in  rankuig  among  the  happiest  strains 
of  the  Caledonian  muse.  This  bright  picture  of  the  fiijrest  side  of  ^Auld 
Scotia,'  will  take  its  place  among  the  songs  that  set  the  blood  dancing  in  the 
veins  of  every  hearer,  whatever  be  his  nativity,  and  will  often  be  heard  when 
the  toa^t  is  given  *2b  Scotland's  JionestMen  and  honnie  Lasses/ tht&  world  over :. 


'Sj^  JStrrs  JBsi^i  o'  4irotlKit^. 


BT  HUGH    AUTBLIX. 


*  Ye  merry  maids  o'  Scotland, 

DeftrM88ea  o*  lang^yDe, 
Hovr  turns  o'  some  auld  melodie 

Will  brintfje  to  my  min*  1 
Wi'  your  d^n'  an*  your  laffin', 

Frac  glint  o*  day  to  g[Ioam, 
When  com  was  whitenin'  on  the  lea. 

An'  bay  was  in  the  holm. 

'At  Martinmas  an'  Whitsunday, 

At  bridal  or  at  fair. 
Wi'  Sunday  braws  like  drifted  snaw». 

Ye  wore  a  doucer  air: 
But  smirks  around  vour  rosy  lips, 

Wi'  glintings  o*  tne  e'e, 
Tauld  aye  how  soon  a  canty  tune 

Could  wake  yc  into  glee. 


*  When  dreary  days  o'  winter 

War  soaihng  sleet  and  snawr 
Your  fresh,  unfrosted  merriment 

Sent  simmer  through  the  ha' : 
Your  kin'  gude  een,  an'  winsome  mien.. 

Would  thaw  the  plouffhman  chtel, 
While  merry  sang,  the  Tee  night  lang.. 

Was  chorused  wi'  your  wheel. 

*^I  'm  fiir  awa',  I  'm  lang  awa'. 

An'  mucklc  's  come  atween 
The  nij^hts  we  reeled  it  in  the  ha') 

Or  hnked  it  on  the  green. 
But  so^th  me  yet  a  canty  lilt, 

Ye  're  a'  afore  my  min  , 
Dear  merry  maids  o'  Scotland, 

Sweet  lasses  o'  lang-syne !  * 


A  true  bard  is  Hugh  Ainslul  -  -  -  *  L.  B.  G/  s  case  of  ''Sharp  Fraetice ' 
reminds  us  of  an  incident  once  related  to  us  by  our  old  friend  Senator 
Sewakd,  when  we  were  *  fetching  a  walk'  along  the  Owaaco  canal,  one 
pleasant  summer  evening,  in  the  southern  precincts  of  *  sweet  Auburn^ 
loveliest  village  of  the  plain:'  (Goldsmith!)  *My  first  case,'  said  the 
Governor,  *in  Cayuga  county,  outside  of  the  viUage,  was  in  the  town  of 

S ,  and  I  walked  the  whole  distance  to  attend  to  it    It  was  a  plain 

case,  an  action  for  debt  before  a  country  jury.  I  arrived  in  court  in  due  sea- 
son, and  was  ready  at  once  to  proceed  ;  but  the  defendant  did  not  want  to 
go  on  without  his  counsel,  who  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance.  After 
waiting  for  some  time,  and  no  counsel  presenting  himself,  I- thought  pro- 
fessional courtesy  did  not  require  any  longer  delay.  So  I  arose,  and  laid 
before  the  court  and  jury  a  plain,^  unvarnished  statement  of  the  case  in  hand^ 
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fiid  was  mbont  daimiDg  jadgmoit  for  my  client,  when  there  was  a  sudden 
Imfitiein  the  coort-room,  and  the  defendant  exdafaned,  *■  Hold  on  1  —  switdi 
off! — drynp  a  minute  I  Here  comes  naykwyerl'  I  looked  round,  ijid 
saw  my  antagonist  walking  up  toward  the  bar.  I  had  never  seen  such  a 
specimen  of  a  *  lawyer.'  He  .wore  an  old  round-crowned  drab  hat,  with  a 
tow-string  tied  around  it  fSn*  a  band,  with  a  short,  black  pipe  twisted  in  it,  and 
^two-and-flixpence^markedinflgures  with  red  chalk  on  the  side.  He  had  a 
short  and  very  crooked  stidc  over  his  shoulder,  on  which  were  suspended 
his  coat  and  *  jadcet,'  and  his  brown  tow  trowsers  wen  rolled  nearly  up  to 
his  knees,  and  he  was  without  shoes  or  stockings.  As  he  came  up  to  the 
table,  he  tossed  his  garments  off  from  his  stick,  wiped  his  steaming  free  with 
a  dirty  red-and-yellow  cotton  handkerclue^  and  then  '  opened '  upon  the 
court  *  Sharp  practice  this,'  said  he, '  to  let  a  young  Auburn  lawyer  come 
down  here  to  mystify  and  oonfuse  the  minds  of  plain  people  like  us,  and 
have  the  taUc  all  his  own  way  I  What 's  been  a-goin'  on?  How  far  has  he 
got  ? '  I  rose  and  remarked  that  I  had  waited  more  than  a  reasonable  timet 
and  had  then  made  a  plain  statement  o(  my  case  to  the  court  and  jury,  but 
that  I  would  now  recapitulate  my  argument,  which  I  at  once  proceeded  t- 
do.  When  I  had  finished,  he  took  a  huge  quid  of  pig-tail  in  his  mouth,  and 
scarcely  deigning  a  look  at  me,  siud  to  the  jury :  *  Well,  there — that 's  all 
he  ^s  got  to  say !  Now  /  sha^  n't  say  nothing.  /  know,  and  so  do  you,  that 
common  law  is  common  sense.  The  young  man  did  n^t  think  we  had  'ither 
on 'em.  Ha!  ha! — guess  he'll  find  he's  mistaken!  I  leave  the  whole 
thing  to  you,  gentlemen.  You  won't  have  to  wait  long,  I  expect,  to  come  to 
a  decision.'  *And  the  case  was  instantly  decided  against  me,'  said  the 
Governor,  'although  as  clearly  in  &vor  of  my  client  as  the  sun  at  noon-day.' 
Now  it  strikes  us  that  this  woe  '  Sharp  Practice.'  It  was  too  '  plain  a  case' 
to  the  pettifogger,  to  at  all  befog  the  jury  -  -  -  An  old  correspondent  in 
the  north  writes  us  as  follows :  *And  so  glorious  John  Wilson^  the  Jupitik 
ToNAHs  of  the  nineteenth  century,  is  lost  firom  our  literary  horizon  for  ever! 
One  by  one,  the  re^lendent  galaxy  of  British  genius  and  talent,  whose  bright- 
ness has  be^i  a  world's  w(mder  and  admiration  for  the  last  sixty  years,  have 
disappeared;  and  now  we  have  to  mourn  the  eclipse  of  CHRiSTOPnEK  North, 
the  many-mded  man  of  genius,  and  one  of  the  marvels  of  the  age.  But  the 
present  century^  so  prodigal  of  remarkable  men,  has  produced  none  like 
Nobth;  none  who  can  advance  even  a  shadowy  claim  to  his  wonderful  ver- 
satility of  thought,  or  the  fervid  sweetness  and  affluent  majesty  of  his  ideasi 
as  they  swept  on  with  the  grandeur  of  a  noble  river;  none  whose  Protean 
&ncy,  so  teeing  and  exuberant  in  its  riches  of  imagination,  that  it  seemed 
a  ecmmiuariat  for  herds  of  the  smaller  fry  of  litt^rateursi^  and  set  whole 
reg^ents  of  them  up  in  a  brisk  and  flourishing  business.  His  astonishing 
'^  Noctes,'  although  often  called  a  book,  is  no  book  after  all ;  it  is  rather  a 
^aim  of  diamonds,  sparkling  in  the  sun-light — the  sun-light  of  immortality ; 
for  they  present  the  infinite  varieties  of.  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  creatioo, 
animate,  and  inanimate,  as  in  a  mirror ;  not  indeed  as  they  appear  to  the 
outward  senses,  but  to  the  mind^s  eye,  in  all  the  varying  moods  that  humanity 
fiimulatea.    Genius  like  this  never  tires,  never  satiates :  it  carries  on  the  soul 
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in  %  stream  of  delight,  is  the  inoense  of  the  morning  «r  breftthes  rapture  on 
the  senaes.  I  would  fain  recount  to  70a  the  doings  of  his  early  daya,  '  for 
Bdwin  was  no  Tulgar  boy ; '  £un  tell  you  the  eccentric  freaks  oi  his  (kwning 
manhood,  and  the  many  lofty  and  noble  achievements  of  his  more  mature 
years :  but  my  outdoor  duties,  at  this  busy  season,  cry  trumpet-tongued  to 
hftve  done  scribbling ;  to  lay  down  the  pen  and  take  up  the  garden-hoe ;  for 
the  spring-blossoms  are  snowing  from  the  trees,  and  there  is  not  a  single 
beet  or  parsnip-seed  yet  in  the  ground.  Do  tell  omr  excellent  friend  RsDriBLn 
to  hurry  up  the  'Noctes.'  He  has  them  in  good  hands.  And  now  Gon 
bless  you,  and  good-night  1 '  •  -  -  Ms.  K.  N.  Psfpib  has  been  heard  from. 
We  thought  it  very  strange,  that  a  poet  like  himself  whose  reputation  has 
become  so  thoroughly  established,  should  be  content  to  repose  upon  his 
laurels.  His  relatives,  upon  whom  his  fiune  is  reflected,  have  drawn  him 
from  his  temporary  retirement  The  subjoined  correspondence  is  both 
unique  and  ezplanivtory : 

*ir(i>rth'Pimodh0M8  Ifmr-Oomers,  June  W>,  18M. 
^Ms.  Olabk,  Editor: 

'Sib:  Since  jour  froitleflB  investigations  aajing  that  you  hoped  the  sword  was 
not  sheathed  or  (isking  if  the  sword  was  sheathed  meaning  my  friend  Mr.  Pkppebs 
pen  I  oonclnde.  I  havo  now  made  up  my  mind  to  infbnn  yoi  definitely  relative  to 
that  Great  man. 

*Firat:  I  may  say  that  I  adore  Mr.  Pepper's  genius  although  different  I  am  as 
you  may  say  one  of  his  Antipodes.  I  am  his  friend.  I  and  Mr.  Pkppkr  liave 
sprang  up  into  manhood's  ripening  Sheaf  side  by  side  and  called  ourselves  Friends 
from  earliest  infimey.  Sir.  He  has  been  a  blessing  to  me.  I  'm  proud  to  have  been 
tiie  first  that  see  into  him,  and  I  discovered  much.  He  has  got  a  mind.  He  is 
playfhl  but  gloomy.  Humorous  but  solemn.  Simple  but  intricate.  Pathetic  but 
ridiculous.  Sir.  I  hand  you  a  letter  fit)m  Mr.  Pepper.  It  reveals  much  that  ijer- 
hape  ought  to  be  sacred.  It  was  wrote  to  me  and  the  Autograph  is  genuine.  I 
would  not  lose  that  letter  for  five  dollars. 

'  I  send  it  because  it  contains  one  of  those  gems  tiliat  have  so  delighted  astonished 
and  entranced  the  civilized  world.    It  is  peculiariy  Peppbrian. 

*  I  send  the  whole  letter  because  a  Gem  always  looks  better  in  a  setting.  His 
setting  is  wonderfiiL 

'The  private  life  of  groat  men  is  a  topic  at  once  interesting  and  good.  Good 
because  it  invites  people  to  leave  busy  cares  and  live  as  they  liva  It  is  no  damage 
to  Mr.  Pepper  because  he  will  be  deprived  of  the  Magazine  this  summer  in  conse- 
quence of  not  being  within  fifty  miles  of  a  post-office.  He  will  not  therefore  see 
it.    But  excuse  me.    I  keep  you  fUrom  the  rich  repast  in  store  fi>r  your  mind. 

*  With  consideration.    Sir.    Yours.    P.  Pepper  Podd. 

*  P.  S.  You  win  notice  how  Mr.  Pepper's  poetic  mind  transfers  bodies  of  water, 
when  I  inform  you  that  the  one  which  he  has  called  Pepper's  Lake*  is  but  six  rods 
in  width  and  two  feet  eight  inches  in  depth.  Its  former  name  was  *  Mudsucker 
P^d.' 

'  0  the  powers  of  that  individual's  Genius !  I  am  proud  that  any  part  of  my  name 
rosemblee  his  and  I  give  it  prominence  in  honor  of  him.  p.  p.  p.** 

•  *TaAr  tometMn^  tnllf^  BtTVB  to  peryt^toMU  QntibMmtnA  be 
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' '  Wat  wood  joa  thino  ef  joa  ahood  se  me  now  t  Hetr  i  am  a  nutj  katein  fur  awaj 
from  ffftrj  think,  by  the  side  of  a  lorly  ezpaas  of  water  widi  ai  i  her  lit  diBooveid  iti 
Bmrtis  k  doant  no  no  other  naim  i  aplj  mi  own  dgnaeher  to  it 

'  'Hsvink  retyred  from  the  werld  for  a  aesnn  to  eommie  with  nacher  4  gir  mi  genua 
a  reatin  ^lel,  i  lir  like  a  nancherite  al  aloan  by  mioelf  a-fiahiak  and  romink  and  leiB 
the  things  gro.  i  doant  war  nothink  bat  a  shert  and  pant^  as  hear  the  doathink  is 
•oopirfloouSy  mi  baird  hesent  ben  teched  for  snthin  over  a  wcttk,  k  i  look  sarig  i  can  tel 
joQ.  bat  o  how  trankil  i  am :  i  breth  now  k  slepe  coiet.  ime  ganing  al  the  wile,  k  e^ 
i  doant  atop  soon  i  mnst  hi  a  noo  soot 

•  <I  am  oomp<)gink  a  Grate  Pome  mi  boj  U  spels^  k  onoet  in  a  wile  i  thro  of  a  Utie 
'frier/  bi  way  of  Taryty.  mi  genus  is  erer  a  stirink  k  kepes  me  oncomlbrtable  moast 
of  Ihe  time  bi  reson  of  the  presher.  wat  it  wood  doo  ef  it  had  a  chans,  i  doan  no.  bat 
the  coBsekensia  wood  be  dredful  to  mi  helth.  Yoa  no  we  littery  men  air  tnibled  a 
good  dele  with  pane  in  the  bowb  kc  4th.  0  how  i  delite  to  rise  with  the  son,  wen  the 
doo  is  onio  the  gras  k  walk  into  the  woods  war  its  diy :  i  here  the  Berds  a-cherapink 
•0  hapy  it  maiks  me  fele  bad,  4  i  ask  Wi  it  is  ime  so  melonooUyAsad?— wi  Wo  kepes 
frhanginaroondAmaiksmecaiyhiscloker  No  boddyspeks sol snser  Genus,  theiis 
the  eecrit  o  wat  a  cos  wen  youY  got  too  moeh.  ef  i  had  a  litle  moor  ide  spine  away 
k  finely  dL  as  it  is  i  am  very  feble  so  i  fish  and  dyit  strong,  k  rome  intwo  the  darknis 
«f  the  ainahen  Ibrist  You  smil  k  fhinc  of  Mnsketer.  bat  you'm  rong.  musketer  is 
a  blesmg  ef  properly  took,  doan't  the  scraehin  maik  you  onhapy,  k  aint  onhaptnes 
the  food  of  genus  ?  wi,  i  am  so  onmindfle  i  let  him  bite  and  scasly  doo  nothink,  ownly 
i  hev  svoar  to  thine  seeh  a  apetiai  is  denid  to  hewmsn  Bings.  musketer  must  liv.  h% 
is  the  part  of  profldens  as  bites,  k  nothink  wateTer  ken  cfaaing  him  but  bringin  him  up 
bi  hand,    skews  the  goak. 

'  *  i  inkerd  a  naxident  wile  Baling  onto  the  huk  the  other  day.  i  wos  lyng  onto  mi  ores 
in  the  senter  of  the  bdk  a-dremink  of  fsim  &o4th,  k  wile  so  doink  i  fei  intwo  a  depe 
ttody — also  shalow  water,  wich  wos  mity  fortinat  want  it  ?  i  waded  out  sloly,  thindnk 
wat  a  nar  escaip  it  wos  k  tfaoogt  ef  it  wos  deper  eny  wars  nerer  the  shoar  ide  bi  a  fiib- 


' '  Wile  reelinink  onto  the  bang,  a  dryink  miself  bi  the  son,  the  mews  caim  sudently  .4 
I  eompoged  the  folowink  line : 

'*C  a    Ha    ftftit    Haas 

'•A      FBUMTiaiO      OKTO     THB      LAtK. 

*  *0  fiova  alQiow  yooqJek  not 
I  nek  k  ny  yon  ahanH  be  forgot 
Althow  yoa*m  nothink  but  borai 
k  dt  gold  haTent  no  horde 
Likewals  no  windos  nept  1 
Lite  in  the  bM  to  let  In  tbe  BOB 
(l)elnff  war  1  slepe  k  eta  wen  it  lanee) 
I  moB  usf  ire  tooe  no  paaee 
Too  oonsdo  ml  afeokehan  for  your  pnelnkA 
o  no  altbow  yoa*m  a  bat,  yoor  fr«n  tbtnos 
a  PaUe  wood  be  Inoonyenyent 
BeoawB  no  1  likes  too  be  cent 
Wen  hes  ^Td  op  8  or  4  par  etane 
tDobed.   hee  got  other  dUia 
Too  frteghhB  onto  the  let  floar. 

*o  no,  deie  Hone  ambtehnn  ie  orai 
ft  IUt  in  yoo  oonteoted  ae 
The  Gbak  doe  in  bis  larnet  glae 
Palis  win  cost  9000  dolan. 
8o  it  is  aloA    naeben  eoolen 
lem  how  too  be  bepy  eny  ware 
Wen  tmbl  come  tha  doant  eelr 
Bat  fie  away  too  the  woods 
Af^eetled.    who  wants  foode 
or  many  wenlbe  may  git  dieted 
*  bar  d  his  beplnee  defoted 
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Bipnting  his  tnut  into  PrioBls  • 

A  oth«r  onns  as  doant  setle  there  Uznik 
*  K<s  dere  Hona,  gly  me  nacher  and  yoa 
&  He  trahil  thin  werid  thKW 
Arfiahlnk  it  romlnk,  A  oompofdnk  potry 
A  may  iheat  IToam  wen  i  dL 

' '  Wftt  do  you  thine  of  that  last  line,  aint  it  hnj.  that's  originle,  mi  boy.  C^enus 
dvrels  into  that  line,  but  i  must  stop  a-ritink.  rite  too  me  al  about  Nicksrbockbb 
Acitb.  it  doant  oun  hear,  i  wunder  ef  ita  stoped  a-publisbink.  i  havent  rote  for  it 
for  a  goud  wile. 

'  'Now  mi  boy  be  cairful  of  your  helth  k  anser  this  imeditly. 

'  'from  your  frend, 

*«K.  N.  Pepp«b." 
Matchless,  matchless,  Pepper  and  PoDD  I  -  -  -  One  of  the  late  Rock-Island 
and  Saint-ANTHONT's  Falls  excursionists,  speaking  of  the  upper  Mississippi,  in 
a  metropolitan  journal,  awards  it  the  palm  oTer  the  Hudson.  He  pronounces 
its  blufis  *  more  beautiful  than  the  Palisades,*  and  *  allows,*  as  they  say  in 
Philadelphia,  that  *  no  river  in  America  is  so  rich  in  all  the  elements  of 
beauty  as  the  Missis^ppi.'  Dear  Sir,  *  this  won't  do ! '  Let  us  hare  no  such 
treason  to  our  noble  river.  Would  that  you  could  look  ofl^  as  we  have  been 
looking  for  the  last  hour,  upon  the  scene  which  spreads  out  before  us,  on  the 
western  bank  of  the  Hudson,  at  its  widest  part.  We  doubt  whether  there 
is  such  another  view  in  America  —  certainly  not  on  the  Mississippi  —  as- 
suredly not  on  the  Hudson  itself  The  Tappaan-Zee  spreads  out  beneath 
us,  an  inland  sea  of  rarest  beauty.  Clouds  and  sun-light  chequer  its  broad 
bosom ;  upward  of  eighty  sail,  and  four  picturesque  villages  upon  its  eastern 
bank,  are  in  sight ;  gay  steamers,  with  flaunting  flags,  pass  and  re-pass  every 
hour;  the  mountains,  *  like  holy  towers,  hold  communion  with  the  sky  *  on 
the  north  and  north-west ;  while  to  the  south,  the  clear,  pale-blue  *■  Snake- 
Hill,'  rises  from  the  prairie-causeway  between  Newark  and  New- York, 
betwcipn  the  beholder  and  which  spreads  the  lovely  valley  of  the  &ackensack 
and  the  Passaic,  dotted  with  rich  fiurms,  meadows,  '  clumps '  of  forest,  grain- 
fields,  shining  streams,  with  the  village  of  Paterson  glimmering  white  on  the 
south-western  verge.  This  is  one  view  on  the  Hudson,  Mr.  Excursionist, 
and  you  saw  nothing  more  lovely  in  your  long  journey  of  some  three  thou- 
sand mUes.  But  hear  what  Qboffrey  Crayon,  directly  over  the  watery  way 
from  us,  says  of  our  noble  river,  in  one  of  his  ^Crayon  Papen^  in  the 
Knickerbocker.  Many  of  our  present  readers,  who  were  not  our  subscribers 
fifteen  years  ago,  will  read  it  with  interest,  and  those  who  were,  will  peruse 
it  again  with  renewed  pleasure : 

'  I  THANK  OoD  I  was  bom  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson !  I  think  it  an  invaluable 
advantage  to  be  born  and  brought  up  in  the  neighborhood  of  some  grand  and  noble 
object  in  nature ;  a  river,  a  lake,  or  a  mountain.  We  make  a  friendship  with  it;  we  in 
a  manner  allj  ourselves  to  it  for  life.  It  remains  an  object  of  our  pride  and  affections, 
a  rallving-pomt,  to  call  us  home  again  after  all  our  wanderings.  'The  things  which  we 
have  learned  in  our  childhood,*  says  an  old  writer,  'jgTow  up  with  our  souls,  and  unite 
themselves  to  it.'  So  it  is  with  the  scenes  among  which  we  have  passed  our  early  dajs : 
they  influence  the  whole  course  of  our  thoughts  and  feelings ;  and  I  fancy  I  can  trace 
much  of  what  is  good  and  pleasant  in  my  own  heterogeneous  compound,  to  my  early 
companionship  with  this  glorious  river.  In  the  warmth  of  my  youthful  enthusiasm,  I 
used  to  clothe  it  with  moral  attributes,  and  almost  to  give  it  a  soul.  I  admired  its  frank, 
bold}  honest  character;  its  noble  sincerity  and  perfect  truth.  Here  was  no  specious, 
smilmg  surface,  covering  the  dangerous  sand-bar  or  perfidious  rock ;  but  a  stream  deep 
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t8  it  iras  broad,  and  bearing  with  honorable  faith  the  bark  that  trusted  to  its  waves.  I 
gloried  in  its  simple,  quiet,  majestic,  epic  flow ;  ever  straight  forward.  Once,  indeed. 
It  turns  aside  for  a  moment,  forced  from  its  coarse  by  opposing  mountains;  but  it 


march, 
open, 


strokes  bravelj  through  them,  and  immediately  resumes  its  straightforward  nu 
Bdioia,  thought  I,  an  emblem  of  a  good  man's  course  through  life :  ever  simple,  c ,     , 
•nd  direct;  or  if,  orerxrawered  by  aarerse  dreumstanoes,  he  deviate  into  error,  it  is  but 
momentary ;  he  soon  rBCOTers  his  onward  and  bonorabla  career,  and  continues  it  to  the 
end  of  his  pilgrimage.     •  •      The  Hudson  is,  in  a  manner,  my  first  and  last 

love ;  and  aher  all  my  wanderings,  and  seeming  infidelities,  I  return  to  it  with  a  heart- 
felt preference  for  it  over  all  the  other  rivers  in  the  world.  I  seem  to  catch  new  life,  as  I 
bathe  in  its  ample  billowi,  and  inhale  the  pure  breezes  of  its  hills.  It  is  true,  the 
romance  of  youtb  is  past,  that  onoe  spread  illusions  over  every  scene.  I  can  no  longer 
picture  an  Amdia  in  eveiy  green  valley ;  nor  a  iairy-land  among  the  distant  mountains, 
nor  a  peerless  beauty  in  every  villa  gleaming  among  the  trees ;  but  although  the  illu- 
tions  of  youth  have  faded  from  the  mndscape,  the  recollections  of  departed  years  and 
departed  pleasures  shed  over  it  the  mellow  charm  of  evening  soD-ahme/ 

A  Doble  picture  of  a  noble  river!  -  -  -  UereiE^ABetortmthleeinit:* 
'An  old  chap  residing  near  here,  who  might  be  classed  as  of  the  genus  ^Sca- 
Imoag^^  who  was  too  lazy  to  work,  but  picked  up  a  living  by  pettifogging, 
and  other  means  more  or  less  equivocal,  was  caught  by  a  neighbor  with  a 
rail  on  his  back,  which  he  had  just  appropriated  from  said  neighbor's  fence 
for  fire-wood.  *■  Hallo  I  you  old  scoundrel!  — what  are  you  stealing  my  fence 
for? '  was  the  salutation  he  received  from  the  owner.  The  old  fellow  turned 
rennd,  rested  one  end  of  the  rail  on  the  ground,  and  replied,  without  the 
least  embaraasment :  '  I  a  n't  such  an  almighty  sight  older  than  you  are,  you 
meddling  old  fool ! '  Then,  deliberately  shouldering  the  rail,  he  carried  it 
home.  Sli^tly  the  *  wrong  tack ! '  -  -  -  Mant  thanks  to  our  Boston 
firiend,  who  sets  us  right  in  relation  to  the  authorship  of  the  lines  which  we 
attributed  to  Tai^kahill,  in  our  notice  of  *Scotia^»  Bards,*  in  the  April 
KvcKEBBOCKKH,  commencing : 

'Farewkll,  ye  hills  of  glorious  deeds, 

And  streams  renowned  in  song ; 
Farewell,  ye  blithesome  braes  and  meads 

Our  hearts  hare  loved  so  long ! ' 

The  beautiful  and  feeling  effusion  in  question  waB  by  Thomas  Pbinglk,  by 
whom  th^  were  written  on  the  eve  <^  his  departure  for  South- Africa,  and 
are  to  be  found  in  the  '  Lays  of  Horns  and  Fatherland,  in  *  Chambers'  Mis- 
cellany,' but  were  first  published  in  Blackwood,  of  which  Prinole  was  one  of 
the  founders^  and  for  some  time  editor.  The  beautiful  poem  entitled  '  Timers 
Changes,^  we  are  fiuiher  informed  by  our  obliging  friend,  is  net  by  Pbaed, 
(it  is  attributed  to  Peakd,  however,  by  our  friend  Dr.  Gbiswold,  in  his 
'PeetsandPoetry  of  England,')  but  by  *  Delta,'  (Mom,)  of  Blackwood's 
Magazine,  m  which  work  it  appeared  in  August,  1826.  It  is  difficult  always 
to  be  correct  in  such  matters.  -  -  -  Mb.  Fbedebick  S.  Cozzens,  at  Num- 
ber Eighty-Five  Chambers-street,  closely  adjoining  the  Irvhyg-House,  issues 
monthly  what  he  doubtiess  considers  a  business  circular,  but  which,  beside, 
is  in  reality  an  exceedingly  readable  and  pleasant  journal  of  eight  pages- 
beautifrilly  executed,  by  Gbat,  and  embellished  with  a  charming  vignette- 
head,  from  the  firuitfiil  and  &cile  brain  and  pencil  of  Dablet.  Himself  a 
long-established  wine-merchant,  of  experienced  and  delicate  taste,  and  fami- 
liarly acquainted  with  every  branch  of  his  business,  he  is  well  qualified  to 
treat  of  the  subjects  to  which  his  sheet — a  proper  pendant  to  his  extensive 
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establishment,  and  a  useful  exponent  of  its  choice  stores — will  be  deyoted. 
The  following  outlines  indicate  the  intention  and  scope  of  the  *  Wine-Press :  * 

*  SoMB  aoconnt  of  the  ealtiTRtion  of  the  grape  in  different  countries ;  some  account 
of  the  condition  of  the  Tine  in  Europe,  its  past  history  and  present  decline ;  the  rising 
interests  of  a  new  and  raluable  addition  to  our  home  products,  soon  to  be  estimated  br 
milUons_of  dollars :  the  cultiyation  of  the  grape  at  the  West  and  South ;  with  sudi 
statistics  as  are  Tamable  and  reUable,  can  scarcely  fidl  to  be  interesting,  no  matter  in 
what  manner  presented.  Brief  histories  of  rare  and  curious  old  wines ;  hints  in  regard 
to  treatment ;  rules  adopted  by  those  of  most  experience ;  and  such  suggestions  gene- 
rally as  may  be  useful,  ix>th  in  the  domestic  economy,  and  in  the  larger  operations  of 
bnsmess^  shall,  from  time  to  time,  find  a  place  in  this  record.  Such  condiments,  also, 
as  giTe  a  relish  to  the  table;  the  oHtc,  and  oliTe>oil;  p4t6s  and  fanciful  edibles;  segars: 
teas  and  coffee ;  and  whateTer  else  tends  to  make  up  the  sum  oi  daily  enjojrment,  will 
be  treated  of  in  appropriate  paragraphs. 

'The  grand  ola  prejudices  that  surround  with  an  iuTisible  halo  the  memory  of 
departed  wines  shall  be  as  much  respected  as  the  cobwebs  thai  announce  their  anti- 
qmty;  but,  at  the  same  time,  the  merits  of  wines  less  aged,  and  of  less  reputation,  bat 
of  real  value,  shall  not  be  OTerlookcd.  Information  in  rmrd  to  these  matters  will  be 
presented  as  clearly  and  explicitly  as  possible.  Plain  dealing  will  justify  itself,  and 
popular  taste  is  its  earUest  indorser. 

The  present  number  contains,  among  other  interesting  artides,  a  *  History 
of  LoNowoRTH*s  Gatawba  Wines,'  of  which  Mr.  Cozzens  is  agent,  a  chapter 
upon  ^  Wine-Glasses,'  descriptions  of  rare  and  curious  wines,  brandies,  etc., 
etc.,  to  say  nothing  of  *  mixtures.'  -  -  -  *At  one  place,'  writes  an  Ohio 
friend  *  where  I  was  visiting,  they  are  famous  fishermen  and  famous  Methodists. 
A  well-known  revival  preacher  had  been  laboring  with  but  little  apparent, 
success  in  the  neighborhood  for  several  weeks ;  all  the  apparent  results  of 
his  efforts  being  the  getting  of  a  few  quite  young  persons  upon  the  anxious- 
seats.  I  was  asking  *  Jeh,'  the  colored  boy  at  the  stable,  one  day,  how  they 
were  getting  along  at  the  camp-meetiifg,  when  he  said:  *They  ain't  doin' 
much.  They 've  only  caught  a  few  «^in^«  for  bait!'  -  -  -  Evert  true 
artist  will  understand  and  feel  the  merit  and  sentiment  of  the  ^Ftvrewell  to  my 
Studio:' 

*  GooD-BTB  my  Srunio  I  ere  we  part, 

Let  me  address  thee.    Dumb  tnou  art, 

But  yet  in  thy  still  eloquence  I  find 

A  acmeihin^  glowing,  as  if  full  of  mind. 

Thy  window,  looking  on  the  upper  air, 

Cauffht  not  the  light  to  gild  the  costly  stuff 

That  Wealth  spreads  all  around  with  vulgar  can. 

'  Thy  walls  are  barren,  like  a  leafless  tree. 
And  melancholy  broods  o*er  yon  and  me; 
Still,  down  the  vista  of  the  toiling  past» 
I  see  those  shining  hours  that  link  me  to  thee  fiut 
The  quiet  light  that  throag^h  my  window  came 
Oft  seemed  the  halo  of  a  deathless  fame ; 
And  when  it  vanished  with  the  evening  shade, 
I  thought  that  it  and  I  were  in  obliTion  laid. 
But  yet  again  the  promised  morning  broke. 
And,  like  that  statue  which  at  sun-nse  spoke, 
I  felt  the  lustre  o'er  my-  doubting  heart, 
And  woke  from  toils  or  life,  to  dreams  of  s'lorious  Art. 
I  may  haye  failed  —  have  failed,  as  others  foil, 
Mv  brothers  in  the  martyrdom  of  thought : 
Thep  too  have  seen  the  blowing  planets  pale. 
And  ends  die  out  that  they  in  vain  had  sought 

*  Now,  step  by  step,  I  see 
The  distance  darkening  round  my  mystic  way, 
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But  I  tread  firmly  on.    So  let  it  be: 

Night's  Bolemn  rest  snooeedB  the  stniggliiig  daj. 

And  I  shall  sleep  for  erer;  and  no  more 

The  music  of  my  don-deep  hopes  shall  come 

To  bear  me  finom  that  all-iorgettiog  shore, 

Where  Dbath  is  peace,  and  ue  dim  giave  is  home,* 

There  18  evidently  deep  feeling  here.  -  -  -  Amoho  all  our  American  inatiiii- 
tioDS,  there  is  none  better  befitting  a  great]  and  growing  republic  than  The 
Strawberry,  And  how  abundant  is  that  delictous  froit  just  at  this  nick  of 
time!  On  the  yerdant  western  slope  abore  the  Tappaan-Zee,  where  we 
respire  this  lovely  June  morning,  the  whole  air  is  redolent  of  them,  even 
OTer-powering  the  sweet  scents  of  the  white  and  purple  doYer.  Whole  fields 
around  US|  down  among  the  grass,  are  half-red  with  them.  And  pleasant  it 
was,  just  now,  to  go  out  with  a  three- year-old  little  hoy,  and  pick  the  red, 
OMlting  fiiiit,  and  drop  the  berries  into  his  rosy  mouth  —  not  the  ^  hull '  of 
'  em,  for  that  half  you  retain  between  your  finger  and  thumb,  as  you  propel 
the  other  through  the  portals  of  the  smaD,  seed-peail  teeth.  The  fingers 
with  which  we  scribble  '  drop  frankincense '  at  this  moment,  so  all-perrading 
'•^  the  scent  of  the  delicious  strawberry.  Our  fiiend,  *Thb  Colonel,*  upon 
the  choice  garden  of  whose  fine  mansion  we  look  down,  a  garden  *iull  of 
all  manner  of  fiiiits,'  *  rises  and  flutters'  when  this  luscious  fruit  is  men- 
tioned ;  for  such  specimens,  (and  in  the  most  luxurious  abundance)  as  he 
can  boast,  *  you  shall  not  find  elsewhere.'  As  an  eridence  of  which,  we 
may  mention,  that  we  were  presented  with  a  single  berry  yesterday,  by  his 
accomplished  lady,  just  one  half  ^  which  satisfied  ^the  appetite,  and  we 
threw  the  other  moiety  away.  But  it  was  a  strawberry,  we  should  add,  of 
an  unuusnall  J  large  size.  -  -  -  Wb  are  not  at  all  surprised  to  perceiTe  that 
the  '  Coemopolitan  Art  and  Literary  AMoeiation,^  advertised  on  the  last 
page  of  the  coyer  of  the  last  and  present  numbers  of  the  Kmickeebockbr, 
meets  with  hig^  commendation  fit>m  the  public  press  throughout  the  Union. 
Dor  friend  and  correspondent,  the  poet  Saze,  in  his  ^Burlington  (Vt)  8en- 
tMel^  *giTes  mouth '  to  the  general  voice,  when  he  remarks,  in  one  of  his 
tene  editorials :  '  We  renture  to  say  thst  no  similar  or  equally  useful  pro- 
ject for  die  distribution  of  the  products  of  Literature  and  Art  was  erer 
deriaed  in  this  country.  The  difference  between  this  and  erery  other  plan 
that  we  hare  yet  seen  is  this :  The  mtbecriber  gets  the  full  value  of  his  money 
el  the  starts  with  a  chance  for  a  high  premium  beside.  One  word  more. 
We  personaUy  know  Mr.  Dbrbt,  the  Actuary,  and  can  assure  the  public 
that  he  is  s  man  of  integrity  and  enterprise,  is  associated  with  men  of  honor, 
and  will  see  that  the  promises  of  the  Association  are  most  rigidly  fuLSUed.' 
This  high  praise  is  very  justly  deseryed.  -  -  -  *An  acquaintance  of  mine, 
after  residing  in  the  country  some  time,  recently  removed  to  your  city.  One 
of  his  little  girls,  who  was  very  fond  of  milk,  on  asking  for  a  drink  of  her 
&Torite  beverage,  was  told  that  there  were  no  cows  in  the  city,  and  thst  she 
most  wait  for  the  milk-man.  When  the  mflk  came,  after  taking  %  long 
teng^t,  she  said,  with  a  countenance  expressive  of  decided  disapprobation, 
*  Mother,  I  do  n't  think  mOk-man's  milk  is  half  as  good  as  cow's  milk ! ' 
There  is  a  biting  satire  in  this  ^  hit'  -  -  -  Mm-wAV  between  New-York  and 


106  Editor's  Taik,  [Jaly, 

Binghamton,  on  the  New-York  and  Erie  Railroad,  is  *  Mast-Hope/  and  there- 
ibout  is  an  Hotel,  kept  bj  that  prince  of  caterers  and  *  good-fellows,^  ^Lord 
Clipton  Hatj>,'  formerly  of  the  old  *  Phoenbc,'  in  the  lovely  county-town  ot 
Broome.  A  better-appointed  establishment,  or  one  more  luxurious  in  all 
particulars,  is  not  to  be  found  upon  the  road.  The  table  is  supplied,  among 
all  other  luxuries  of  the  season,  with  the  deUdous  trout  and  pickerel,  so 
abundantly  caught  in  the  near  n^ghborhood ;  the  house  is  beautifully 
secluded,  in  a  lovely  syivan  region ;  is  elegantly  ftimished,  and  its  baths, 
cool  sleeping-rooms,  ample  parlors,  billiard-room  and  bowling  alley,  leave 
nothing  to  be  desired,  either  for  comfort  or  recreation.  -  -  -  Jullies 
is  *  going,  going,  g&M  ^  almost,  from  among  us ;  but  his  memory  lingers, 
and  will  linger  long  in  our  midst  As  '  Punch  '  sang,  when  he  left  London 
for  Paris,  some  years  ago : 

*  Farewell,  the  cornet-^-pistoiL  the  shrill  flute 
Ear-piercing  opfaicleide,  and  all  — farewell! 
Farewell  the  masflive  drum,  the  big  trombore* 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  promenat  e  conceTts ! 
And  yo%  ye  brazen  serpents,  whose  rude  11  roats 
The  immortal  Cabtlitch'b  damoFs  ooanteileit. 
Farewell !  —  Jullien's  occupation 's  gone  t' 

Go  and  see  him  while  he  doe$  stay.  -  -  -  Vekt  deeply  did  we  regret  our 
inability  to  avail  ourselves  of  the  kind  invitation  sent  us  by  the  committee 
to  join  the  recent  *  Chicago  and  Roek-hland  Mccursion,^  to  celebrate  the 
opening  of  the  last  link  in  the  railroad  line  between  the  eastern  Atlantic  «nd 
the  Mississippi  We  labored  early  and  late  to  effect  the  much-desired 
object,  '  lest  by  any  means  we  should  come  short  of  it;  *  but  we  did  ^come 
short  of  it»  nevertheless,  *  and  were  compelled  to  give  up  the  idea  of  joining 
the  delightful  excursion  —  not  without  many  an  inward  murmur,  aa  we  saw, 
from  our  eyrie  on  the  Hudson,  on  a  pleasant  June  morning,  the  cars  rushing 
along  towiurd  the  North  and  West,  filled  with  our.  happy  friends  and  con- 
temporaries. How  we  longed  to  see  a  prairie,  Mike  the  round  ocean,  girdled 
with  the  sky;'  the  great  *  leather  of  Waters;'  and  to  take  the  hands  of 
numerous  friends  and  correspondents,  in  the  towns  and  along  the  rivers  of 
the  great,  unvisited  West!  But  we  must '  bide  our  time,'  if,  happily,  such 
an  opportunity  shall  ever  occur  again.  -  -  -  *A  pbofbssional  friend,' writes 
a  new  correspondent,  who  dates  from  the  Asron-House,  *  of  somewhat  dilapi- 
dated fortunes,'  from  his  own  account,  writes  me  the  following  pithy  letter : 

*  *DcAB  Bib:  A  post-mortem  examlnatloB  of  past  calomitleB  !b  by  no  means  a^eeable:  yet  I 
must  dMnter  one,  and  bring  to  your  notice.    Ton  vrtH  recollect,  that  for  some  dllnvlan  eoncera, 

old  Blue-Jat,  oHm  M v,  obtained  a  judgment  sgalDst  me.    He  sold  it  to  N.  F.  H a,  and 

U assigned  to  you ;  and  we  agreed  it  diould  be  SBtiafled  on  my  conveying  to  yon  a  lot  near 

S *B.    I  made  Uie  conreyance,  bnt  there  was  some  informality  in  the  acknowledgment  of  an 

earlier  conveyance,  and  what  became  of  the  deed  or  the  lot,  I  hare  no  knowledge.  I  am  now 
anxlona  to  have  the  Jndgment  dlsdiaiged  of  record.  It  is  a  lien  on  nothing  undtf  heaven,  and 
never  will  be ;  for  tai  truth,  I  am  so  poor  I  do  not  make  a  shadow  when  the  sun  shines,  and  my 
bones  stick  into  the  chair  I  sit  in,  like  a  fork.  Yet  the  Judgment  is  a  scare-crow  in  my  way,  and  I 
want  it  sattofled,  while  we  are  hers  in  the  flesh.  Old  debts  are  worse  than  original  sins ;  tot  they 
remain  in  Aill  force  sAsr  the  most  sincere  repentance.  In  remitting  this  one,  have  no  fdv  that  y<m 
will  'strain  the  quality  of  mercy.'  E.  M ^.'' 

They  *let  him  slide! '    -    -    -    Wb  are  ashamed  to  own  that  we  had 
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forgotten  that  Ouvbk  Wendbll  Uolmbs  was  the  author  of  the  beautiful  lines, 
^ITu  Star  and  Lily^^  copied  into  the  ^  Gossip '  of  a  late  number.  '  Come  to 
think  of  it,^  who  else  could  have  written  it  ? '  -  -  -  Thkbe  is  a  sign  in  a  very 
ambitious  Tillage  not  sixty  miles  from  Gotham,  which  reads  very  distinctly, 
m  large  letters,  '  Meat  Market  : '  and  underneath,  in  yery  small  letters, 
Aho^  all  hinds  of  Satuofesf*  JTbiB  latter' strikes  us  as  being  decidedly 
wggutioe,  -  -  -  ^  The  Armenia^  has  been  thoroughly  repaired  and 
painted,  and  has  commenced  her  regular  trips  to  Albany  as  a  day-boat, 
leaving  Kew'Tork  on  Mondays,  Wednesdays,  and  Fridays,  at  seven  o'clock* 
A.M.  A  pleasantcr  trip  could  not  be  taken  out  of  our  swanning  metropolis 
than  on  this  well-appointed,  well-officered  steamer,  along  the  matchless 
scenery  of  the  majestic  Hudson.  -  -  -  'Shabp  Practice  in  Erie ; '  '  My 
Cousin  Tom's  Small  Pox;'  *A  Rebuke  of  Washmgton  Harpies;'  'Faint 
Recollections  of  an  Old  Rope-Walk;'  four  and  a  half  pages  of  care- 
fully-culled *Ohildren^$  Gomp,  from  abundant  stores;  with  several  notices 
of  new  publications,  are  among  the  articles  in  type,  but  are  unatoidably  omiU 
ted  from  the  present  number.  -  •  -  A  XEWLT^mpOBTsn  Dutchman, 
having  enlisted  in  the  service  at  a  military  station  not  a  hundred  miles  from 
New-York,  was  one  evening  placed  on  guard.  Seeing  a  couple  of  gentlemen 
approaching,  he  challenged  them  with,  *  Who  gomes  dare  ?  *  '  Friends,  with 
the  countersign.'  'Yell,  if  you  ish  frents,  and  knows  as  ^Putler^  is  de 
gounter-sign,  de  gounter-sign  ish  gorrect.  Pass,  frents,  mit  de  gounter^ 
sign !  *  «  -  -  ^The  Morning  Ghn/  is  the  title  of  a  little  paper,  published 
and  edited  by  two  or  three  little  boys,  at  Ogdensburgh,  in  this  State.  We 
Hke  to  see  such  enterprise  and  ambition  among  lads,  and  are  glad  to  extend 
a  welcome  to  their  juvenile  sheet  Its  selections  are  quite  various  and 
spicy.  -  -  -  A  LrrTLE  girl,  supposed  to  be  about  twelve  years  of  age, 
was  discovered,  a  short  time  since,  lying  dead  upon  the  lake  shore, 
about  one  mile  south  of  the  City  Hall  in  Chicago,  under  suspicious 
drcumstances.  The  following  is  from  an  evening  journal  of  that  city^ 
and  may  be  well  perpetuated  as  a  specimen  of  ^Irith  CaronersJiip*  of  a 
goodly  cify  with  seventy  thousand  *  enlightened  inhabitants' : 

'Statb  of  Illikoisb,  ) 
Cook  County.         S 

'At  an  inqnisitloii  taken  for  the  peopel  of  the  State  of  lUiDoise  and  connty  of  Cook, 
this  26th  day  a.  d.  1854  before  Mr  Acstiv  Htiubb  Coroner  of  said  oountj  of  Cook  upon 


the  view  of  the  body  of  a  Female  Child,  name  unknown  then  and  \y\ng  dead  upon  the 
oaths  of  Tvrelve  Good  and  Lawful  Men  of  the  peopel  of  the  Said  State  and  County  of 
Cook,  and  When  and  who  the  said  came  to  his  or  she  came  to  her  death  We  the  Jun* 
do  wkj  We  the  Jurors  do  Agree  The  Body  came  to  her  Death  by  death  unknown.' 

This  beats  us  of  *  the  East !  *  -  -  -  We  hope  the  ^Masonic  Register  and 
Gazette  of  Nevos,^  a  weekly  journal  recently  commenced  in  this  city,  will  be 
well  sustained  by  the  great  and  honorable  fraternity  to  whose  interests  it 
will  be  devoted.  It  promises  at  the  outset  to  deserve  patronage.  The  second 
number  shows  a  little  carelessness  in  proof-reading,  which  should  be 
amended  hereafter.  If  our  old  friend  and  correspondent,  the  Most  Worship- 
lul  Grand-Master  of  New-Tork,  has  not  sadly  changed  his  literary  style  since 
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he  used  to  write  for  the  KmcKBRBOCKni,  he  nerer  could  hare  pnmounoed 
some  of  the  sentences  whidi  purport  to  be  quoted  firom  an  address  which  he 
recentlj  deUvered.    Errors  of  the  press  they  are,  undoubtedly. 


Sritt  Vttictf  •{  Nfb    9»»HtitU8f. 

Bbntok's  'Thibtt  Tbabs*  Vibw'  or  thb  Ambbican  Goybrnmbht.  —In  advaDce  of  an 
extended  review  of  this  very  able  work,  when  it  ahall  haTe  been  ecMnpleted,  we  deaire 
to  call  the  attention  of  the  pnfalie  to  ite  ehanuster.  Its  title,  boweTer,  oonvefs  this,  so 
frr  as  a  men  title  can:  '  liiHsf  Ttan'  View:  or,  a  BUioryo/  iks  Worhnigo/the  Ame- 
rioan  OitvernmmUfor  Tliirt/jf  Ytan^  from  1820  to  1850.  The  oontente  of  the  work  are 
chiefly  taken  from  the  Gongreaa  debates,  the  private  papers  of  Qeneral  Jacoebon,  and 
the  speeches  of  ez-Senator  Bbntov,  including  his  actual  view  of  men  and  aiTairs :  toge> 
ther  with  historical  notes  and  illustrations,  and  some  notice  of  eminent  deceased  con- 
temporaries. The  distinguished  'Senator  of  Thirty  Tears,'  to  whose  experience  and 
experienced  pen  the  American  public  will  be  indebted  for  this  valuable  addition  to  oar 
annals,  sets  forth,  briefly  but  clearly,  the  motives  for  writing  the  work,  his  own  quah- 
flcations  for  the  task,  the  scope  of  the  publication,  and  the  spirit  in  which  it  is  written. 
In  the  first  place,  he  remarks:  'Justice  to  the  men  with  whom  I  acted,  and  to  the 
cause  in  which  we  were  engaged,  is  my  chief  motive  for  engaging  in  this  work.  A 
second  motive  is  the  hope  of  being  usefril  to  our  republican  form  of  grovemment  in 
alter-ages,  by  showing  its  working  through  a  long  and  eventful  period ;  working  well 
all  the  time,  and  thereby  justiO^g  tiie  hope  of  its  permanent  good  operation  in  all  time 
to  come,  if  maintained  in  ite  purity  and  integrity.'  As  to  Senator  Bbbtok's  qualificar 
tions  for  the  work,  he  was  in  the  Senate  of  tiie  United  Stetes  during  the  whole  time  of 
which  he  writes;  an  active,  hvM,nw9  member,  attending  and  attentive;  in  the  confidence 
of  half  the  administrations,  and  a  close  observer  of  the  others;  he  had  an  inaide  view 
of  transactions  of 'which  the  public  only  saw  the  outeide,  and  of  many  of  which  the 
two  sides' were  very  diflbrent:  he  'saw  the  secret  springs  and  hidden .  machinery  by 
which  men  and  parties  were  to  be  moved,  and  measures  promoted  or  thwarted ;  saw 
patriotism  and  ambition  at  their  respective  labors,  and  was  generally  able  to  discrimi> 
nate  between  them.'  The  writer  did  not  propose  to  himself  'a  regular  history,  but  a 
political  work,  to  show  the  practical  working  of  the  government,  and  to  speak  of  men 
and  evento  in  subordination  to  that  deaire,  and  to  illustrate  the  character  of  institutions 
which  are  new  and  complex,  the  first  of  their  kind,  and  upon  which  the  eyes  of  the 
world  are  now  fixed.'  It  will  surprise  the  American  reader  to  find,  in  the  first  volume, 
so  much  that  seems  imv,  because  it  is  so  oidy  yet  so  replete  with  interest  in  the  history 
and  progress  of  his  country.  It  is  the  author's  avowed  ambition  to  '  make  a  veracious 
work,  reliable  in  ite  stetements,  candid  in  ite  conclusions,  just  in  ite  views,  and  which 
contemporaries  and  posterity  may  read  without  fear  of  being  misled.'  A  veiy  spirited 
portrait  of  Senator  Bbnton — (a  most  striking  resemblance,  by  the  by,  to  the  late  Locis 
Phiuppb,  of  France)  — fronte  the  title-page  of  the  nrst  volume. 

'Thb  Saoud  Cibolb'  is  the  name  given  to  a  new  monthly  magaxine,  devoted  to  an 
exposition  of  'the  reason  of  the  fikith  that  is  in  them '  who  hold  to  the  mystery  of  ^Spi- 
ritual  Mdmfeeiaiioni.*  It  is  conducted  by  three  editors — Judge  Eomonds,  Dr.  Dkxtesu 
and  0.  G.  Wabbbk.  It  will,  no  doubt^  be  found  the  ablest  exponent  of  the  peculiar 
doctrines  of  which  it  is  to  treat  It  may  be  assumed,  too,  judging  ftY>m  the  first  num- 
ber, that  those  who  may  diifer  from  the  editors,  and  who  cannot  as  yet  'see  through 
their  glasses,'  will  be  treated  with  courtesy,  and  with  the  best  show  of '  argument '  that 
can  be  commanded.  As  to  the  tt^fU  of  argumentetion,  we  would  suggest  the  eschewing 
of  the  dialogue  form.    This  setting  up  an  interlocutor,  a  'man  of  straw,'  and  putting 
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jonr  own  words  into  his  month,  and  thns  defeating,  or  aaanming  to  defeat,  his  proposi- 
Ham,  is  a  'weak  invention  of  the  enemj/  and  is  yery  seldom  elfeetiTe.  There  is  some 
mj lair  poetiy  in  'The  Circle/  of  which  the  *lAne$  to  Ons  DtparUi*  tomj  werre  as  an 


'  ]>o  not  ftNiPH  mo^  thoui^  a  world  diTidM  na ; 

Hold  to  that  momoiy  wUeh  is  of  Ioyo; 
LotwolMnriheganttohHMlUuit  nidMiUi» 
To  that  blflstboar  when  we  duiu  maei  aboTO. 

*Tfane  maj  more dowlj— we  maj  loof  be  parted. 
And  clooda  andaorrowi  b«  betweoa  as  oaot ; 
But  mre  I  am  the  tnio  and  oonstaDt-bemted 
Win  jot  be  Moat,  aod  ToQalte  at  last 

*I  boar  BBj  oarthlj  BCjfonni  all  the  better 
That  I  eao  aee  a  oalmor  borne  on  hifb ; 
I  boar  m  J  auflieiliic,  and  maor  a  fotter, 
BeeaoBO  the  J  on^  last  unm  I  die. 

*.I  look  to  meet  thee  at  the  glorloiisporcal, 

Whflo  I  Bball  atep  into  the  world  of  ll^t: 
That  thoQ  ahalt  there  beatow  a  kka  immortal, 

Amid  the  angela  that  abaU  glad  m  J  Bl|^ 

*  I  no*er  foraat  thee— and  tboog^  earth]/  paaakm 
llaj  lead  mj  ibelingi  and  mr  tboa|^  ootraj, 
There  ia  within  the  eternal  IneUnation 
To  ehvpthee  to  my  heart,  and  oUvp  fbr  aje ! 

*Be  thoe  atfll  near  me,  and  ibi^et  me  noTor, 
Tin  I  be  fkee,  and  meet  thjglanoe  abore. 
Then  maj  oar  sjrmpathles  unite  for  evci^ 
AndwegolbnhnponoartaBkaof  lore.  ■. 

BoQBBs'  PoBMs.— We  are  indebted  to  Messrs.  Pmixips,  S^mpsoh,  akd  CoMPAinr,  of 
Boaton,  fbr  a  Teiy  beaatiliil  Tolnme,  containing  the  *OimipUte  Poetieal  Workt  o/Samud 
Sog«n^  edited,  with  signal  abilitjr,  bjf  pn  Sabobit,  Esq.,  who  has  fnmiahed  an  exoel* 
kat  bii^grqihieal  aketch,  replete  with  entertaining  personal  anecdote  and  authentic  and 
oo|aoQ8  notes.  What  Rogbbs'  poetry  is,  it  'boots  not  now  to  saj.'  He  ia  the  last  sor- 
mor  of  the  noble  group  of  English  bards  of  the  present  centuiy,  who  hsTc  '  stamped 
their  genina  upon  the  rode  of  time.'  An  exquisite  portrait  of  the  renerable  poet  adoma 
tbe  Tofanne.  Beautiful  aa  it  is,  ito  lineamento  instantly  recal  a  quaint  GABBSUHsh  bust 
of  Bossn  thai  adoma  the  maatel-ptece  of  the  libraiy  of  hia  finend,  Osoffrst  Cbatok, 
whoae  cfaanning  Tills  gleams  among  the  rich  June  foliage  of  '  Sunnyside,'  ss  we  write, 
over  against  us  on  the  other  side  of  the  broad  Tappaan-Zee. 

Wnsoii's  Ebbats  axd  MisCBLLAimB :  Talpocbd.  — The  loTcrs  of '  glorious  John  Wil- 
90X,'  now,  slasi  no  longer  on  the  earth,  will  gire  a  cordial  welcome  to  *  BMreatiaiu  of 
C^ittopktr  Northj^yaai  published,  complete  in  one  volume,  by  Messrs.  Phillips,  Samp- 
mi,  Aim  CoHPAHT,  Boston,  and  Mr.  Dbbbt,  New-Tork.  Who,  that  has  read,  will* 
eease  to  remember  '  Cbbdtophbb  in  his  Sporting^acket,'  and  '  in  his  Aviary '  ?  —  on 
UKmotain  and  on  moor,  in  highUnd  and  lowland ;  fishing  in  the  lochs  and  brooks,  or 
'cbanng  the  wild-deer  and  following  the  roe,'  on  the  broad  hills  of  his  belored  Soot- 
land?  Then  the  tales  that  he  narrates,  the  deep  emotions  which  he  'wreaks  upon 
e^nanon,  his  trenchant  or  gentle  and  appredatiTe  critidam — who  oould  excel  him 
iaaUthese?  Of  sudi  characteristics  is  the  volume  before  us  ftiU.  The  lame  publishers 
b»Teia8oedthe'CH<»ai2a«uiJAa002Zan«m«  WriMng$  of  iU  AvOor  of  *Iim; '  iniik  tAOir 
tioDil  artidea  never  before  published  in  this  country.  Both  volumes  sre  embellished 
with  meao-tint  portrsato  of  their  authors. 

'Thb  Txht  ahd  tkb  Altab,  or  Sketehes  from  Patriarchal  Life,'  ia  a  recent  issue  from 
fee  pme  of  Messrs.  Jomr  P.  Jswrn  akd  Gompaxt,  Boston.  The  author  is  Rev.  Jobk 
Craomia^  D.D.,  of  the  Scottish  National  Church,  London.  He  seto  forth,  with  some 
degree  of  dnmatic  effect,  for  one  of  his  sober-sided,  matterH>f-feet  natioD,  the  maniier 
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in  which  the  Christian  &ith  '  was  developed  under  the  shining  tents,  and  irradiated  the 
holy  altars  which  the  world's  graj  fiithers  raised  in  the  desert'  There  is  some  earnest 
and  forcihle  writing  in  the  rolume ;  and  we  would  instance  especially  the  Noughts  sag* 
gested  hj  the  'Death  of  Abbaham/  in  the  division  entitled,  'The  Way  of  all  the  Earth,* 
as  being  simple  and  effective.  'In  the^neral,'  however,  we  cannot  avoid  the  conclo> 
fiion  that  the  writer  is  a  good  deal  of  a  'book>maker.'  His  epigraphB  at  the  heads  of 
his  chapters,  after  the  manner  of  the  old-foahioned  novels,  and  the  frequent  poetical 
quotations,  '  lugged  in  by  ear  and  horn,'  indicate  this,  we  think,  beyond  reasonable 
peradveuture.  Mr.  Cummw o  is  the  author,  also,  of  '  Sahbath  Morning  Readings  on  the 
Old  Tdttatnentf*  by  the  same  publishers,  a  work  designed  to  explain  what  occasionally 
perplexes  the  ordinary  Christian  reader,  and  to  elttcidat«  such  passages  of  Scripture  as 
are  not  generally  familiar  or  accessible.  The  present  is  a  very  able  treatise  upon  the 
book  of  Genesis. 

ExposmoN  OF  Spiritualism.  —  This  elaborate  volume,  by  Judge  J.  W.  Edhokds  and 
Dr.  Dbxtbr,  of  this  city,  is  divided  into  three  '  Parts.'  The  first  consists  of  a  compre- 
hensive and  forcible  analysis  of  the  spiritual  experience  of  Judge  Eumonds  and  Dr. 
Dkxtbb,  through  whose  mediumship  the  book  has  been  given  to  the  public :  the  second 
is  a  fiiitbful  record  of  numerous  interviews  with  spirits  claiming  to  be  Emanubl  Sw*- 
DiKBORG  and  Lord  Bacox,  wherein  they  give  philosophical  disquisitions  in  reply  to 
numerous  questions  re8i)ecting  the  life  of  spirits:  the  third  is  a  copious  Appendix, 
embracing  the  experience  and  observation  of  Hon.  N.  P.  Tallhadgk,  late  United  States 
Senator  and  Governor  of  Wisconsin,  together  with  the  similar  experience  of  several 
other  persons,  correspondence,  etc.  It  will  be  admitted  by  all  readers  of  this  volume 
that  it  is  evidently  a  sincere  and  camestly-writlen  book.  We  have  no  knowledge  what* 
ever  of  the  subjects  of  which  it  treats.  We  have  seen  trials  of  'table-movings,'  'rap- 
pings,'  etc.,  but  in  each  case  the  experiments  were  unsuccessful.  We  are  not  therefore 
to  assume,  however,  that  they  are  deceived,  before  whom  these  phenomena  have 
repeatedly  been  enacted  with  the  most  astonishing  and  directly  opposite  results.  We 
know  men,  uf  the  first  order  of  intellect,  who  are  the  firmest  believers  in  '  spiritual 
manifestations,'  and  made  so  from  actual  experience  and  observation. 

'  Thb  Htdropathic  Physician.' — Messrs.  Fowlkbs  and  Wells  have  published  a  very 
portly  volume,  by  Jobl  Srbw,  M.D.,  thus  entitled.  It  purports  to  be  'a  Ready  Pre- 
scriber  and  Hygienic  Adviser,'  with  reference  to  the  nature,  causes,  prevention,  and 
treatment  of  diseases,  accidents,  and  casualties  of  every  kind.  If  the  '  water-cure '  be 
indeed  what  it  is  here  claimed  that  it  is,  'the  greatest  of  all  medical  improvements 
known  to  man ;  an  improvement  destined  not  only  to  make  the  members  of  communi- 
ties their  own  physicians  for  the  most  part,  but  to  mitigate,  iu  an  unprecedented  man' 
ner,  the  extent,  the  pains,  and  the  perils  of  disease ; '  then  will  the  volume  before  us 
prove  a  very  popular  one,  save,  perhaps,  among  those  pr()fe.s8ional  gentlemen  who 
would  rather  not  have  '  every  man  his  own  physician.'  The  work  is  illustrated  by 
nearly  three  hundred  engravings,  one  series  of  which  gives  all  the  '  forms  and  shows  of 
things'  in  the  modus  operandi  of  water-cure  applications. 

Professor  Clbvblakd'b  Miltok.  —  We  are  gratified,  but  not  surprised,  to  learn,  that 
a  second  edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  of  Miltost's  Poetical  Works,  edited  with  signal 
ability  by  Profdssor  CHABLn  Dexter  Cleveland,  of  Philadelphia,  has  already  been 
caUed  for  by  the  public.  The  editor's  excellent  .preliminary  dissertations,  critical  and 
explanatory  notes,  and  admirablyHuranged  index  to  the  su^jeqts  of  'Paradise  Lost,' 
have  insured,  as  we  predicted  they  would,  this  well-deserved  success. 

Fanny  Fern's  'Pbrn-Lbaves.'— Our  plain-spoken  friend  'Fanny  Fern,'  is  again 
before  the  public  with  another  budget  from  her  'Port-Folio.'  'Fanny'  is  too  well 
known  to  require  heralding,  and  too  much  of  a  god-send  to  editors,  in  town  and  countr}-, 
to  justify  quotation.  Her  previous  collection  met  with  extraordinary  success,  which 
will  serve  to  enhance  the  popularity  of  the  present.  The  engravings  (which  might, 
however,  have  been  more  numerous)  are  very  creditable  specimens  of  wood-cutting. 


NOW   RBADT, 

PUDDLEFORD  AND  ITS  PEOPLE. 

^yr    EC.    EC.    ]R,XXiZai?', 

In  one  volume  large  12mo,  with  four  beautiful  illustra- 
tions from  original  designs. 

"  We  briefly  announced  this  work  as  in  press,  in  our  last 
number.  It  is  now  pubUshed,  and  ready  for  the  pubUc.  And 
the  public  will  want  it  Jt  is  not  one  of  the  kind  of  books  that 
will  go  a-begging  for  'patronage/  (confound  that  particularly 
English  word,  for  which,  as  yet,  there  has  been  found  no  good 
synonym  I)  but  on  the  contrary,  a  book  that  will  command  success, 
because  it  deserves  it  As  to  that,  *  we  shall  see.'  We  have  sel- 
dom been  mistaken  in  our  prognostications  in  this  kind,  and  we 
<  say  it,  and  we  say  it  boldly,'  that  this  time  we  can'^be  mistaken." 
—Knickerbocker.  Magazine. 

SAMUEL  HUESTON,  mWt, 
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THE 

KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE, 

EDITED    BY  LOUIS  QAY1.0RD  CLARK. 


The  number  for  July,  1854,  begins  the  FoRxr-FouRXH  Volume  of  the  Kkick- 
SHBOOKER  Maoazins.  In  July  1863  we  commenced  giving  sixteen  pages  more  in  each 
number,  thus  adding  Two  Hundred  pages  a  Year  to  the  work. 

Since  the  price  of  subscription  has  been  reduced  from  Five  to  Three  Dollars  a  year, 
the  circulation  of  the  Knickerbocker  has  been  increased  nearly  four  to  one.  In  many 
places  ten  are  sold  where  there  was  but  one  before,  and  through  the  year  it  has  been 
steadily  increasing.  It  is  now  offered  aa  cheap  as  any  of  the  Magazines,  all  things  con- 
sidered. Instead  of  making  new  and  prodigious  promises,  we  submit  a  few  extracts 
from  notices  of  late  numbers,  which  we  might  extend  to  a  number  of  pages. 

•Those  flunlliar  with  the  Editor's  vaonlhly  *  Gossip  with  his  readers,  Ustb  doubtless,  witU  ourselTea,  admired  tb« 
perennial  source  of  iu  plesabt  wit  and  Joyonsness.  Id  this  Dumber  *The  Gossip'  holds  en  its  way  like  seme  fair 
riTQlet  glancing  and  dancing  in  the  sunshine  of  a  May  morning.  We  nied  to  wonder  how  Mr.  CiaaB  held  out,  ex- 
peeting  he  mnsl  certainly  ^snow  brown' in  tbo  oomlng  number;  l>at  this  number  gives  no  sign  of  exhaustion.— JVo- 
tional  htdligeneer*  WatkiMgton. 

•Pleassnt,  genial,  deligbtftl  •  Old  Kmiox.I'  Thy  name  is  a  suggestion  of  all  things  delectable;  tbe  algbl  of  tny 
modest,  fresh  ooTer,  a  bahn  to  spiritual  sore  eyes ;  a  glance  within  thee,  best  antidote  for  the  blaes.  Thou  bast  glTen 
to  kindly  humor,  to  plqnant  delineation,  and  to  side^pUtting.mn,  a  *looal  babiUtioDt' withi>nt  whieh  they  mifihtgo 
wandering  oTer  the  donndn  of  letters,  calling  now  and  then  where  a  friendly  doox  opened  to  them  but  refostng  to  b« 
comforted  for  the  loss  of  their  old  dear  home?— Crarttfri  BmTlinFt»%  Ft. 

*The  great  care  eyinoed  in  the  selection  of  articles  that  adorn  its  pages,  is  a  sufficient  guaranty  that  no  ooniarioutloc 
meets  the  eye  of  the  reader  but  those  which  are  known  to  be  worthy  of  his  perosal.  When  storms  and  wild  teapaeu 
are  sweeping  o'er  our  hlil-slde  Tillsge  in  these  chill  winter  hours,  and  all  is  drear  and  desolate  without,  we  ask  for  no 
more  agreeable  companion  than  the  *KirioxBKBncxBR ;'  for  while  its  contents  impart  Talnable  Information,  Its  sallies 
of  genuine  wit  are  a  sovereign  spedflc  for  all  fits  o'  blues  or  attacks  of  the  horrors,  and  time  passes  merrily  on.' — 
Dtmocrui^  D9ffle»tow%^  Pa. 

'  'The  KmOKBBBOcxBK  has  been  and  will  be  a  fact  of  Ita  own ;  a  genuine  living  thing,  kU  the  more  desirable  now 
that  the  n«»w  crop  of  magazines,  filled  with  articles  pirated  trma  English  authors,  makes  fresh  h(»ne  creations  more 
conspicuous  and  welcome.'— AVw- Kn**  CkriHioM  tnquirvr, 

*No  one  ever  rose  from  the  pernsal  of  the  Kmicxdrbocxir  a  disappointed  reader.  Whatever  may  have  been  bis 
antidpations,  they  have  always  been  rewarded.  When  ho  took  up  a  new  number,  he  felt  sure  of  a  literary  treat ; 
it  was  no  mere  showy  repast  he  was  invited  to.  Did  he  seek  the  grave  or  didactic  essay,  the  touching  atory,  poetic 
gems,  or  the  humorous  tale,  he  i^as  always  sure  of  finding  ihe  object  of  his  search.  And  then,  besides,  there  wns  the 
*  Gossip' of  Old  ^  KmicxV  always  looked  to  with  eagerness,  never  put  down  except  with  regret  that  there  were  nol 
more  pages  of  inimitable  random  sketchee— the  jriueA-nacks  of  that  repast'— CSottrter,  JVoteAss,  Mi»». 

A  new  Story  by  the  Antbor  of  the  **  ArrokinET,"  will  commence  in  the  December  number. 

Thb  Fudge  Pafbbs,  by  Ik  Marvel,  Author  of  the  Reveries  of  a  Baohelor,  Dream  Life,  Ac,  Ac, 
will  be  continued  regularly. 

Rev.  F.  W.  Sbblton,  Author  of  Letters  from  Up  the  River,  etc,  will  be  a  regular  oontribtitor. 

The  best  talent  in  the  country  will  be  enlisted,  and  no  e^ense  or  effort  spared,  to  make  ih«^ 
Knigkxbbooksb  more  than  ever  deserving  of  the  first  position  among  our  original  Americai^^lag 
azines. 

TERMS. — ^Three  Dollars  a  year,  strictly  in  advance — ^there  will  be  no  deviation  from  thia  con- 
dition; Two  copies  for  |5  00;  Five  copies,  and  upwards^  $2  00  each.  Booksellers  and  Post- 
masters are  requested  to  act  as  Agents.  Those  who  will  undertake  to  procure  subseribere  will 
receive  favorable  terms.    Specimen  numbers  will  be  sent  gratis  on  application,  post-paid. 

INDUCEMENTS  FOR  CLUBBING.— The  ENiOKsaBorRSR  and  Harper's,  Putnam's,  Oraham'a  or 
Ladey's  Bfagazines  will  be  sent  one  year  for  nvs  dollars ;  the  Knioksbbociuer  and  Home  Jonnuk^ 
for  FOUB  dollars  a  year.  .    . 

A  copy  of  the  "  Attorm ky,^  or  "  Harrt  HARsozf,"  will  be  sent  post-paid,  to  every  person  who  will 
send  a  cmb  of  ten,  and  both  works  to^hose  who  send  a  club  of  twenty. 

POSTAGE.— Two  cents  per  nimaber,  prepaid  at  the  office  where  the  work  is  delivered,  quarterly 
in  advance. 

All  Agents  for  this  Maga&ne  work  on  their  own  account,  and  the  publisher  is  in  do  ^vay  r*'- 
BpoTisible  for  them. 

All  remittances  and  all  business  communications  must  be  addressed,  post-paid,  to 

SAMUEL  HUESTON, 

348  Braadway,  newYoarlK, 
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BT  ▲.    r.  PBBBT. 


onAPTiK    sixth:    ookclvbioic. 

The  time  approached  for  Pitt  to  lay  down  his  office.  He  deemed  it  pro- 
per to  extend  to  Roman  Catholics  certain  political  privileges  which  they 
had  not  enjoyed.  This  he  said  they  ha^  a  right  to  expect,  as  one  of  the 
results  of  the  act  of  miion  hetween  England  and  Ireland.  He  had 
made  no  pledge,  hut  they  knew  this  to  he  his  opinion,  and  might  fairly 
expect  him  to  act  upon  it.  The  king,  regarding  such  an  act  of  grace 
toward  Catholics  incompatihie  with  his  coronation-oath,  stuhhomly 
refused  to  sanction  it,  and  Pitt,  equally  stuhhom,  retired  from  office. 

This  proceeding  on  the  part  of  Pitt  is  one  which  writers  discuss  with 
varied,  and  sometimeB  severe,  comments.  There  is,  indeed,  no  one 
cause  sufficient  to  account  fi>r  it,  without  at  the  same  time  involving 
his  motives  and  his  suhsequent  proceedings  in  a  degree  of  inconsistency. 
The  cause  above  stated  was  the  avowed,  and  probably  the  real  cause, 
if  the  event  must  be  assigned  to  a  single  cause.  But  there  were  many 
causes.  He  had  performed  some  sixteen  years  of  arduous  service  at  the 
head  of  the  administration.  The  greatest  dangers  to  the  state  had  been 
suimounted.  His  health  was  nearly  worn  out.  The  success  of  Bona- 
parte on  the  Continent  had  discouraged  his  allies,  and  peace  was  likely 
to  he  demanded  by  the  British  public.  So  far,  his  policy  had  been 
generously  sustained.  For  the  future,  every  thing  was,  in  the  nature 
of  the  case,  uncertain.  He  turned  over  the  government  to  his  friend 
Addington,  and  retired. 

There  is  no  occasion  whatever  to  impute  to  him  those  small  and 
cunning  calculations  of  the  results  of  this  step  which  are  so  often  sup- 
posed to  have  influenced  him.  They  are  every  way  unlike  Pitt.  It  was 
a  very  natural  proceeding,  and  were  it  not  supposed  necessary  to  square  his 
avowed  motives  for  it  with  his  subsequent  professionB  and  proceedings 
on  returning  to  office,  there  would  really  be  nothing  to  explain.  No 
one  can  deny  that  he  might  naturally  desire  some  repose,  now  that  it 
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had  been  honestly  earned.  He  had  sounded  the  depths  and  shoals  of 
fame,  and  knew  alike  what  was  real,  what  empty  and  illusory.  Nothing 
is  more  common  to  such  characters  than  an  occasional  desire  for  ease 
and  privacy,  followed  by  a  speedy  relapse  to  ambition  and  to  habits  of 
activity.  It  is  theiefoie  extremely  probable  that  he  supposed  himself 
willing  to  be  unburdened  of  the  cares  of  empire,  in  the  honest  expecta- 
tion of  finding  happiness  and  content  in  a  life  of  rest  and  retiracy. 
That  he  should  soon  find  out  his  mistake,  and  find  that  the  vacuity  of 
inaction  was  more  corroding  than  the  labors  of  public  station ;  that  he 
should  become  willing  to  return,  with  the  remnant  of  his  feeble  health, 
to  a  post  he  had  adonied,  to  make  one  grand  final  exertion  for  British 
glory,  is  also  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world. 

It  was  charged  that  he  foresaw  peace  to  be  unavoidable,  but  was 
alike  unwilling  to  propose  peace  himself,  or  to  wait  for  the  nation  to 
compel  a  peace,  by  a  change  of  ministry  which  should  place  Mr.  Fox 
at  the  head  of  affairs ;  that  he  determined  to  escape  from  the  dilemma 
by  resigning  in  time  to  secure  a  ministry  to  succeed  him  favorable  to 
his  views,  and  which  he  could  uphold  or  break  down  at  pleasure. 
Another  class  of  accusers  suppose  him  to  have  been  tied  up  by  a  pledge 
.  to  the  Roman  Catholics,  which  compelled  him  to  resign.  M.  Thiers, 
the  French  historian,  roundly  accuses  Pitt  of  improvidence  and  folly 
in  suffering  himself  to  be  involved  in  such  embarrassment.  But  the 
most  natural  interpretation  of  the  proceeding  is  probably  the  most  just, 
and  certainly  the  most  in  accordance  with  Im  general  character. 

Mr.  Addington,  as  has  been  stated,  succeeded  Mr.  Pitt  in  the  office 
of  Prime  Minister.  A  treaty  of  peace  was  concluded  with  France,  and 
Europe  was  once  more  in  a  state  of  repose,  save  only  the  agitations 
produced  by  an  unbounded  and  universal  joy.  Mr.  Pitt  gave  his  gene- 
ral support  to  the  Addington  ministry,  and  was  indeed  under  some  obli- 
gation to  do  80 ;  for  Addington  had  accepted  the  position  with  diffi- 
dence, and  only  upon  the  most  fiiendly  persuasions  and  assurances  from 
Pitt.  They  had  been  boys  together,  and  had  cemented,  by  the  perfect 
harmony  of  their  public  careers,  a  fiiendship  which  they  inherited  from 
their  fathers. 

In  the  treaty  of  peace  between  France  and  England  there  was  a 
stipulation  on  one  hand  that  Napoleon  should  within  three  months 
evacuate  Naples,  Torento,  and  the  Roman  States.  In  less  than  two 
months  he  performed  his  stipulation.  There  was,  on  the  part  of  Eng- 
land, a  stipulation  to  evacuate  Alexandria  and  Malta.  She  evacuated 
the  former,  after  long  delays ;  but,  with  many  excuses  and  prevarica- 
tions, she  held  fast  upon  Malta.  Napoleon  was,  beyond  all  question, 
sincerely  anxious  at  that  time  to  preserve  peace,  but  it  was  not  in  his 
character  to  allow  himself  to  be  trifled  with ;  least  of  all,  to  submit 
to  thb  flagrant  violation  of  a  treaty.  The  skies  again  grew  black  with 
gloomy  portents. 

The  writers  of  England  have  not  yet  ceased  to  dilate  on  the  grasping 
disposition  of  Napoleon,  and  his  willingness  to  shed  blood  for  the 
aggrandizement  of  France ;  but  it  is  undoubtedly  true  that  England 
herself  is  more  responsible  for  those  wars  than  any  other  power,  and  in 
this  instance  she  was  willing  to  plunge  the  whole  Continent  into  a  bloody 
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war,  rather  than  evacuate  a  distant  island  which  she  had  no  right  to 
hold,  and  which  she  was  hound  hy  solemn  treaty  to  give  up.  The  peace, 
on  her  part,  had  heen  only  a  truce  to  gain  time. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  discuss  the  various  allegations  and  excufes  made 
by  England  to  justify  her  had  faith  in  this  case,  for  they  amount  to 
nothing.  It  was  a  case  of  jealousy,  and  nothing  more.  Napoleon 
obviouidy  had  intellect  and  soul  enough  to  have  furnished,  ever  since 
the  dark  ages,  all  the  kings  of  Europe  ;  and  for  such  a  man  to  he  allowed 
to  govern  a  kingdom,  was  a  bad  precedent.  Beside,  he  saw  public  events 
fiom  one  point  of  view ;  they  from  another  and  entirely  difierent  one. 
They  participated  in  the  delusions  in  regard  to  his  character,  which 
they  sought  to  impose  upon  the  world,  and  which  the  united  and  sub- 
servient literature  of  all  the  monarchies  has  ever  since  sought  in  vain 
to  make  universal.  One  of  the  greatest  miracles  among  men  is  the 
rising  of  a  truly  great  character,  and  it  is  not  uncommonly  met  with  a 
stare  of  stupid  disbelief  As  for  a  monarch  who  really  desired  the 
happiness  of  his  people,  and  sought  danger,  and  glory,  and  power, 
chiefly  to  extort  liie  gratitude  and  praise  of  mankind  foi*  beneficent 
statesmanship,  it  was  incredible.  It  set  them  all  agape.  There  must, 
they  thought,  he  some  mistake  ahout  it ;  the  thing  was  incredible.  On 
the  other  hand,  a  hypocrite,  a  scoundrel,  and  a  charlatan,  was  within 
the  range  of  experience,  and  credible  enough.  Hence,  the  constant 
misconstruction  and  false  interpretation  of  all  his  proceedings.  Hence, 
their  unappeasable  hostility  to  a  dynasty  and  a  policy  they  now  find  it 
to  be  as  necessary  to  support  as  they  then  did  to  overthrow. 

Deep  as  was  Napoleon's  concern  at  the  necessity  of  hazarding  hy 
another  war  all  he  had  gained  in  his  brilliant  career,  his  lofty  spirit  was 
above  seeking  safety  in  pusillanimous  ferbearance ;  and  he  met  the 
treachery  of  England  with  an  open  and  lordly  contempt.  If  war  must 
come,  he  knew  where  to  find  the  renmants  of  those  battalions  that  had 
faced  death  with  him  in  Italy  and  Egypt ;  and  he  knew  that  to  his 
appeals  in  a  just  cause  the  bosom  of  France  would  throb  as  that  of  a 
mother  to  her  first-born.  With  all  other  parts  of  Europe  he  was  at 
peace ;  and  if  war  must  come  with  England,  it  should  be  no  war  of 
sabsidies,  no  fighting  by  indirection  through  mercenaries,  but  a  hand-to 
hand  encounter  with  cannon-balls  and  cold  steel.  That  proud  nation, 
fend  of  extending  the  honors  of  battle  to  the  altars  and  fire-sides  of 
other  countries,  &ould  at  length  taste  them  at  home.  An  inunense 
army  and  flotilla  were  collected  on  the  coast  of  France,  opposite  to 
England.  One  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  armed  men  were  daily 
trained  to  the  arts  of  war ;  on  hors^-back,  on  foot,  and  on  ship-board. 
*A  soldier  of  France,'  said  Ni^poleon,  '  should  be  ignorant  of  no  branch 
of  his  profession.'  There  were  gathered  the  veterans  of  Hohenlinden, 
of  Lodi,  of  Kivoli,  of  the  Pyramids,  and  of  Marengo ;  interspersed  with 
yoong  recruits,  emulous  of  glory,  and  their  hearts  on  fire  with  military 
aidor.  As  Napoleon  rode  along  their  serried  ranks,  they  lecogsuzed 
in  his  familiaT  glances  a  paternal  fondness  blended  with  the  genius  of 
victory ;  and  every  man  felt  within  himself  the  capability  of  turning 
the  tide  of  a  great  battle. 

This  was  not  the  sort  of  entertainment  to  which  England  had  invited 
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herself.  She  had  expected  to  find  France  imporerished  by  her  revolu- 
tion and  lier  wars,  and  was  astonished  at  the  extent  and  promptness  oS^ 
Jier  resources.  She  looked  with  infinite  concern  across  the  channel^ 
threw  up  field-works  around  London,  and  along  the  exposed  parts  of  the 
coast ;  set  about  enlarging  her  army,  and  rallied  her  militia  to  daily 
military  drills.  The  Prime  Minister  appeared  in  Parliament,  in  the 
uniform  of  the  British  Volunteers.  As  for  Pitt,  he  was  Marshal  of  the 
Cinque^Ports ;  an  office  nominally  of  a  military  character,  but  which 
he  intended  to  make  really  so.  His  conduct  indicated  a  purpose  to 
share  the  danger  as  he  bad  shared  the  glory  of  the  empire.  It  was 
feared  that  in  case  of  invasion  his  invaluable  life  would  be  among  the 
first  exposed  in  battle. 

Addington  was  a  clear,  courageous,  and  decisive  minister.  His  calm 
and  resolute  preparation  for  the  conflict  was  in  the  highest  style  of 
patriotic  statesmanship.  But  he  was  not  so  well  known  as  Pitt  to  the 
rest  of  Europe.  He  was  not  quite  suflSciently  oratorical  and  demon- 
strative for  gopular  effect  at  home.  Events  were  on  the  wing  which 
might  require  the  whole  strength  of  England.  There  was  a  voice 
which  had  been  accustomed  to  be  heard  with  authority  on  great  occa- 
sions, now  no  longer  in  place.  There  was  something  lacking  to  fill  up 
the  popular  retjuirements.  Neither  was  it  a  condition  of  affairs  to  make 
Pitt  pleased  with  retiracy.  He  felt  an  inclination  to  be  heard  again, 
and  to  lay  an  accustomed  hand  upon  the  reins.  Third  persons,  for 
interested  purposes,  interposed  mischievous  representations,  to  alienate 
him  from  Addington,  and  he  finally  took  his  stand  in  Parliament  against 
the  Addington  ministry.  It  is  highly  probable,  as  events  turned,  that 
Addington  would  have  led  England  through  that  crisis  more  wisely 
than  Pitt ;  but  with  the  other  opposition,  and  the  weight  of  Pitt's  hos- 
tility added,  it  was  impossible  for  Mr.  Addington  to  maintain  his  posi- 
tion. Accordingly,  Pitt  again  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  admi- 
nistration. 

The  course  of  Pitt  toward  Addington's  administration  was  partly 
influenced  by  misrepresentations  of  the  language  and  feelings  of 
Addington.  But  it  was  nevertheless  not  in  accordance  with  the  just 
expectations  of  Addington,  founded  upon  promises  made  \s^  Pitt.  The 
excu«^e  commonly  assigned  by  Pitt*s  defenders,  is  worse  Aan  the  act 
itself;  because  it  imputes  a  want  of  capacity  to  Mr.  Addington,  not 
proven  by  the  facts  of  the  case.  The  best  excuse  for  Pitt  is,  that  the 
kingdom  was  in  danger,  and  he  had  confidence  in  himself  to  meet 
that  danger.  The  true  reason  of  his  proceeding  is  not  to  be  sought  in 
circumstantial  details,  but  in  the  general  fact  Uiat  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  power,  and  in  such  an  emergency  his  habits  of  command 
were  too  strong  to  be  resisted. 

Napoleon  had  said  to  the  British  ambassador  at  Paris:  'It  is  an 
awful  temerity,  my  lord,  to  attempt  to  throw  a  large  army  across  the 
Channel,  for  the  invasion  of  England.*  Now  that  the  attempt  was  to 
be  made,  Addington  still  regarded  it  as  an  '  awiul  temerity,'  and 
intended  to  give  Napoleon  no  excuse  for  desisting,  or  changing  his  pur- 
pose. Austria  and  Russia  were  willing,  at  the  request  of  England,  to 
attack  Napoleon  in  the  rear,  and  keep  him  on  the  Continent.    But  they 
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much  preferred  to  be  excused.  Addington  was  willing  to  excuse  them. 
He  thought  Napoleon  and  his  army  were  not  likely  to  reach  England  ; 
and  if  they  had  no  excuse  for  leaving  the  coast,  the  threatened  inva- 
sion would  prove  to  Napoleon  a  most  embarraasing  afiair.  Should  he 
try  to  cross  the  Channel  and  fail,  as  Addington  thought  would  be  the 
case  if  he  made  the  attempt,  it  would  be  a  disaster.  Should  he  con- 
tinue on  the  coast  and  not  make  the  attempt  to  cross,  it  would  be  both 
expensive  and  ridiculous.  Hence  Addington's  plan  was  to  hold  Napo- 
leon to  his  threatened  invasion,  and  to  look  him  squarely  in  the  eye. 
Addington  made  all  possible  thoroughness  and  dispatch  to  prepare,  in 
case  he  should  land,  lor  pushing  him  back  into  the  sea.  What  might 
have  been  the  consequences  of  carrying  out  Addington's  plan  must  be 
left  to  conjecture.  But  there  was  no  element  of  littleness,  no  sign  of  a 
feeble  mind  or  a  weak  purpose  in  it. 

Pitt's  views  and  purposes  were  difierent.  The  sovereigns  of  th^ 
Continent  had  received  too  much  British  gold  for  fighting  their  own 
battles,  and  had  been  too  often  false  in  their  engagements  with  him,  to 
b^et  on  his  port  a  very  scrupulous  regard  for  their  interest.  Looking 
1o  future  history,  it  eotdd  do  England  ik>  harm  to  connect  them  with 
her  as  participators  in  a  breach  of  public  faith.  He  had  acquaintance 
with  their  sagacity,  and  knew  it  was  quite  up  to  the  point  of  being  used 
to  pull  his  hot  chestnuts  from  the  fire.  If  one  or  the  other  must  be 
burned,  he  decidedly  preferred  it  should  be  they,  and  not  his  own 
country.  He  had  known  so  much  of  Napoleon,  that  as  an  Englishman 
he  was  willing  to  keep  him  at  a  distance.  More  than  all,  here  spread 
out  before  him  were  the  green  fields  and  happy  homes  of  England, 
hitherto  undisturbed  by  hostile  feet.  England,  untouched,  unharmed, 
was  to  him  an  unspeakable  charm.  It  was  the  pride  and  the  poetr}*^  of 
his  existence.  An  invasion  ever  so  successfully  lepelled  would  leave, 
as  it  were,  some  stain  upon  her  robes.  Her  queenly  vesture  and  smil- 
ing aspect  would  be  no  longer  beautiful  with  an  unruffled  joy-  How 
should  he,  whom  she  so  much  loved  and  trusted,  protect  her  from  the 
rude  approach  ? 

Save  between  England  and  France,  there  was  no  war  in  Europe, 
and  no  cause  for  war.  France  was  at  peace,  and  had  a  good  under- 
standing with  her  neighbors.  Provoked  by  the  determination  of  Eng- 
land to  violate  the  peace.  Napoleon  had  declared  that  England  single- 
handed  was  unable  to  cope  with  France.  England  professed  to  be  on 
fire  to  show  that  he  was  mistaken,  and  they  were  now  about  to  measure 
their  strength,  having  the  whole  worid  for  spectators.  Feelings  of 
personal  animosity  also  stirred  the  bosoms  of  Pitt  and  Napoleon.  They 
were  the  respective  representatives  of  antagonist  systems,  and  had 
found  each  other  implacable.  Each  was  to  the  other  the  <;hief,  if  not 
the  only  obstacle,  to  perfect  success.  There  was  in  truth  no  occasion 
for  the  war,  exeept  a  rivalry  between  England  and  France,  for  the  lead 
in  European  polities.  Napoleon  and  France  had  won  the  prize,  and 
had  won  it  by  greatness  of  eSbrt  and  greatness  of  character.  The)- 
had  won  it  also  under  a  sort  of  compiilsion.  They  had  been  forced 
into  a  desperate  struggle  for  existence,  and  had  never  been  allowed  a 
moment's  repose  until  they  fought  their  way  up  to  the  mastery  of  the 
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Continent.  The  objections  to  Napoleon  were  objectionB  impossible  to 
be  removed  :  he  could  not  become  so  weak  in  intellect  and  ignoble  of 
purpose  as  the  other  sorereigns,  and  unless  he  could,  he  was  a  continual 
contrast  and  ofience.  So  much  greatness  and  strength  in  the  midst  of 
so  much  littleness  and  imbecility  were  dangerous  ;  and  to  abate  this 
danger  England  renewed  her  causeless  quarrel.  It  was  a  sort  of 
national  duel ;  and  their  preparation  for  mutual  destruction  was  com- 
mensurate to  the  passions  evoked  and  the  stake  to  be  won.  Whatever 
serves  to  render  strife  magnificent  or  terrible  was  concentrated  about 
the  opposing  hosts.  But  cdl  at  once,  while  these  armies  are  facing  each 
other  across  the  channel,  Austria  and  Russia  advance  upon  the  scene. 
With  a  cowardice  worthy  of  their  history  and  their  cause,  they  marched 
hostile  armies  toward  France,  and  commenced  war,  without  provocation 
and  without  notice.  They  are  moving  toward  the  Rhine,  and  Napoleon 
has  again  to  struggle  with  a  coalition.  As  for  Prussia,  she  is  too  lofly 
in  her  notions  of  political  morality,  and  too  regardful  of  the  interests  of 
Europe,  to  join  either  side  of  the  combat  —  until  she  can  be  satisfied 
which  will  be  victorious.  She  is  in  fact  a  great  friend  of  both  parties, 
and  is  willing  to  join  either  in  sharing  the  spoils,  after  the  victory  shall 
be  won ;  until  which  time,  she  will  do  the  best  she  can  to  deceive  both. 
The  decided  and  active  policy  of  Pitt,  aided  by  British  subsidies,  had 
thus  averted  the  threatened  invasion  of  British  soil,  aud  organized  a 
combination  supposed  to  be  sufficient  to  crush  France. 

The  descent  upon  England,  with  such  foes  in  the  rear,  was  out  of 
the  question.  These  preparations  of  Austria  and  Russia  had  been 
secret,  and  were  intended  to  produce  a  surprise.  Pitt  had  now  governed 
England  nearly  twenty  years,  and  this  was  his  master-stroke.  What- 
ever might  befal  the  Allies,  England  was  saved.  His  health,  shattered 
by  a  constitutional  malady,  and  worn  out  by  labors  and  excitements, 
was  filing.  He  had  ass^nbled  fleets  and  armies,  and  equipped  them 
ready  to  be  moved  against  the  foe.  It  remained  for  others  to  lead 
them  into  action  and  vindicate  the  wisdom  of  his  plans ;  upon  the  issue 
of  which  hung  the  great  question,  whether  France  or  England  were 
the  predominating  power  in  Europe  :  whether  Napoleon  or  Pitt  were 
the  greatest  man  of  the  century,  perhaps  of  all  centuries.  Loaded  with 
the  honors,  crowned  with  the  aflections,  of  the  nation ;  looking  back 
with  pride  upon  the  successes  of  a  remarkably  brilliant  career,  he  yet 
deemed  nothing  finished,  nothing  won,  until  the  issue  of  this  contest 
should  finish  all  and  win  all.  And  he  lay,  almost  exhausted,  watching^ 
the  movements  of  the  various  figures  on  the  grand  panorama,  with  an 
intensity  of  expectation  equalled  by  that  of  no  other  person  save 
Napoleon  himself     They  two  were  the  master-spirits  of  the  drama. 

Let  us  now  cross  the  Channel,  and  see  what  happens  in  France. 
Perhaps  the  only  individual  in  Europe,  fully  prepared  lor  the  new  coa- 
lition, except  the  parties  to  it,  was  the  individual  against  whom  alone 
it  was  directed.  He  was  astonished  and  disappointed,  but  not  surprised. 
He  had  not  now  to  learn  the  faithless  character  of  the  old  dynasties, 
and  it  was  always  considered  in  forming  his  plans.  But  he  never  did 
comprehend  —  it  was  perhaps  the  only  element  in  European  afl^ain> 
which  he  did  not  comprehend  —  but  he  never  could  and  never  did 
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The  Ship-wreck  of  Life. 


[August, 


of  Pericles  furnish  more  points  of  resemblance  than  any  other ;  but 
there  is  at  best  only  a  fancied  similarity.  The  leading  characters  of 
Pitt's  time  were  so  far  above  those  of  any  former  epoch  that  there  can 
be  no  comparison  that  will  not  do  them  injustice.  The  names  of  Wash- 
ington, Pitt,  and  Napoleon,  stand  out  from  all  history,  and  each,  in 
its  way,  stands  alone. 

Pitt  unquestionably  loved  power.  Did  he  use  that  power  with  an 
honest  view  to  the  good  of  his  comitry  \  The  answer  will  always  be 
that  he  did.  Pitt  governed  England.  Was  he  worthy  to  do  so  ?  The 
best  evidence  on  that  subject  is,  that  those  who  were  on  the  spot,  whose 
interests  were  at  stake,  and  who  had  the  best  opportunities  for  judging, 
waited  for  his  claims  to  that  honor  to  be  contested,  and  then  awarded 
the  palm  to  him.  When  he  assumed  the  direction  of  the  government, 
the  power  and  glory  of  England  were  on  the  decline ;  her  colors  were 
drooping,  on  land  and  sea.  The  foundations  of  the  constitution  seemed 
lalling  away,  and  the  throne  itself  to  totter.  He  infused  clearness  and 
dscision  into  her  councils,  inspired  her  army  and  navy  anew  with  heroic 
sentiments,  extended  the  grasp  of  her  diplomacy,  united  her  people  in 
a  common  love  of  country,  strengthened  her  credit,  replenished  her 
trojusury,  enriched  her  history  with  a  new  catalogue  of  immortal  names, 
and  caused  her  power  to  be  felt  as  it  had  never  been  felt  before.  He 
caused  her  to  participate  in  wars,  tht»  policy  of  which  he  dictated,  and 
in  the  vicissitudes  of  which  the  map  of  Europe  was  more  than  once 
re-constructed  ;  but  ho  kept  those  wars  at  a  distance  from  the  shores  of 
England,  and  his  own  country  was  the  only  one  in  Europe  not  desolated 
and  devoured  by  hostile  armies.  For  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  he 
wielded  the  revenues  and  the  power  of  England,  with  such  exalted 
love  of  fame,  and  such  carelessness  of  personal  and  pecuniary  gain,  that 
he  died  not  only  poor,  but  in  debt.  When  he  died,  the  authorities  and 
the  people  of  England  honored  his  memory  with  national  obsequies, 
with  tears  and  signs  of  woe.  They  treasured  his  ashes  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  the  resting-place  of  their  sacred  dead  ;  and,  looking  back  upon 
the  perils  which  beset  the  state  under  his  administration,  and  borrowing 
from  their  maritime  experiences  an  expressive  eulogy,  they  spoke,  and 
yet  speak  of  him  as  '  the  Pilot  that  weathered  the  storm.' 


THE       SHIP-WRECK       OF       LIFE 


Ah!  blame  mo  not  if  I  hare  been 

A  ship-wrecked  man ! 
Thou  cansit  not  tell  how  high  the  tide 
And  current  ran. 


The  same  sweet  scenes  are  round  thcc  now 

As  in  the  past: 
Thy  sheltered  ear  has  never  heard 

The  ocean-blaat. 


The  slenderest  bark  can  safely  float 

In  waters  still; 
But  whirlwinds  on  the  stoutest  ship 

Must  work  their  will. 


1  could  not  breast  the  wintry  storm, 

And  ever  more 
Must  make  my  home  among  the  weeds 

Upon  the  shore. 


1851.]  'Hopdess,  Faithless,  Fearless:  121 


^HOPELESS,   FAITHLESS,   PEAELE-  88.' 


*  *  Do,  wTMeh !  die !  *  Bald  Balfoubd,  redoubling  bbi  thrust  with  better  aim ;  *  die  m  tboa  h»t 
lived :  boplog  notbinff,  belle vlnff  nothing  I ' 

*  *  And  fearing  notblnj;! '  said  Botiiwkll,  collecting  the  last  efforts  of  respiration  to  utter  tlieso 
*  1  words,  and  expiring  as  soon  as  tboy  were  uttered/  Old  Moetautt. 


WiiEX  the  clang  of  clashing  eabros,  and  the  rattle 
Of  the  bullet,  with  the  trumpet's  blare  were  blended, 
^lilid  the  thick  and  stifling  sulphur-smoke  of  battle. 
The  spirit  of  a  warrior  ascended : 

Then  descended 
On  a  sun-beam  sounds  of  angel-voices  singuig, 
Soft  and  gentle  as  the  melody  of  waters. 
Forest-hidden,  while  unnumbered  harps  were  ringing, 
Sounding  loud  amid  the  thunder-din  of  slaughter. 

For  the  despairing  one  let  dirges  solemn 
Rise  mournfully  above  the  sheltering  sod; 

But  rear  no  costly  pile,  no  stately  column: 
Uo  had  no  faith,  not  even  in  his  God  I 

But  lay  him  where  some  silver  streamlet  flowing 
ShaU  murmur  music  o^erits  pebbly  bed; 

Where  perfumed  winds  'mong  summer  flowers  blowing, 
Shall  lull  to  dreamless  sleep  the  aching  head. 

On  Life's  wild  sea  Hope's  star  shone  for  him  never  I 
The  bark  tossed  helmless  on  the  stormy  wave: 

His  restless  soul  is  quiet  now,  for  ever; 
At  peace  for  ever,  in  a  lonely  grave. 

Desolate,  desolate! 
Chant  for  the  Pithless  one  no  miserere ; 
Over  him  roll  Oblivion's  waters  dreary; 
A  sleep  tliat  knows  no  waking  wraps  him,  weary 

Desolatei  desolate  I 

A  paean  for  the  brave! 
Let  the  chorus  of  the  warrior-angels  thunder 

*  Victory!  victory!' 
From  the  battlements  of  Heaven, 
On  a  storm-cloud,  lightning-riven, 
To  the  gpreen  earth,  smiling  under, 
Let  the  thrilling  chorus  float, 
In  your  loudest,  proudest  note, 

'Victory!  victory!' 

A  pa^an  for  the  brave ! 
Departed  while  the  battle-trump  is  ringing, 
'Victory!  victory! ' 
When  the  purple  life-blood 's  flowing, 
When  the  bright  eye  dim  is  growing  : 
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Ere  the  soul  its  way  is  winging, 
Be  the  last  exultant  word^ 
By  the  failing  senses  heard, 
'  Victory  I  victory ! ' 
Ifdl-ffate,  Jwif  2,  ISM.  EcobaAis. 


A     NIGHT     WITH      THE     GUERILLAS. 


▲    6CENS     IN     MEXICO 


'  Thb  clouds  are  darkening  northern  skies. 

While  these  are  uU  serene ; 
The  snow  in  northern  Tallies  lies, 
While  tropic  shores  are  green.' 


During  the  winter  of  1851,  myself  and  a  friend  were  being  guided 
through  the  dense  masses  of  a  cactus  wood,  among  the  mountain-passes 
to  which  Alvarez  has  recently  attracted  so  much  attention,  and  which 
surround  the  city  of  Acapulco,  on  the  Pacific  coast  of  Mexico.  Wc 
were  well  mounted  and  equipped,  but  were  compelled  to  proceed  slowly 
on  our  route,  for  the  reason  that  our  native  guide  was  on  foot ;  so  that 
by  the  time  night  had  enshrouded  us  in  the  deep  gloom  so  peculiar  to  a 
tropic  forest,  we  were  anxiously  on  the  look-out  for  a  ranch-light,  or 
listening  for  the  barking  of  the  dozen  curs  which  invariably  surround 
a  Mexican  hut.  We  had  proceeded  perhaps  a  mile  in  the  deepest  dark- 
ness, when  to  our  surprise  we  came  to  a  large  corral,  and  immediately 
after,  to  the  rancho  to  which  it  was  attached. 

We  had  no  time  to  reconnoitre ;  for  we  were  immediately  surrounded 
by  a  score  or  more  of  the  most  stalwart,  ferocious-looking  men  it  had 
yet  been  our  fortune,  or  ill-fortune,  to  meet  in  that  country.  Their 
attentions  were  far  more  eager  than  delicate,  for  we  were  -half  urged, 
half  pulled  from  our  horses,  our  valises,  pistols,  and  bowies,  taken  from 
us,  and  ourselves  pushed  along  into  the  hut,  in  less  time  than  it  would 
have  taken  a  Yaiiee  landlord  to  have  passed  the  compliments  of  the 
season.  The  glance  I  caught,  as  I  entered  the  hut,  at  about  twenty 
horses  in  the  corral,  saddled  and  bridled  with  a  sort  of  cavalry  look, 
and  evidently  at  home  after  a  long  day's  ride,  in  no  way  served  to 
decrease  my  apprehensions ;  but  my  fears  were  put  upon  a  sure  basis, 
when,  after  entering  the  hut,  I  passed  close  to  the  guide,  who  looked 
significantly  at  me  and  whispered  the  one  word,  dreaded  of  all  loyal 
Mexicans : 

*  Guerillas !  * 

As  soon  as  we  were  seated  in  a  comer  of  the  large  room,  I  ventured 
to  inquire  of  my  friend,  in  a  whisper,  what  he  thought  of  our  situation  ; 
to  which  he  answered,  with  his  accustomed  clearness,  and  as  I  thought 

with  a  considerable  show  of  probability,  that  we  were  *  in  a  d 1  of 

a  scrape ! '     We  however  concluded  to  *  trust  to  luck,'  and  to  acquiesce 
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for  tbe  time  in  any  thing  that  might  be  done ;  a  sage  conclo&ion  for 
two  Yankees  amid  twenty  or  more  athletic  robbers. 

The  Guerillas  hod  evidently  had  a  long  ride,  and  I  judged  had  met 
vnih  success,  as  they  were  good-natured,  and  laughed  and  talked  with 
each  other  incessantly  while  the  *  provisioner*  was  preparing  supper. 

I  don't  boast  a  great  deal  of  coolness  in  the  hour  of  danger ;  but 
I  must  confess  that  the  broiled  chickens  and  fried  eggs  made  such  a 
sweet  scent  in  my  nostrils,  that  the  peculiarity  of  our  position  was  tem- 
porarily forgotten  by  me,  while  my  friend  Charley  was  absolutely 
grinning  and  rubbing  his  hands  like  a  glutton.  The  impression  pro- 
duced on  us  by  a  smell  of  the  eatables  was  evidently  amusing  to  our 
hosts,  or  *  captors,'  I  may  call  them,  the  apparent  leader  of  whom 
addressed  us,  as  the  vian£  were  being  placed  upon  the  table  : 

•  Senors  must  be  hungry  after  their  ride  :  will  they  eat  with  us  ?  * 

The  manner  of  the  man  must  have  conveyed  to  Charley  what  he 
was  about  to  say,  before  he  actually  uttered  the  words ;  for  he  was  at 
the  table,  and  had  an  egg  on  his  plate,  before  the  conclusion  of  the 
sentence.  As  for  me,  I  was  more  dignified ;  and  as  I  seated  myseU 
leisurely  at  the  table,  I  began  thanking  him  in  bad  Spanish,  while 
Charley  was  eating  in  good  Yankee  style. 

'  We  ask  no  thanks,  Senor,'  said  the  chief;  '  you  are  our  prisoners  ; 
we  want  your  money,  and  your  horses :  at  day-light  you  may  go  free 
with  what  we  leave  you !  * 

And  strange  as  it  may  seem,  his  deliberate  manner  of  telling  us  that 
we  were  to  be  skinned  and  turned  loose  in  a  strange  forest,  seemed  to 
please  Charley  tremendously  ;  for  he  burst  out  in  a  loud  guffaw,  and 
laid  back  in  his  chair  with  a  mouth  full  enough  of  chicken  to  choke  a 
hoTBC ;  but  at  a  severe  look  from  me,  he  straightened  up,  the  large,  white 
irrindeiB  closed  heavily  on  the  dainty  food,  and  for  at  least  a  minute  he 
looked  melancholy. 

After  supper  we  were  stripped  of  our  best  clothes,  and  received  in 
exchange  all  the  old  garments  we  could  desire.  Our  money  was  taken 
fiom  us,  (at  least  three  hundred  good  dollars,)  and  we  were  then  allowed 
to  resume  our  places  in  the  comer.  Charley  quietly  stretched  himself 
out,  and  to  my  utter  astonishment  was  soon  as  soundly  asleep  as  if  he 
were  the  sole  proprietor  of  a  *  marble  hall,*  or  at  least  was  dreaming 
that  he  dwelt  therein.  Not  even  the  sweet  strains  of  a  guitar,  played 
by  a  little  girl  of  uncommon  beauty,  whom  the  chief  called  *  Uletta,' 
could  rouse  him,  although  had  he  seen  her,  I  believe  absolutely,  he 
would  have  joined  the  troupe,  married  into  the  family,  and  eventually 
have  generated  a  race  of  jolly  thieves. 

The  Guerillas  seemed  to  care  no  more  for  us,  af\:er  they  had  pilfered 
all  our  valuables,  than  if  we  had  been  so  many  curs.  We  were  appa- 
rently welcome  to  go  when  and  where  we  pleased;  and  after  the 
guitar  ceased,  they  gradually  dropped  down  around  the  fire,  and  soon 
fell  asleep. 

Feeling  no  particular  desire  to  have  much  more  to  do  with  the  fellows, 
it  occurred  to  me  that  we  might  as  well  depart  noiselessly,  as  to  run  the 
ride  of  some  change  of  programme  in  the  moming ;  so  shaking  Charley, 
who  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant,  I  suggested  the  plan  of  escape,  to  which 
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lie  readily  acceded.  Hastily  stepping  over  two  or  three  sleepers,  I  came  to 
the  rough  table  on  which  the  chief  had  unwarily  left  our  pile  of  money. 
How  quickly  yet  noiselessly  it  was  transferred  to  my  pouch,  is  a  matter 
left  to  the  reader  s  imagination.  On  issuing  from  the  hut,  I  &und 
Charley  preparing  the  horses,  and  we  were  soon  in  readiness  for  imme- 
diate departure. 

'  I  Ve  a  devilish  good  mind  to  go  back  and  steal  some  of  my  own 
clothes  1 '  said  Charley :  '  that  was  an  over-coat  of *s  best  make.' 

I  protested,  however,  and  he,  good  easy  soul !  Eubmitted. 

We  struck  ofF  boldly  enough,  but  soon  lost  our  way  ;  not  for  want  of 
a  path,  but  on  i^;count  of  the  abundance  of  paths.  Our  guide  we  had 
left  beliind,  feeling  a  little  doubtful  of  his  honesty,  and  rather  inclining 
to  think  that  he  had  purposely  escorted  us  into  tlie  guerilla  camp.  We 
consequently  roamed  about,  crossing  and  re-crossing,  determining  and 
re-determining,  until,  like  eminent  politicians,  we  '  knew  no  north,  no 
south,  no  east,  no  west.'  About  day-light  we  came  to  an  opening  that 
resembled  one  we  had  passed  over  just  before  reaching  the  robbers' 
retreat  the  night  before ;  and  here,  for  the  first  time,  I  discovered  that 
Charley  had  another  and  decidedly  better  horse  than  the  one  he  bestrode 
previous  to  our  capture.  He  remarked,  in  explanation,  that  having  had 
his  choice  in  the  corral,  he  supposed  '  tum-about  was  fair  play,'  and 
accordingly  took  the  best  one  he  could  find ;  and  the  creature  actually 
spurred  his  animal  up,  pranced  him,  and  inquired  of  me,  in  the  most 
innocent  manner  imaginable,  what  I  thought  of  his  acquisition?  I 
have  called  him  horse-thief  ever  since. 

While  resting  from  our  labors  in  the  aforesaid  opening,  I  heard  a  sort 
of  distressed  groaning  ;  and  guiding  my  horse  to  the  spot,  who  should 
I  find  but  the  little  guitar-girl  of  the  preceding  night,  lying  in  a  thicket, 
her  face  swollen  with  insect-bites,  and  crying,  and  her  leg  broken  just 
below  the  knee-joint.  It  appeared,  on  investigation,  that  she  had 
started  from  the  hut  just  before  day-light,  upon  some  errand ;  that  her 
horse  became  unmanageable,  had  thrown  her,  and  broken  her  leg.  She 
had  crawled  to  the  thicket  to  avoid  the  coming  sim,  and  from  her 
account,  had  probably  fainted  away. 

We  were  not  a  moment  in  deciding  what  to  do,  (an  American  seldom 
is,  when  Mercy  calls  on  him,)  but  taking  little  Uletta  in  my  arms, 
while  Charley  followed  with  the  horses,  we  soon  made  our  way,  by  the 
girl's  guidance,  to  the  robber-ranch. 

Here  we  found  all  in  confusion  :  the  horse  had  returned  without  his 
rider,  and  the  chief,  whose  daughter  Uletta  was,  seemed  almost  frantic. 
The  joy  of  the  whole  party  at  seeing  us  may  be  imagined.  Afler  car- 
ing for  the  little  patient,  and  giving  such  directions  as  he  thought 
advisable,  the  chief  turned  to  us,  and  said  : 

*  You  Americans  are  a  remarkable  race.  You  were  too  wise  to  resist 
us  —  cunning  enough  to  out-wit  us  —  and  brave  enough  to  return  to  us 
on  an  errand  of  mercy.  When  you  go  home,  I  would  have  you  rem^n- 
ber  that  a  guerilla,  although  an  outlaw,  and  made  a  robber  by  oppres- 
sion, is  nevertheless  possessed  of  gratitude.  Your  clothes  and  equipments 
shall  be  restored ;  your  horses  replaced  by  my  best  ones,'  (here  Charley 
seemed  particularly  interested  ;)  '  and  your  route  to  Acapulco  pointed 
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out  to  you  by  one  of  my  best  men.  I  trust,  Seuors,  in  your  bonor,  and 
feel  assured  that  no  troops  will  be  sent  after  us  —  that  the  secret  of  our 
habitation  will  not  be  revealed.     Adios  /  ' 

We  were  placed  in  full  possession  of  our  own  again,  and  by  the  aid 
of  our  fresh  horses  and  a  new  guide,  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  city. 
Here  the  man  left  us ;  and  after  riding  into  town,  and  leaying  the 
horses  at  a  place  previously  designated  by  the  outlaw,  we  sat  down  to 
more  chickens  and  eggs,  in  the  French  Restaurant  of  Frank  Williams, 
and  made  up  our  minds  that  we  had  emphatically  *  had  an  adventure.' 

We  soon  after  sailed  for  Mazatlan  ;  but  Charley  became  so  disgusted 
with  the  pigmy  appearance  of  the  city  Mexicans,  after  having  seen  the 
sruerillas,  that  he  declared  he  must  either  leave  the  country  or  go  back 
to  the  robbers.  With  due  regard  for  his  moral  culture,  I  therefore  con* 
sented  to  come  home,  where  we  arrived  safely,  after  having  experienced 
what  Charley  called  '  boisterious  weather.* 


MY        WIPIE       S        BACK       AGAIN 


air:    'WniBTLK    OLR    TUB    LAVK    O  T. 


Short  syne  I  had  na  heart  to  Finp; 
My  harp  untuned  nae  mair  wad  ring ; 
Xoo  I  've  got  back  the  master  strinjj:, 

An'  music  I  can  mak  again : 
The  weariest  night,  it  ends  wi'  mom, 
The  langcst  lane  at  last  will  turn; 
An'  noo  I  sing,  nae  mair  forlorn  — 

My  winsome  wilie  's  back  again  ! 


Lang  days  an'  nights  pa&scd  ower  in  gloom ; 
I  thought  the  simmer  ne'er  wad  came ; 
But  noo,  at  care  I  snap  my  thumb, 

An'  canty  I  can  crack  again. 
Noo  simmer  smiles;  blythe  sing  the  birds; 
The  bairns  o'  joy  strike  a'  the  chords ; 
An'  I  — oh  I  what  needs  wastin'  words  — 

My  denty  doo  is  back  again  I 


O  man  I  without  a  wifie's  care, 
Bo  your  house  fii',  or  be  it  bare, 
There 's  something  wantin'  late  an'  air ' 

To  fill  your  heart  an'  make  j'ou  fain. 
Your  selfish  life 's  a  lanesame  spilth ; 
But  wifie  's  smile,  in  pain  or  health, 
Steals  woe  from  want,  or  blesses  wealth  — 

Thank  Hkavbn  !  my  wifie  s  back  again ! 
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-ETNA:     A      THRILLING     TALE. 

Among  the  wondrous  sights  on  the  earth,  the  volcano  of  ^tna  will 
always  hold  a  just  preeminence.  [Renowned  by  past  and  present  his- 
tory, sublime  by  its  eleyation,  its  form,  and  the  awful  secresy  of 
unknown  terrors  which  lie  concealed  within  its  bosom,  the  Sicilian  vol- 
cano will  always  be  viewed  with  the  deepest,  the  most  Eolemn  awe. 

It  was  with  such  feelings  and  with  such  thoughts  as  these,  that  I 
began  to  ascend  the  volcano  on  the  morning  of  the  fifth  of  May,  1849. 
I  had  left  Catania  on  the  day  before,  in  order  to  visit  this  wonderful 
spot.  I  did  not  wish  to  glance  carelessly  upon  it — no ;  for  to  me  there 
was  always  something  reverend,  something  almost  divine,  in  connection 
with  this  great  mass  of  upheaved  lava,  which  led  me  to  look  earnestly 
at  its  rugged  sides.  I  wished  to  ascend,  to  view  firom  its  summit  the 
fairest  regions  on  earth ;  to  glance  down,  down  into  those  unfathomable 
depths  where  fire,  fire  in  all  its  terror,  for  ever  dwells,  for  ever 
struggles ! 

It  was  with  slow  steps  that  I  ascended  the  cone,  after  the  patient  and 
hardy  ponies  had  been  dismissed.  I  had  been  an  invalid,  and  the 
fatigue  of  climbing  up  the  steep  and  rocky  declivity  might  well  have 
daunted  me.  But  after  many  restings  and  many  baitings,  I  was  able 
to  attain  the  summit. 

The  summit !  Good  heavens !  can  I  ever  forget  the  delirium,  the 
transport  of  joy,  which  the  boundless  prospect  there  awakened  within 
me  ?  Can  I  ever  forget  the  glimpse  which  I  first  caught  of  all  the 
glories  and  all  the  horrors  of  nature  mingled  together  in  such  fearful 
unison? 

Far  away  on  one  side  spread  the  fertile  plains,  the  green  meadows, 
and  the  gentle  valleys  of  Sicily.  There  were  streams  glancing 
and  flashing  in  the  sun  as  they  wandered  to  the  sea,  with  ten  thousand 
labyrinthian  turnings  ;  lakes  whose  glassy  surface  showed  not  a  rufBe, 
not  a  ripple  ;  there  were  terraces  upon  the  sides  of  a  hundred  hills, 
where  vineyards  were  planted,  and  where  the  trellised  vines  passed 
along,  all  green,  all  blooming ;  there  were  groves  of  orange-trees,  amid 
the  dark-green  foliage  of  which  the  golden  oranges  peeped  forth  like 
the  flashes  of  phosphorescent  light  in  a  mid-night  sea ;  there  were  long 
avenues  of  cypresses,  of  acacias,  of  noble  trees  of  many  kinds,  amid 
which  kingly  assemblage  at  times  could  be  seen  the  noble  summit  of 
some  stately  palm,  as  it  towered  on  high  above  the  others. 

And  the  sea  —  the  wide,  the  boundless,  the  deep-blue  Mediterra- 
nean —  there  it  spread  away,  on  the  other  side,  as  far  as  eye  could 
reach,  spreading  away  as  far  as  thoughts  could  run  —  glorious  as 

'Tbb  dashing, 
SilTer>fla8biDff 
Sui^s  of  San-SaHrador.' 

But  turn  aside  —  and  there,  beneath,  for  beneath,  lies  an  abyss  like 
that  of  which  Milton  has  sung  in  sublimest  mortal  strains. 

I  paused  upon  the  brink,  and,  shuddering,  T  gazed  down — down  I 
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The  thick  and  funereal  volumes  of  tortuously-ascending  smoke  came 
seething  upward  as  from  a  cauldron.  It  escaped  from  a  myriad  crevices 
in  the  rocky,  precipitous  sides  ;  it  poured  forth  from  behind  projections, 
and  united  with  the  vast  mass  which  came  sublimely  upward  from  the 
unfathomable  depths. 

Here,  upon  the  sandy,  rocky  edge,  where  sulphur,  and  crumbled  lava, 
and  pumice-stone,  were  all  mingled  together  to  form  a  horrid  soil,  here 
I  sat,  and  looked  down.  From  the  scene  beyond,  from  that  glimpse  of 
earth,  which  made  it  seem  like  heaven ;  from  that  vision  of  all  that 
wzs  most  lovely  and  all  that  was  most  overpowering ;  to  turn  and 
gaze  into  a  volcano's  awful  depths  —  what  a  change  ! 

Involved  in  a  thousand  thoughts  I  sat  there,  thinking  myself  alone, 
when  a  sudden  grating  struck  my  ear.  I  was  startled  exceedingly,  and 
turned  around.  The  place  where  I  had  been  sitting  was  a  peninsular 
projection  of  the  clid'  which  formed  part  of  this  infernal  chasm.  Upon 
the  narrow  strip  of  land  which  joined  it  to  the  other  clifis  —  upon  the 
isthmus  —  I  saw  a  mild-looking,  middle-aged  gentleman  approach  me. 

He  was  dressed  in  plain  black  clothes,  and  in  his  hand  he  held  a 
light  stick. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Signor,*  said  he,  in  a  polite  manner,  and  with 
great  softness  of  tone ;  '  1  beg  your  pardon  for  intruding  myself  upon 
your  company.     But  it  is  not  often  that  I  see  any  visitor  so  far  up.' 

'  My  dear  Sir !  I  beg  you  will  make  no  excuses,'  I  replied ;  *  I  was 
jnst  admiring  this  scene  below.' 

*Ah !  yes,  't  is  a  glorious  sight.' 

'  Glorious !  say,  rather,  a  terrible  one.' 

*  Terrible,  perhaps,  to  you  ;  but  do  not  be  surprised  if  I  say  that  to 
me  it  is  lovely,  absolutely  lovely ! ' 

And  as  he  spoke,  a  smile  of  bewitching  beauty  crossed  his  features. 

*I  suppose  your  tastes  are  difierent  from  those  of  many  people, 
Siguor.  I  have  not  such  feelings.  But  may  I  ask  you  if  you  are  often 
here?' 

*  Oh,  yes  1  I  live  here,'  he  replied,  waving  his  stick  aiound.  *  I  live 
here.' 

I  thought  that  he  meant  me  to  understand  that  his  home  was  on  the 
mountain,  where  very  many  villas  are  situated. 

'And  I  should  suppose,'  I  continued,  'that  you  are  often  on  the 
sumnut. 

*  Oh  I  yes,  I  am  here  always.' 

'  Always !  what  a  strange  fascination  it  has  for  you ! ' 

*It  has!  it  has!'  said  the  gentleman.  'Oh!  a  fearful' — and  his 
voice  grew  low  and  hollow  —  *  a  terrible  fascination ! ' 

I  was  silent. 

'  I  will  tell  you,'  said  he,  sitting  closely  by  my  side,  and  turning  his 
eyes  full  toward  mine.  '  I  do  not  wish  you  to  inform  any  one.  Pro- 
mise me  that  you  will  not.' 

I  had  not  noticed  his  eyes  before,  but  I  saw  now  that  within  their 
depths  there  gleamed  a  strange  and  unister  light. 

I  promised  him ;  and  at  the  same  time  I  uneasily  drew  back  farthw 
iirom  the  edge. 

VOL.  XLIV,  9 
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'Well  then,  Signor/  said  he,  'I  am  king  here!  I  rule  Mount 
^tna!' 

'  Yes  ?  *  I  answered,  a  little  alarmed  at  his  words,  and  attempting  ta 
smile. 

'  Yes !  I  am  king  here.  In  me  you  see  the  heing  who  causes  the  lava 
to  pour  forth,  and  overwhelm  the  regions  helow.  I  have  lived  here  for 
centuries.     The  spirits  of  the  deep  ohey  me :  see ! ' 

He  leaped  up  from  the  ground.  There  was  a  fearful  fire  in  his  eye, 
his  nostrils  were  dilated,  his  pale  face  hecame  as  white  as  marble,  and 
as  bloodless,  save  that  on  either  cheek  there  glowed  a  deep  red 
spot. 

*  See ! '  he  shrieked  wildly  and  loudly ;  *  spirits  of  the  deep,  arise ! 
Ha  I  —  yonder  —  see  them !  —  they  are  coming  —  in  clouds  —  enrobed 
in  thunder-garments —  see !  * 

I  leaped  up  from  the  ground  :  I  gazed  at  him 

He  threw  off  his  hat  wildly,  and  it  fell  far  down  in  the  abyss.  He 
flung  off  his  coat  and  threw  it  away. 

*  Signer,'  said  I,  in  hopes  that  a  mild  tone  might  make  him  calm, 
*  Signer,  the  winds  obey  you.     Let  us  go.' 

*  Go  ?  Where  ?  Is  not  this  my  home  ?  Is  not  this  my  palace  ? 
Saw  you  not  my  servants  ?     You  are  my  guest ! ' 

'  Will  you  not  sit  down  and  tell  me  about  your  home  ? '  said  I,  shud- 
dering. 

'  No  !  there  are  secrets  that  can  never  be  spoken.  Can  you  imdei^ 
stand  them  ?     Who  are  you,  a  mortal,  that  you  dare  to  ask  ?  ' 

I  walked  slowly  toward  the  narrow  passage  of  land  —  the  bridge. 
But  he  saw  me,  and  stood  upon  it.     I  could  not  go. 

'  Can  this  all  be  pleasantry? '  thought  I.  An  awful  thought  passed 
through  me,  which  froze  my  heart's  blood. 

Pleasantry !  There  he  stood,  my  wild  companion,  his  eyes  blazing, 
fixed  piercingly  on  me,  his  hands  clenched,  his  mouth  foaming,  every 
sinew  in  his  body  worked  up.  He  stood,  screaming,  laughmg.  O 
God!     I  was  alone  with  a  maniac  ! 

'  You  are  to  go  with  me,'  he  cried. 

•Where?' 

*  There.  I  have  come  to  carry  you  to  my  home.'  He  pointed  with 
a  cold,  snaky  smile  down  toward  the  unfathomable  abyss  whence 
ascended  the  terrible  column  of  inky  and  suflbcating  smoke. 

I  gazed  at  him :  for  there  was  some  element  of  fascination  in  his 
glassy  stare,  which  forced  me,  compelled  me,  to  gaze.  There  was  a 
cold  smile  upon  his  lips,  which  were  all  bloodless,  and  disclosed,  as 
they  parted,  his  mouth  and  tightly-shut  teeth. 

*  There  is  my  home  —  there  ;  and  I  have  come  to  take  you  with  me. 
Ha !  ha !  how  happy  you  will  be !     Come ! ' 

Still  I  gazed ;  while  my  heart  throbbed  with  slow  but  terrible 
pulsations. 

He  advanced  one  step  toward  me. 

I  looked  all  around.  The  spell  was  broken  which  enchained  my 
gaze.  I  looked  all  around :  at  the  blue  sky  above,  at  the  scorched 
earth  around,  at  the  horrible  chasm  beneath.     There  was  no  hope.    Oh  \ 
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could  I  but  leap  the  space  which  separated  me  from  the  main  clifi*! 
Could  I  hut  do  it hut  I  could  not  I     There  was  no  hope  ! 

'  What  I  do  you  not  answer  ? '  he  cried,  suddenly  lashed  into  fury  hy 
my  silence,  and  stamping  his  foot  in  frenzy  upon  the  rock.  '  Do  you 
not  answer?     Then  I  must  carry  you  with  me !  * 

The  maniac  sprang  toward  me ! 

With  all  my  energies  roused  into  frantic  action,  with  every  sinew 
braced,  and  every  muscle  contracted,  I  planted  my  foot  backward, 
against  a  small  angular  rock  which  projected  above  the  loose,  sandy 
soil,  and  endeavored  to  meet  the  shock.  With  a  wild  scream,  which 
arose  thrillingly  into  the  air,  his  eyes  all  bloodshot,  his  mouth  foaming, 
on  he  came.  He  struck  me  —  his  anns  surrounded  me  in  a  fearful 
embrace,  his  hot  breath  came  burningly  upon  my  cheek.  I  stood  firm  : 
fer  despair,  and  all  the  bitterness  of  death,  had  given  no  place  to  fear 
and  timidity,  but  had  bestowed  upon  me  the  coolness  of  one  in  an 
ordinary  situation.  I  threw  my  lefl  arm  beneath  his,  my  right  I  passed 
-over  his  neck  and  around  upon  his  back,  thus  seeking  to  press  him  to 
the  earth. 

It  was  a  moment  of  horror  such  as  no  mortal  tongue  could  ever  tell. 
A  struggle  with  a  maniac  I  To  be  on  a  small  surface  of  a  rock,  while, 
three  thousand  feet  beneath,  lay  the  abyss  of  untold  horrors !  At  this 
hour,  my  heart  beats  more  forcibly  even  as  I  think  upon  the  time. 

Thus  we  stood,  breast  to  breast,  face  to  face  —  the  madman  and 
I  — he  with  his  arras  encircling  me  ;  I  seeking  to  save  myself  He 
pressed  me  toward  the  edge  of  the  cliff.  He  plunged  his  feet  deep  into 
the  ground  ;  he  laughed  mockingly,  and  screamed,  as  he  tried  to  destroy 
me.  But  against  that  rock  my  feet  were  firmly  braced  ;  and  I  held 
him  tightly,  and  I  pushed  him,  and  I  sought  to  hurl  him  from  me. 
Hurl  him  from  me !  —  as  well  might  the  hungry  tiger  be  hurled  from 
his  prey. 

Oh  !  the  agony  of  that  struggle  I  I  know  not  how  long  it  was,  but 
to  me  it  seemed  like  many  hours.  The  wild  eyes  of  the  madman  glared 
at  mine  all  the  time,  and  I  fomid  it  impossible  to  look  away.  His  fear- 
ful face,  all  white,  all  ghastly,  was  upturned  toward  rae,  as  he  shouted 
in  his  fiendish,  mocking  laughter. 

*  0  Heaven  I  Oh  I  horror !  Can  this,  will  this  endure  for  ever  ? ' 
cried  I  in  the  agony  of  my  fear.  The  maniac  howled  with  derisive 
^outs.  I  felt  that  I  was  growing  weaker.  But  he  was  a  madman  ; 
•and  would  he  grow  weaker  also  ?  A  thousand  thoughts  fled  through 
me. 

Suddenly  the  maniac  gave  one  fearful  plunge.  It  was  with  the 
strength  of  a  giant  that  he  seized  me.  He  raised  me  from  my  feet. 
The  rock,  the  saving  rock  —  I  had  lost  it :  I  was  gone.  I  threw  my 
arms  high  into  the  air,  and  my  scream  of  terror  ascended  in  unison 
with  the  maniac's  mocking  yell. 

•  Down  !  down !  to  the  bottomless  pit !  To  the  home  of  fire  and 
brimstone  !  To  the  endless  horrors  of  burning  lakes  !  *  he  screamed, 
as  he  gave  a  bound  toward  the  edge  of  the  cli£ 

Inspired  by  a  sudden  gift  of  superhuman  strength,  by  a  partial  pos- 
session of  even  a  madman's  power,  I  caught  him  by  the  throat,  and 
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even  on  the  very  edge,  even  when  in  sight  of  the  abyss,  I  sprang  back, 
I  bore  him  back ;  I  l»rought  him  to  the  ground.  Fidling  heavily  upon 
him,  I  held  his  throat  still  in  a  fierce  grasp,  while  his  own  aims  were 
wound  tightly  around  my  neck,  and  his  legs  aroimd  mine.  I  felt  his 
hot  breath  from  his  open  mouth  as  my  cheek  lay  pressed  against  his 
face  ;  I  heard  them  grate  harshly,  and  drew  my  head  violently  away, 
as  he  sought  to  seize  me  with  his  sharp  teeth. 

In  our  frantic  struggles  on  the  ground,  we  rolled  wildly  about,  and 
the  dust  from  sulphur  and  from  pumice-stone  ascended  around  us  in 
suffocating  clouds.  I  was  half-insane.  I  was  struggling  for  life.  I 
caught  up  a  handful  of  the  fine  choking  dust,  and  rubbed  it  violently 
over  his  open  mouth.  It  went  into  his  nostrils  and  lungs.  He  gave  a 
jerk  foHfi'ard  in  agony.  Amid  the  clouds  of  dust  around,  I  could  not 
see  where  we  were.  He  held  me  by  the  hair  as  he  sprang ;  a  m(»nent 
afler,  and  a  fearful  foroe  was  straining  thero,  holding  my  head  down 
with  irresistible  force.  Another  moment,  and  I  arose  ;  while  wild  and 
high  arose  the  shriek  of  the  maniac,  as  he  fell  down  —  down  —  into 
the  abyss! 


MADAME   ROLAND  S   LAST   NIGHT. 

To-MOBROW,  and  tho  guillotino 

Shall  end  my  weary  life  I 
To-morrow,  and  the  world  shall  see 

The  last  of  Roland's  wifel 
The  people  whom  he  sought  to  save 
Ah^dy  dig  my  narrow  grave. 

Hark  to  the  mirth  within  I 

They  spread  the  feast : 
The  victims  of  to-morrow's  axe 

Concerned  the  least 
Hark  to  the  happy,  joyous  laugh 
With  which  the  brimming  cup  they  quaff  I 

They  drink,  with  scornful  cheer, 

To  tyrant  Robespijcbre  I 

Their  gloomy  jests  will  now  out-last 

The  watches  of  tho  night, 
Although  the  &tal  summons  come 

"With  dawning  of  the  light. 
How  different  was  the  solemn  scene 

One  little  week  ago; 
When  the  condemned  Girondists  supped 

With  VebgniaudI 
Their  noble  cause  and  leader  made 

The  closing  night  sublime ; 
Their  country  shall  recall  the  scene 

Throughout  recorded  time. 

My  heart  within  me  does  not  quail  ; 

My  earthly  task  is  done: 
Yet  shall  I  grieve  to  look  my  last 

Upon  the  blessed  sun« 
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My-  daughter  I  thou  alono  wilt  bo 
Upon  tMs  d&rk,  tempestuous  sea ; 
But  yet,  I  trust  thy  mother's  friends 
For  her  lost  love  will  make  amends. 

O  France !  for  whom  I  would  have  died. 

If  my  poor  life 
Could  e'er  have  cheeked  the  progress  of 

Fraternal  strife, 
Or  given  freedom  to  the  laoid, 

Why  has  thy  bloody  hand 
Been  raised  against  a  helpless  wife, 

So  young  in  life? 

0  Liberty  I  what  awful  deeds 

Are  acted  in  thy  name  1 
Not  girt  about  with  bloody  men 
To  me  the  vision  came  I 
But  why  recall 
A  vision  darkened  by  the  pall  ? 

Be  still,  my  heart,  and  yet  rejoice  I 

lly  husband  still  is  free : 
God  grant  his  foot-steps  wander  far 

Across  the  narrow  sea. 
How  will  he  weep  when  I  am  gone! 

He  will  not  close  my  eyes, 
Or  know  within  what  nameless  trench 

My  head  dissevered  lies. 

But  life  — thanks  to  the  living  God  ! 

Departs  not  with  the  breath ; 
My  woman-soul  shall  pass  unharmed 

The  iron  gates  of  death. 

See  I  slow  comes  on  the  dawning  light ; 

I  hear  the  empty  cart  I 
WTiat  human  terrors  shake  my  frame. 

And  petrify  my  heart  I 
Yes,  I  must  ride  the  city  through, 
And  old,  familiar  places  view ; 
Between  the  sabres  of  my  guard 

Look  on  the  pleasant  scene 
Where,  in  the  pride  of  womanhood. 

So  often  I  hav«  been. 

1  shall  be  dasped  by  ruffian  men  ; 
And,  mocked  at,  stand  and  see 

The  young  and  bravo  departing  to 

J^mity  I 
Yes,  I  shall  hear  the  rabble  cry, 

As  fast  we  die ! 
So  be  it.    In  that  bitter  hour, 

God  grant  mo  power 
So  to  meet  my  doom  unjust 
Tliat,  when  I  crumble  in  the  dust 
Others  who  their  country  love, 

And  perish  in  its  strife, 
May  nerve  their  failing  courage  witj^ 

The  thought  of  Roland's  wife  I  Sigma. 
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*A     PR03IISIXG      YOUNG      MAN.* 


Air  ArrO-BIOGBAPBT. 

[The  following  extraordinary  history  is  said  to  hare  been  foand  recently  In  the  comer  of  an  old 
rickety  shed,  near  the  steamboat-landing  In  the  city  of  Bufklo.  A  small  pile  of  straw,  a  few  faer- 
riog-bones  and  potato-parinpk  indicating  that  some  person  had  found  a  night's  lodging  tbere,  and  a 
maniv^cript  containing  this  history,  were  all  that  proclaimed  the  occupant  of  the  desolate  premises. 
The  manuscript  was  indistinct,  and  difficult  to  decipher,  having  evidently  been  written  with  a  rerjr 
trembling  hand.  The  writer's  nervous  system  must  have  been  completely  shattered  by  Intempe* 
ranee.  ] 

'  I  WAS  lefl  an  orphan  and  poor,  at  a  very  early  age,  but  being 
esteemed  a  boy  of  good  parts,  the  friends  of  my  parents  obtained  for 
me  a  good  school  education,  and  I  was  received  into  college  as  a  charity- 
scholar.  I  graduated  when  I  was  twenty,  with  a  reputation  for  decided 
'  smartness.'  More  democracy  prevails  among  students  in  college  than 
in  the  world  at  large.  Young  men,  generally,  do  not  have  the  disposi- 
tion or  feel  the  necessity  to  *  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 
where  thrift  may  follow  fawning  ;  *  and  the  imreflecting  generoaty  of  * 
youth  prompts  students  to  do  more  than  justice,  perhaps,  to  their  poor 
companions.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  was  a  good  deal  flattered  in  my  col- 
lege career,  and  was  led  to  form  too  great  expectations  in  consequence. 
I  was  foolish  enough  then  to  believe  that  wit  was  a  positive  quality.  I 
afterward  discovered  that  it  was  no  such  thing ;  that  it  waa  merely 
relative.  It  was  necessary  that  certain  other  subordinate  qualities 
should  accompany  it,  in  order  to  have  it  ^ighly  prized.  lake  a  diamond, 
its  brilhancy  was  not  perceptible  unless  it  was  highly  polished,  and 
richly  set  in  gold. 

'  The  professors  of  the  college  were  interested  in  me,  and  ofiered  to 
procure  me  a  situation  as  teacher  of  a  school,  with  a  salary  of  one 
thousand  dollars  a  year.  But  my  aspirations  were  much  too  high  for 
any  such  situation.  I  determined  to  study  law,  and  had  every  expec- 
tation that  I  might  become  a  judge,  at  least,  by  the  time  I  was  twenty- 
five.  I  had  read  of  the  high  positions  that  many  distinguished  men  had 
attained  at  an  early  age,  and  saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not.  The 
professors,  who  very  easily  understood  my  feelings,  did  not  urge  the 
matter,  no  doubt  thinking  it  best  that  the  conceit  should  be  taken  out 
of  me  in  the  natiiral  way. 

*  Well,  I  studied  law,  went  to  Philadelphia,  hung  out  my  sign,  ready 
to  conunence  practice.  But  my  own  experience,  taken  in  connection 
with  that  of  a  good  many  other  young  lawyers,  soon  convinced  me  that 
waiting  for  clients  was  very  much  like  waiting  for  the  millennium. 
What  often  happens  to  young  lawyers,  occurred  to  me.  Failing  to 
obtain  practice  at  that  bar  which  replenishes  the  pocket,  strengthens 
the  mind,  and  brings  influence  and  honor,  I  practised  too  much  at  that 
other  bar  which  empties  the  pockets,  destroys  the  mind,  body,  reputation, 
and  all.  I  became  reduced  to  the  most  extreme  poverty,  and  was 
obliged  to  seek  some  employment,  or  starve.     The  question  at  once 
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aiue, '  What  I  neas  fit  £>r  ? '  I  had  had  no  experience  in  mercantile 
life,  wrote  a  miserable  hand,  and  was  every  way  unfitted  for  a  clerk. 
My  dissipated  habits,  which  my  whole  appearance  too  plainly  pro- 
claimed, were  not  calculated  to  throw  any  particular  prepossession  in 
my  favor,  with  those  of  whom  I  sought  a  situation.  It  was  very  evi- 
dent that  I  must  not  be  ovei^nice  about  the  employment  I  might  obtain. 
'  There  was  a  billiard-room  adjoining  the  bar-room  where  much  of 
my  time  and  money  were  spent.  After  a  long  and  unsuccessful  search 
fi>r  almost  any  thing  to  do,  my  small  supply  of  money  being  entirely 
exhausted,  I  got  a  temporary  situation  as  billiard-marker  in  this  saloon. 
This  waB  a. highly-responsible  and  intellectual  office,  but  notwithstand- 
ing the  great  amount  of  intellect  required  to  discharge  the  duties  faith- 
fully, it  seemed  that  I  had  not  sufficient  capacity  for  the  situation  :  I 
could  not  confine  my  attention  to  the  game,  but  my  thoughts  were  con- 
stantly running  off  to  something  else.  The  consequence  was,  I  did 
not  count  correctly,  and  was  accused  of  partiality,  dishonesty,  etc. 
Fights  ensued ;  and  such  a  state  of  things  could  not  last.  I  was  dis- 
charged, and  forced  to  seek  some  new  employment,  or  starve.  I  had 
long  had  misgivings  about  possessing  any  latent  natural  qualification  as 
a  billiard-marker,  and  doubted  if  by  long  practice  I  could  ever  hope 
to  attain  to  any  particular  preeminence  in  the  calling. 

*  My  eHbrts  to  procure  employment  again  were  more  unsuccessful 
than  at  first.  I  applied  for  the  situation  of  clerk  to  a  lawyer,  but  on 
ascertaining  that  the  duties  of  billiard-marker  had  proved  too  intricate 
and  burdensome  fi>r  me,  he  facetiously  remarked  that  if  I  found  my 
former  employment  too  metaphysical,  he  should  distrust  my  abilities  for 
the  work  he  should  require  of  me. 

*  I  at  last  obtained  a  situation  in  a  stable ;  slept  there  nights,  and 
cleaned  horses  through  the  day.  Some  skill  in  the  management  of 
horses  procured  for  me  the  charge  of  a  superb  stallion,  which  for  one 
season  I  attended  upon  his  circuit.  An  unfortunate  accident  deprived 
me  of  this  delicate  and  confidential  trust.  On  a  certain  occasion,  as  1 
was  leading  the  noble  animal  from  the  stable,  he  broke  away  from  me, 
slipped,  fell,  and  broke  his  leg. 

'  This  was  a  sad  blow.  Most  of  my  employer's  property  was  invested 
in  him,  and  his  domestic  afiections  centred  upon  him.  It  was  said  that 
he  was  more  attached  to  him  than  to  his  wife  and  children,  and  those 
who  were  acquainted  with  all  the  parties  had  no  doubt  on  the  subject. 
His  indignation  against  me  (the  innocent  cause)  was  very  great.  After 
using  the  most  abusive  language  toward  me,  he  discharged  me  without 
paying  any  of  the  arrears  which  were  my  due.  I  was  again  cast  upon 
the  world  without  a  shilling,  and  no  stable  to  sleep  in. 

'  For  a  week  or  more  I  was  a  vagabond  about  the  streets  of  the  town, 
obtaining  a  precarious  sort  of  support  by  occasional  jobs  of  work. 
Sometimes  I  procured  a  lodging  under  a  roof,  but  oflener  in  the  open 
air.  On  one  occasion,  when  I  had  found  a  comfortable  resting-place  by 
the  side  of  a  large  tent  which  inclosed  a  caravan,  and  after  1  had  been 
asleep  some  time,  I  was  suddenly  awakened  by  feeling  some  one  appa- 
lently  endeavoring  to  pick  my  pockets.  The  first  emotion  I  experienced 
was  one  of  consolation,  &i  the  fact  of  some  one  trying  to  rob  me  sug- 
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gested  the  idea  of  a  degradation  still  lower  than  my  own.     But  when 
I  discovered  that  it  was  not  a  human  heing,  this  feeling  yanished. 

*  It  appeared  that  a  monkey  had  escaped  from  his  cage,  and  was  try- 
ing to  relieve  my  pockets  of  the  orange-peel  I  had  picked  up  in  the 
street,  and  had  thrust  into  them.  I  now  captured  him,  and  fastened 
him  to  a  stake.  In  the  morning,  I  took  him  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
menagerie.  To  make  the  acquaintance  of  a  man  through  the  intro- 
duction of  a  monkey,  does  not  certainly  strike  one  as  the  most  favorahle 
auspices  under  which  an  acquaintance  might  be  commenced,  but  I 
thought  nothing  of  that.  My  only  apprehension  was,  that  the  mcmkey 
might  be  ashamed  of  his  company.  But  he  was  not,  and  his  owner 
was  so  glad  to  recover  him  that  he  gave  me  a  dollar  for  my  trouble. 

*  Noticing  my  forlorn  appearance,  he  asked  me  if  I  did  not  want  to 
*  let  myself.'  I  replied  at  once  in  the  aflSrmative.  He  then  said  he 
wanted  to  get  a  mate  for  the  ourang-outang  he  had,  and  that  if  I  would 
consent  to  be  covered  all  over  with  hair,  and  made  to  resemble  as  nearly 
as  possible  an  ourang-outang,  he  would  pay  me  liberally.  Giving  me 
a  very  scrutinizing  glance,  he  remarked  that  the  change  would  be 
attended  with  less  trouble  than  I  anticipated,  as  the  transformation  was 
already  partly  effected.  I  was  afraid  to  ask  him  whether  he  had  refer- 
ence to  my  mental  or  physical  endowments,  but  rather  hesitatingly  flat 
tered  myself  that  he  meant  the  latter.  The  nature  of  the  employment 
did  not  impress  me  very  favorably,  but  I  was  by  no  means  fastidious, 
and  gladly  accepted  the  proposed  offer.  Although  at  that  time  I  did 
not  esteem  myself  a  very  superior  animal  to  the  ourang-outang,  it  yet 
required  a  good  deal  of  labor  to  render  me  a  fit  companion  for  my  future 
'  chum.*  By  dint  of  great  patience  and  unwearied  exertions,  I  was 
deemed  at  last  to  resemble  quite  nearly  my  more  renowned  prototype  ; 
and  I  was  placed  by  his  side  in  the  cage,  ready  for  exhibition  with  the 
other  animals. 

*  I  never  was  a  proud  man,  and  therefore  felt  no  particular  elevation, 
of  spirits,  even  at  this  time.  I  forbear  to  mention  my  experience  when 
on  exhibition.  Almost  every  one  has  visited  a  menagerie,  and  knows 
what  respectful  and  indulgent  treatment  monkeys,  ourauig-outangs,  etc., 
receive  from  even  vagabond-boys,  and  the  multitude  generally.  It  was, 
however,  too  exciting  a  life  for  me ;  I  lost  twenty  pounds  of  flesh  in  a 
short  time ;  my  health  failed  me,  and  I  was  obliged  to  give  up  the 
business,  although  it  proved  the  most  lucrative  of  any  in  which  I  had 
ever  been  engaged. 

*  Hearing  that  an  eminent  foreign  philosopher  was  lecturing  upon 
the  origin  of  the  human  race,  and  that  he  contended  that  the  whole 
human  family  had  a  common  ancestry  in  the  man  of  the  wood,  or  ourang- 
outang  —  calling  particular  attention  to  myself  and  chum,  at  that  time 
on  exhibition  in  the  city — I  resolved  to  go  and  hear  him.  He  drew 
large  audiences  and  was  looked  upon  as  a  *  new  light.*  Some  of  his 
assertions,  however,  his  audience  seemed  to  regard  as  very  paradoxical ; 
one,  in  particular,  I  recollect :  that  he  had  no  doubt  that  in  ten  gene- 
rations even,  the  offspring  of  such  an  animal  as  myself,  great  pains 
being  taken  with  their  cultivation  and  improvement,  would  possess 
most  of  the  attributes  common  to  the  human  family.     This  opinion 


1854.]  'A  Promising  Young  Man:  135 

was  highly  cheering  to  me,  and  I  could  hardly  repress  my  exultation. 
He  dwelt  at  considerable  length  on  the  faint  points  of  resemblance  I 
had  to  man,  observing,  howev^,  that  my  eye  was  greatly  inferior  to 
that  of  the  homan  eye.  The  particular  inferiority  in  this  feature,  he 
said,  was  easily  accounted  for.  The  eye  was  considered  the  window 
of  the  soul,  and  as  ourang-outangs  were  not  supposed  to  have  any  soul, 
hence  the  dull  and  stupid  look  mine  possessed. 

'  This  reflection  upon  the  expression  of  my  eyes  was  too  much ;  and 
I  could  hardly  refrain  from  getting  up  and  exposing  him.  But  I  soon 
thought  that  an  ourang-outang  was  out  of  place,  speaking  in  public, 
and  held  my  peace. 

'  When  the  lecture  was  over,  and  the  audience  had  gone,  I  went  up 
to  the  lecturer,  and  in  rather  a  ccmsequential  and  imposing  manner 
said: 

' '  Well,  Sir,  you  have  made  out  a  fine  case,  truly  1 ' 

' '  Fine  case  !  how,  Sir  ?     I  don't  understand  you ! ' 

•  *  I  will  explain,  Sir,'  replied  I,  *  and  I  think  after  you  have  heard 
my  explanation,  you  will  have  a  very  exalted  opinion  of  your  philoso- 
phy. You  must  know,  Sir,  that  I  personated  that  ourang-outang  whose 
attributes  you  have  so  eloquently  descanted  upon  this  evening.  Yes, 
Sir,'  raising  my  voice,  as  he  seemed  to  be  unmoved  by  the  announce* 
ment,  '/  myself  was  that  ourang-outang ! ' 

•  I  expected  the  man  would  be  completely  confounded  ;  but  instead 
of  that,  he  manifested  no  surprise  whatever.  *Ah  I  arc  you  indeed  ? ' 
he  exclaimed,  hardly  looking  at  me ;  '  well,  you  are  just  the  man  I 
wanted  to  see.  The  proprietor  of  the  menagerie  told  me  you  was 
a  capable  fellow,  and  I  have  a  proposition  to  make  to  you.  But  how 
do  you  like  being  an  ourang-outang?  J  became  tired  enough  of  it.  I 
used  to  act  the  same  part  you  have  been  playing,  but  the  other  ourang- 
outang  and  I  quarrelled,  and  I  was  obliged  to  give  it  up.  However,  the 
proprietor  of  the  menagerie  pays  me  the  same  for  'lecturing'  that  I 
received  in  the  other  capacity.  Well,  the  menagerie  is  soon  to  be  taken 
about  the  country,  and  the  proprietor  wants  me  to  precede  it  "with  my 
lectures.  Now  I  have  a  call  in  another  direction,  and  would  like  to 
have  you  take  my  lectures  and  deUver  them  about  the  country  instead 
of  me.  He  will  pay  you  the  same  wages  that  you  have  been  receiving. 
What  do  you  say  to  the  proposition  ? ' 

'  This  was  said  by  the  lecturer  in  the  most  serious  and  business-like 
manner  imaginable.  When  he  had  finished,  I  burst  out  into  an  immo- 
derate fit  of  laughter.  *  Well,'  exclaimed  I,  as  soon  as  I  could  compose 
myself,  *  this  is  enough  to  make  an  ourang-outang  philosophize !  truly, 
this  world  is  *  a  two-edged  he,  which  seems,  but  is  not  I '  ' 

'Any  change  from  an  ourang-outang  seemed  desirable,  and  a  baigain 
between  us  was  soon  struck  up.  When  he  handed  me  the  lectures,  he 
remarked  that  I  should  have  to  study  them  a  Uttle,  and  if  I  found  any 
thing  obscure  in  them,  Mr.  Versatile,  who  lived  in  Oxford-street,  and 
who  wrote  them,  could  explain.  '  The  author,'  he  said,  '  observed  when 
he  gave  them  to  me,  that  they  had  been  written  in  great  haste,  but  he 
presumed  none  of  my  audiences  would  be  very  profound  critics,  either 
m  philosophy  or  sethetics.' 
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*  '  'Esthetics'  ?'  said  I,  *  what  are  they  ?  ' 

*  *  I  don't  know/  replied  he ;  *  I  asked  the  proprietor  of  the  caravan, 
and  he  said  he  had  never  heard  of  them,  hut  he  presumed  they  were 
no  very  great  curiosity,  and  that  nothing  could  he  made  hy  exhihiting 
them.* 

*  I  had  very  good  success  in  lecturing,  and  made  quite  a  sensation 
through  the  country.  The  philosophy  I  taught  gave  new  confidence 
and  holdness  to  the  infidels  and  materialists  who  flocked  to  hear  me, 
and  they  considered  that  I  approached  as  near  an  inspired  person  as 
they  could  conceive  of.  This  new  employment  was  more  gratifying  to 
me  than  any  I  had  heen  engaged  in  hefore,  hut  it  was  not  destined  tp 
last.  The  proprietor  of  the  menagerie  quarrelled  with  some  of  his 
employees,  who  were  in  the^  secret  of  the  home-manufacture  of  ourang- 
outangs,  and  the  whole  thing  was  exposed.  Of  course,  afler  the  expo- 
sure, my  occupation  was  gone,  and  the  lectures  were  only  worth  what 
they  would  bring  for  paper-rags. 

*  I  was  again  cast  upon  the  great  oyster,  the  world,  without  a  knife 
to  open  it  with.  I  became  successively,  essence-peddler,  scissors-grinder, 
Btreet-oigan  player,  a  shipwrecked  Italian  beggar,  and  had  several  other 
less  respectable  callings  —  all  in  the  course  of  a  very  short  period. 
"When  the  Mexican  war  broke  out,  as  I  had  exhausted  nearly  every 
peaceful  occupation  I  had  ever  heard  of * 

Hkbk  the  manuscript  was  so  much  blurred  and  torn  that  it  was  impossible  to  read  it  any  farther. 
A  paper  describing  the  best  route  to  the  Mormon  settlement  had  been  slipped  in  bet^^-een  the  leaves 
of  the  us. :  so  it  appears  not  improbable  that  the  author  had  become  a  Mormon,  and  was  bound 
for  the  Bait  Lake  City. 


BONNET-SONNET 


BT    BABRT    BBAKE. 


Here  's  a  tipsy  little  sonnet,  on  a  jaunty  little  bonnet, 

With  a  myrtle-wreath  upon  it,  that  I  saw  at  church  to-day; 
TVith  a  wealth  of  curls  below,  in  many  a  golden  ringlet  flowing, 

On  the  lightest  breeze  out-blowing,  in  wavy,  'wildering  play ; 
*T  was  a  sweet  bewitching  face  in  it,  with  wondrous  charmmg  grace  in  it, 

And  not  the  faintest  trace  in  it,  of — any  thing  unpleasant; 
Pale  the  forehead  was,  and  fair,  under  two  soft  waves  of  hair, 

Not  too  high,  and  not  too  square ;  just  arched  like  a  crescent : 
The  brown  eyes  that  shone  below  it  were  as  bright  as  dream  of  poet, 

(Ah  1  I  'm  half  afraid  they  know  it,  by  their  merry -glandng  wiles  !^ 
Clieeks  with  rose  and  lily  blended,  mouth  like  Cupid's  bow  unbended, 

Or  like  dewy  tulips  rended,  when  it  parted  in  her  smiles ; 
All  witliin*  that  little  bonnet, 
With  the  myrtle-wreath  upon  it. 

•  Bt  'within,'  in  this  connection,  I  moan  'in  the  vicinity  of:*  not  Intending  to  convey  the 
Impreesion  that  the  <  little  bonnet  *  was  so  horridly  on-stylish  as  to  be  ci^Mble  of  containing  a  &ea 
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LETTERS     FROM     POPLAR-HILL. 


CHAPTES  SIXTH. 

Poplar-HiU,  September,  IS— 

Deab  Ehilt  :  It  is,  doubtless,  very  wrong  to  begin  a  letter  when 
one  is  in  an  angry  mood,  yet  I  cannot  resist  the  desire  to  relieve  my 
mind  of  its  burden.  I  am  vexed  with  mother,  for  her  rudeness  and 
impertinence,  and  I  am  vexed  with  myself  because  I  retorted.  I 
am  sadly  discouraged.  My  impulses  are  so  vigorous  and  quick,  I 
have  scarcely  the  power  to  curb  them.  I  made  so  many  resolutions 
last  night  to  be  more  prudent,  and  to-day  —  but  I  must  tell  you. 

This  morning,  about  half  an  hour  before  dinner,  Susan  came  up 
Etairs  and  told  me  a  gentleman  had  been  waiting  a  long  time  for  me 
below.  Did  she  know  who  it  was  ?  *  No ;  she  had  never  seen  him 
before  ;  he  was  a  little  gentleman,  and  looked  very  tired.*  I  dropped 
my  work  and  ran  down.  One  glance  convinced  me  who  it  was  ;  the 
slight,  youthful  figure,  the  light,  curling  hair  and  pensive  features 
betrayed  Mr.  Allan.  He  was  standing  in  the  door,  leaning  against  the 
casement,  and  gazing  at  the  coat  of  arms  with  a  mingled  expression  of 
disgust  and  weariness.  He  replied  very  coldly  to  my  cordial  greeting, 
and  seemed  loth  to  enter  the  parlor.  His  manner  chilled  me,  but  I 
endeavored  to  converse  naturally,  and  afler  a  time  succeeded.  I  felt 
quite  interested  in  his  school  at  Beverley,  and  felt  sure,  if  I  could  get 
him  fairly  launched  on  his  favorite  topic,  his  embarrassment  would  be 
removed.  In  my  earnestness  to  make  him  feel  at  ease,  I  forgot  the 
flying  moments ;  the  first  dinner-bell  started  me.  I  coidd  not  do  less 
than  invite  him  to  remain  to  dinner,  and  then  I  left  him,  to  go  and  tell 
mother  what  I  had  done,  I  found  her  in  the  kitchen,  with  a  fiery  face, 
and  a  more  fiery  temper.  Before  I  could  speak,  she  asked,  sharply, 
•  What  did  that  man  vrant  of  you,  Bertha  ?  * 

•  It  was  Mr.  Allan,  the  school-master  at  Beverley,'  I  replied  ;  *  he  has 
walked  all  the  way,  and  I  have  invited  him  to  remain  to  dinner.' 

'  Well  I '  she  loftily  exclaimed,  *  you  may  stay  and  prepare  the  din- 
ner for  your  grand  visitor ;  I  am  not  dressed  to  see  company.  Your 
taste,  Bertha,  in  selecting  companions  shows  your  breeding  * :  she  mut- 
tered something  more,  which  I  lost  as  she  left  the  kitchen. 

For  a  moment  I  was  bewildered.  Her  words  entered  my  soul  like  a 
stream  of  fire,  and  for  an  instant  I  wa^  insensible  to  all  but  its  efiects. 
Then  the  responsibility  of  directing  the  meal  and  the  entertainment  of 
the  visitor,  occurred  to  me.  I  had  ten  minutes  to  prepare,  and  I  did 
my  best.  I  flew  from  dining-room  to  kitchen,  from  kitchen  to  dining- 
room  ;  my  ignorance  of  the  pantry  hindered  me,  but,  worse  than  all, 
I  was  forced  to  go  to  mother  for  the  keys  of  the  vnne-cellar.  She  told 
me  she  thought  it  very  unnecessary  to  put  wine  on  the  table  for  a  school- 
master. My  temper  was  roused,  and  I  answered,  *  The  hospitality  of 
my  father's  house  shall  suffer  no  reflection  if  I  can  help  it.' 

I  expected  to  occupy  mother's  place  at  dinner,  and  we  were  seating 
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ourselves,  when  I  was  somewhat  surprised  to  see  her  enter.  She  took 
no  notice  of  Mr.  Allan,  except  to  dislike  or  find  fault  with  every  article 
of  food  upon  the  tahle,  and  that  was  done,  I  suppose,  to  make  him 
uncomfortable.  I  cannot  tell  when  I  have  been  so  annoyed.  I  pitied 
Mr.  Allan,  was  disgusted  with  mother,  angry  with  myself,  and,  between 
the  three,  found  much  difficulty  in  preserving  my  composure  and  dig- 
nity.    At  last  the  meal  was  over,  and  I  could  fly  '  the  presence.' 

We  went  to  the  garden,  and  under  the  willows,  but  Mr.  Allan  soon 
took  his  leave  of  me.  I  am  so  mortified  that  a  stranger  should  be  so 
insulted  at  Poplar-Hill.  An  indignity  that  casts  a  reproach  on  these 
venerable  walls,  and  might  well  cause  to  blush  the  ill-bred  woman  who 
rules  over  them !  I  regret  that,  of  all  others,  this  should  have  happened 
to  Mr.  Allan.  There  is  a  timidity  in  his  eye  and  manner  that  betrap 
a  sensitive  heart.  I  hope  this  circumstance  may  not  prevent  his  con- 
tinued visits  ;  it  will  be  an  object  with  me  now  to  remove  the  unhappy 
impression  he  has  received.  He  was  to  stop  at  Sparrow-Bush  on  his 
way  home,  but  I  fear  he  will  not  reach  Beverley  to-night. 

Large  rain-drops  have  for  some  time  pattered  on  the  leaves ;  now  they 
fall  in  torrents.  The  old  crab-apple-tree  in  front  of  the  window  tosses 
wildly  in  the  wind,  and  scatters  the  rain  almost  on  my  paper.  I  must 
close  the  sash.  Oh !  the  rain  does  me  good ;  it  cools  my  heated  brain 
and  quiets  my  disturbed  spirit.  Were  you  ever  in  an  old  garret  during 
a  summer  storm  ?  I  was  up  stairs  yesterday  during  that  heavy  shower. 
I  went  to  look  again  among  the  old  books,  and,  though  the  clouds 
were  dark  and  the  air  chill,  I  was  surprised  soon  after  to  hear  the  drops 
come  down  upon  the  roof;  at  first,  as  if  \iTung  by  threats  and  blows, 
and  then,  in  their  gushing  strength,  like  floods  of  penitential  tears. 
The  heavens  groaned,  and  angry  clouds  chased  each  other  across  the 
sky.  I  went  to  the  gable  window  and  looked  out.  All  nature  lay 
before  me,  beaten  with  many  stripes.  The  swallows  under  the  eaves 
plaintively  chirped  their  terror.  One  lone  robin  flew  for  shelter  against 
the  six-inch  panes  before  me.  I  lifted  the  sash,  but  it  fled  aflrighted. 
I  looked  around  me  ;  the  shadows  had  deepened  ;  the  old  and  broken 
furniture  stored  in  remote  comers  looked  grotesque  and  solemn ;  grim 
faces  looked  at  me  from  the  faded  bonnets  hanging  on  the  beams,  and 
the  cast  off^garments  of  many  years  seemed  filled  with  moving  life.  I 
looked  up ;  nothing  but  the  time-worn  rafters  between  me  and  the 
falling  floods  I  I  was  filled  with  fear  and  awe,  and,  trembling,  with 
eagerness  fled  to  the  stairs,  and  to  my  own  room.  But  the  storm  of 
to-day  resembles  not  that  of  yesterday.  The  sun  already  penetrates 
the  thin  clouds.     Mr.  Allan  will  get  home  to-night. 

I  miss  Margaret's  companionship  greatly,  now  that  she  has  gone  with 
Agnes  to  Saratoga.  For  the  first  few  days  after  her  departure  I  scarce 
knew  how  to  occupy  myself;  but  the  change  will  do  her  good,  and 
Agnes  will  care  for  her  tenderly.  Elfie  finds  her  way  quite  often  to 
my  room.  She  is  an  inquisitive  child,  and  annoys  me  with  multitudi- 
nous questions.  She  has  many  of  her  mother's  ways,  and  I  am 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  it,  but  I  am  suspicious  of  her.  She  comes 
sometimes,  I  am  sure,  to  find  out  Avhat  I  am  doing.  She  eyes  Margaret 
with  untold  curiosity.     I  am  glad  to  find  Maggie  has  so  decided  a  taste 
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for  reading,  and  am  impressed  with  the  responsibility  of  directing  her. 
I  had  a  conveiBation  with  Harold  the  other  day  about  it.  I  asked  him 
if  I  should  lead  her  to  historical  works  altogether,  and  wait  the  deve- 
lopment of  her  mind  before  she  took  up  lighter  literature. 

'  By  no  means/  he  replied,  '  read  with  her  the  standard  poets.  Cul- 
tirate  her  heart  first,  and  then  her  intellect.* 

*  But,'  I  interrupted,  *  you  would  not  advise  her  imagination  to  be  so 
lavishly  nourished  i ' 

'  You  forget,'  said  he,  '  that  there  is  philosophy,  there  is  rehgion  in 
poetry.  It  will  refine  her  tastes,  elevate  her  thoughts,  engross  her 
mind,  subdue  her  spirit.' 

'  Many  persons  think  that  history  can  alone  form  the  character.' 

'  I  know  it  is  so  considered,'  returned  Harold ;    *  there  are  minds, 

mathematical  minds  we  might  call  them,  which  crave  a  logical  reach 

of  thought ;  but  many  soon  tire  of  an  uninterrupted  course  of  historical 

reading.     Especially  to  a  child  this  would  prove  irksome  and  repellent.' 

*  Yet,  may  not  the  two  be  blended  ? '  I  asked. 

*  Certainly.  So  direct  her  mind  that  she  will  seek  of  herself  to 
know  the  events  of  the  past,  and  the  creations  of  the  poet  will  intensify 
her  desire.  Do  not  debar  her  from  all  light  reading ;  there  are  many 
novels,  and  theynot  of  the  frivolous  or  immoral  character,  which  would 
interest  her.' 

Mother  had  entered  the  room  at  the  last  remark,  and  stood  by  us. 
'  It  appears  to  me,'  said  she,  volunteering  her  opinion,  *  that  if  the  pre- 
sent generation  lived  more  in  society  than  in  their  books,  the  world 
would  fare  better.  I  see  no  sense  in  a  girl  learning  Latin  and  Greek, 
and  a  thousand  other  things  they  are  taught  now-a-days ;  it  were  better 
if  they  spent  more  time  in  the  kitchen.' 

*  But/  interrupted  Harold,  *  a  woman  can  never  acquire  a  well- 
balanced  character  without  the  study  of  books,  although  I  will  not  deny 
that  every  branch  of  house-keeping  is  essential.  Consistency  is  entirely 
overlooked  in  this  nineteenth  century.  I  would  rather  that  my  sister 
be  well-read  in  books  at  eighteen,  than  that  her  knowledge  be  exclu- 
sively confined  to  the  culinary  department,  for  that  is  the  more  readily 
learned.  Let  me  beg  you,'  he  continued,  addressing  me,  *  not  to  confine 
Margaret's  attention  too  closely.  Her  health  is  more  precious  now  than 
her  education,  and  the  light  step  and  rosy  cheek  will  recompense  for 
years  to  come  the  deficiency  in  book-knowledge.  Go  with  her  to  the 
fields,  and  interpret  for  her  the  glowing  language  of  nature,  and  first  fill 
her  heart  with  adoration  for  the  Inspirer  of  all  goodness  and  poetry.' 

I  was  thankful  for  the  advice  given.  Its  justice  and  wisdom  were 
clear  and  convincing. 

M  1  R  M  I  N  O  . 

I  deemed  this  letter  finished,  but  now  I  must  begin  and  fill  these 
pages  anew.  Did  you  know  whose  eyes  are  fixed  upon  me  now,  and 
whose  voice  striving  to  perplex  me,  you  would  not  wonder.  Last  night, 
as  I  was  closing  the  window,  about  eleven  o'clock,  to  shut  out  the 
dampness,  I  heard  some  one  calling  me,  in  a  suppressed  voice,  '  Bertha, 
sister  Bertha  ! '  My  heart  beat  fast :  I  leaned  over,  and  peered  through 
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the  darkness.  A  tall  fonn  was  beneath  me  in  the  tree  shadows.  He 
was  looking  up,  and  when  he  saw  me,  came  forward,  whispering,  in 
the  same  tone,  '  It  is  Henry,  come  down  to  me !  *  How  I  closed  the 
window,  put  on  my  clothes,  went  down  in  the  dark,  or  unfastened  the 
door,  I  cannot  tell.  I  only  know  that  I  was  soon  folded  in  two  strong 
arms  and  noiselessly  borne  back  to  my  room.  It  was  Henry,  indeed, 
my  long-lost  brother  !  I  knew  it  by  his  voice  in  the  darkness,  and  by 
the  careful  scrutiny  of  his  features  in  the  dim  star-light.  That  he  had 
come  without  weary  hours  of  expectation  and  anxiety,  that  he  was 
actually  in  my  arms,  that  I  was  leaning  on  his  breast,  and  listening  to 
his  loved  voice,  was  all  too  blissful  to  be  real. 

We  talked  long  and  earnestly,  and  then  we  went  on  tip-toe  to  the 
kitchen  to  find  some  refreshments.  The  lamp-light  did  more  justice  to 
his  face  and  form.  He  is  not  the  boy  of  old.  The  waving  hair  upon 
his  brow  is  deepened  in  shade,  and  his  forehead  is  browned  by  exposure. 
His  eyes,  too,  are  more  deeply  set  and  more  intense,  and  his  form  has 
expanded  to  the  height  of  manhood  Yet  his  smile  is  the  same  clear, 
loving  smile,  and  his  voice  unaltered.  •  If  not  a  little  pride  swelled  my 
bosom  as  I  gazed,  I  may  be  forgiven.  After  he  was  refreshed,  he  per- 
formed the  same  humorous  antics  as  of  old.  Walking  round  the 
kitchen,  with  a  proud,  firm  tread,  he  exclaimed  : 

*  Venerable  chairs  and  tables,  I  greet  you  I  It  is  long  since  my  step 
resounded  here.  Bestir  yourselves  at  your  master's  coming  ;  waken 
your  thrilling  voices  and  welcome  me ! ' 

I  meanwhile  was  replacing  the  dishes,  and  when  I  had  finished,  he 
drew  me  to  the  light  and  said,  *  Dear  child,  you  are  greatly  changed  ;  * 
then  he  added,  more  softly  and  tenderly,  '  You  are  sad  when  you  should 
only  look  glad !  * 

If  I  was  sad,  my  eyes  brightened  in  looking  at  him,  and  this  per- 
chance, for  he  kissed  my  lips  and  brow,  and  we  went  up  stairs.  Breath- 
lessly we  found  my  room.  I  should  have  feared  in  the  silent  darkness, 
but  my  hand  was  firmly  clasped  in  his,  and  our  feet  were  too  familiar 
with  the  way  to  mistake  it.  He  slept  the  few  remaining  hours  of 
night  in  the  bed-room  within  my  own,  but  I  did  not  close  my  eyes. 

Day-light  found  me  at  my  father's  bed-side.  By  degrees  I  told  him 
all,  and  when  I  received  a  tearful  command  to  bring  Henry  hither,  I 
was  content. 

But  I  must  stop.  Henry  will  not  leave  us  in  a  long,  long  time,  and 
perhaps  ere  this  reaches  you,  you  may  see  him. 

Good-bye  :  your  happy  Bebtha  Ellioott. 

LETTKS  SEVXKTU. 

Poplar- ITiU,  October^  IS—. 

Dear  Ehilt  :  Henry  has  just  entered  my  room  with  the  sad  intelli- 
gence of  old  Stephen's  death.  Last  night,  when  I  saw  him,  he  seemed 
to  be  comfortable,  and  when  Henry  went  this  morning  to  carry  him 
some  little  dainty,  he  expected  to  find  the  old  man  improved.  When 
he  reached  Sparrow-Bush,  Stephen  lay  in  a  tranquil  slumber,  from  which 
he  awoke  to  converse  awhile,  and  then  '  fell  asleep.'     I  am  so  thankful 
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he  has  gone  without  apparent  sufiering.     Happy,  happy  Stephen,  to  he 
taken  so  gently  to  '  the  mansion  prepared  for  thee ! ' 

I  think  he  must  have  talked  earnestly  to  Henry  at  the  last,  although 
I  cannot  gather  positive  proof  from  jiis  conyersation.  When  he  came 
in  my  room,  he  sat  down  hy  the  east  window,  and  leaning  against  the 
casement,  gazed  long  on  the  heautiful  landscape.  After  answering  my 
questions,  he  sat  a  long  time  musing.  When  he  spoke,  he  seemed  to 
think  aloud : 

'  It  were  a  happy  thing  to  die  like  old  Stephen,  in  hlissiul  delusion  !  * 
'  There  was  no  delusion,'  I  replied,  going  up  and  standing  hy  him  ; 
'  his  soul  is  in  heaven.' 

*  The  soul ! '  repeated  Henry,  dreamily  ;  *  what  is  the  soul  ?  how  do 
we  know  we  have  souls  ? ' 

My  heart  stopped  heating ;  was  my  hrother  a  skeptic  ?  Something 
impelled  me  to  answer,  and  unmeditated  words  passed  my  lips : 

'  We  are  all  conscious  of  it :   we  have  internal  evidence  that  it 

is  80.' 

He  did  not  notice  my  remark,  hut  went  on. 

*  Where  is  the  soul  ?  Some  say  it  is  Itere^*  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart ;  *  hut  the  trouhling  of  the  fount  of  thought  is  not  there.  It  must 
live  in  the  hrain,  or  what  is  the  drift  of  phrenology  ?  Yet  we  die,  and 
the  inspirer  of  life,  motion,  feeling,  utterance,  is  departed  —  where  ?  * 

*  Where  f  '  how  that  rang  in  my  ears !  I  leaned  over  him,  put  my 
arms  around  his  neck,  looked  down  in  his  deep,  sorrowful  eyes.  I  would 
have  given  worlds  to  have  solved  those  questions.  I  knew  what  I 
believed,  hut  *  I  could  not  reason,  I  could  only  feel.'  I  trembled  with 
the  consciousness  of  my  responsibility,  but  I  entreated  no  help  and 
found  none.  My  spirit  yearned  for  the  infinite  and  incomprehen- 
sible. 

*  Bertha,'  said  Henry  in  a  natural  tone,  *  Bertha,  you  are  a  beautiful 
gixl!' 

My  arms  fell  from  him,  and  I  stepped  abashed. 

*  Come  back  to  me  I '  he  exclaimed,  catching  me,  and  placing  me 
beside  him,  *  I  will  not  praise  you,  if  you  will  only  smile  again.  Tell 
me,  is  Bessie  Howard  the  prettiest  girl  here  ? ' 

I  sighed  deeply  before  the  expectant  answer  came.  It  did  not  please 
him. 

*  I  Fee  nothing  beautiful  in  Laura  Langworthy,'  he  said,  pettishly  ; 
•  I  thought  she  would  freeze  me  last  Sunday,  when  I  saw  her.  What 
has  become  of  Kitty  Crawford  ? ' 

*  She  has  spent  the  last  year  in  Virginia.  Do  you  remeiiiber  her  ? 
She  must  have  been  a  child  when  you  left.' 

*  A  child,  indeed,  but  a  bewitching  one.  What  a  dainty  little  foot 
she  had  !  what  tempting  lips  I  I  verily  feel  now,  the  last  kiss  I  stole 
firom  her.  I  wish  she  was  here ! '  he  sighed  heavily,  as  he  arose  and 
walked  halfspitefully  across  the  room,  then,  turning  on  his  heel, 
exclaimed : 

'  Bertha,  let 's  do  something,  any  how  ;  it  is  dreadful  to  sit  moping 
here  all  day.' 

'  What  shall  we  do  ? '  I  quietly  asked. 
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*  Any  thing.  Let 's  have  some  fun.  Can't  you  invite  some  girls 
here  ?  * 

'  It  is  not  possible/  I  returned ;  *  I  cannot  amuse  you  this  morning, 
Henry ;  I  must  write  to  Emily,  that  James  may  take  the  letter  to 
Beverley  tliis  afternoon.'  Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  I  took  my 
port-folio  and  selected  my  writing  materials,  Henry  watching  me  all 
the  while  with  his  hands  on  his  side,  and  a  certain  comic  air  of  dejec- 
tion about  his  whole  figure.  Then  he  started  ofij  saying  he  must  kill 
time  until  dinner.  I  allowed  him  to  go,  but  could  wish  he  were  here 
again. 

Henry  annoys  me  a  great  deal.  He  and  mother  quarrel  constantly. 
When  she  says  any  thing  that  displeases  him,  he  tells  her  of  it,  instejid 
of  allowing  it  to  pass  unnoticed,  as  I  have  found  it  best  to  do.  She 
vexes  him  by  referring  to  his  present  idleness. 

*  I  will  have  no  words  with  her  on  the  subject,*  he  said  to  me  the 
other  day  ;  '  it  is  enough  that  I  have  worked  like  a  slave  five  years  on 
ship-board,  and  that  now  I  require  rest.  It  might  put  some  flesh  on  her 
own  bones,  did  she  go  and  do  likewise.' 

*  Oh !  Henry  ! '  said  I ;  *  remember  of  whom  you  are  speaking.  She 
b  your  father's  wife.' 

'  My  father's  wife  I '  he  exclaimed  bitterly.  *  It  was  not  enough  that 
she  should  drive  me  from  my  home,  but  she  must  make  my  father  treat 
me  like  a  beggar.     I  '11  not  long  be  a  beggar  on  his  bounty ! ' 

When  he  gets  into  a  passion,  I  know  not  how  to  pacify  him.  I 
missed  him  a  long  time,  yesterday,  and  when  he  came  to  me,  his  face 
was  flushed,  and  his  eyes  unusually  bright.  *  Bertha,'  he  exclaimed,  *  I 
have  found  my  mother's  picture  in  the  garret.  I  am  going  to  carry  it 
down,  and  hang  it  in  the  parlor.* 

*  You  must  not.     0  Henry !  it  would  make  mother  so  angry ! ' 

'  I  shall  do  it ! '  he  said,  turning  from  me  with  a  decision  I  too  well 
understood.  I  ran  after  him,  seized  him  in  affright.  *  Listen  to  me, 
Henry !  Let  me  speak  to  'father  first.  Possessed  of  his  authority,  her 
anger  will  not  trouble  us.' 

He  seemed  confident  that  I  would  succeed ;  so  I  went,  and  he  waited 
for  me.  I  happily  found  father  alone.  It  was  a  delicate  subject,  but 
I  plunged  into  it.  He  was  startled ;  and  said,  oh !  so  meekly  and 
tremblingly : 

*  Tell  him  not  to  disturb  it :  I  shall  get  no  peace  if  it  is  brought 
down.' 

How  could  I  tell  Henry  that  ?  But  I  did  tell  him.  I  might  well 
tremble  for  its  eflect.  He  grew  pale  with  rage.  *  This  from  him  !  * 
was  all  he  said.  Up  and  down,  back  and  forth,  across  my  room  he 
paced.  I  dared  not  approach  him.  At  last  he  sank  down  by  the  bed, 
and  buried  his  face  in  the  pillow.  I  went  to  him,  and  leaning  against 
him,  wept  violently.     My  tears  softened  him. 

*  Bertha,'  he  said,  taking  me  in  his  arms,  *  let  us  pray  that  we  may 
never  live  to  grow  old !  Oh  I  to  think,'  he  continued,  after  a  pause, 
'  that  my  father  could  have  said  this  I  that  he  could  so  have  forgotten 
the  bride  of  his  youth !  that  he  should  not  care  to  gaze  on  that  dear 
face !    0  Bertha  I  that  it  should  have  come  to  this  ! ' 
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*  Never  mind,  Henry !  *  I  said,  cheerfully  wiping  away  my  tears : 
*  that  picture  is  precious  to  us,  if  to  none  else ;  we  ^^1  cherish  it,  if  all 
others  do  fbiget.    Let  us  go  and  look  at  it  now/ 

We  went  together.  He  had  taken  it  from  the  comer,  and  placed  it 
wher^  the  light  fell  upon  it.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  it  for 
years.  I  rememhered  what  Aunt  Mary  had  told  me.  '  It  was  painted.' 
she  said,  '  just  after  your  mother  was  married.  An  artist  from  New- 
York  came  to  take  it,  and  remained  several  weeks  a  guest  at '  the  Hill.' 
While  she  aat  for  it,  your  father  talked  to  her,  fondly  thinking  liis  voice 
could  alone  call  forth  a  natural  expression.' 

And  there  she  sat,  that  sweet  mother,  with  all  the  pride  and  dignity 
of  her  new  life  resting  on  her  young  hrow.  How  those  soft  eyes 
reproached  us  for  our  hasty  ire !  Henry  felt  it ;  he  drew  me  to  him, 
and  whispered,  *  You  are  like  her :  for  you  softened  me.'  After  a  while, 
we  lifted  the  picture  to  its  old  place,  and  left  it  in  the  silent  darkness. 
But  those  reproachful  eyes  gazed  still  ftom  the  depths  of  our  own 
hearts. 

I  am  in  constant  fear  lest  Henry  may  get  into  trouhle.  Whenever  I  he  ar 
loud  voices,  I  go  tremhling  to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  to  listen  if  it  is  Henry  V 
voice.  Too  often,  it  is  his.  I  cannot  always  hlame  him.  Mother 
needs  reproof,  although  not,  perhaps,  from  such  a  source.  Yet  the 
moments  oi  haj^iness  that  I  pass  with  him  far  coimterhalance  those 
of  anxiety.  His  natural  refinement  of  character  has  clung  to  him, 
despite  his  sea-faring  life ;  and  his  hahit  of  thought,  always  clear  and 
discriminative,  has  become  more  penetrating  in  an  extended  field.  He 
animates  me  with  his  humor,  afiects  me  with  his  sensibility,  fires  me 
with  passion,  melts  me  with  his  tenderness.  He  leads  me  whitherso- 
ever he  chooses,  yet  is  himself  ever  willing  to  be  led.  He  has  hi? 
faults,  and  I  see  them  plainly ;  but,  as  a  favorite  author  says  :  '  I  should 
as  soon  think  of  loving  him  the  less  for  them,  as  of  ceasing  to  look  up 
to  Heaven  because  there  aro  a  few  clouds  in  the  sky.* 

We  expect  Margaret  home  to-morrow  :  my  brother-in-law  eends  hi*? 
secretary  to  Kilvale,  and  he  will  bring  her  to  us.  Agnes  is  in  New- 
York  with  the  children,  and  my  brother-in  law,  most  of  the  time,  in 
Washington.  I  am  afraid  politicians  do  not  make  good  husbands.  It 
is  sad  to  be  so  neglected,  even  if  it  is  for  one's  country !  Still,  I  would 
not  infer  that  Agnes  is  imhappy.  I  can  only  guess  how  I  should  feel 
in  her  situation.  She  has  indeed  every  luxury  that  wealth  and  a  refined 
taste  can  procure  for  her ;  two  lovely  children — but  she  has  not  alway? 
her  husband's  society  and  sympathy. 

What  has  become  of  Harold,  lately  ?  He  was  here,  a  few  days 
since,  to  go  fishing  with  Henry,  but  I  did  not  see  him.  Heiirv*  could 
tell  me  nothing  of  him,  although  he  said  they  talked  a  great  while, 
and  on  interesting  subjects.  I  should  judge  so,  as  they  gave  him  food 
for  thought,  for  hours  after.     How  was  Harold  pleased  with  Henry  ? 

I  had  almost  forgotten  to  tell  you  what  a  spicy  conversation  I  had 
with  Elfie,  the  oSier  day.  We  were  walking  together,  and  I  was 
wishing  Margaret  was  returned. 

*  l>o  you  tMnk  Margaret  is  pretty  ?  '  Elfie  asked  me. 

VOL.   XLIV.  10 
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'  Yes  ;  I  think  she  is  very  pretty,  don*t  you  ? '  I  answered,  Bomewhat 
surprised  at  her  question. 

'  No.  indeed,  I  guess  I  don't ! '  said  Elfie  sneeringly ;  '  I  have  heard 
a  great  many  say  she  was  yery  ordinary.' 

'  They  must  have  been  persons  of  no  taste  whatever,'  I  said,  as 
calmly  as  I  could,  '  if  they  called  Margaret  ordinary.  A  great  many 
have  told  me  she  would  be  the  handsomest  of  the  family.' 

'  Oh  !  oh ! '  exclaimed  Ellie,  incredulously,  '  I  have  heard  a  great 
many  compliments  for  you  and  Agnes,  but  I  never  in  my  life  heard  ene- 
for  Margaret.' 

*  That  is  strange ! '  I  returned  ;  *  for  I  hear  them  continually.' 

*  I  heard  some  one  say  that  Mr.  Ellicott's  eldest  daughters  were  fine- 
looking,  prettily-formed  girls,  but  I  never  heard  any  one  say  that  Mar- 
garet was  even  pretty.' 

*  Well,'  I  answered,  with  an  inward  kindling,  *  if  Agnes  and  I  are 
handsome,  Margaret  is  very  beautiful,  for  we  cannot  compare  with 
her.' 

She  shook  her  head  doubtfully.  *At  any  rate,'  she  continued,  perti- 
naciously, '  she  does  not  go  in  such  good  society  as  I  do.' 

*  Good  society  I '  I  reiterated  ;  *  I  'd  like  to  know  who  she  visits  that 
you  do  not  ? ' 

*  Old  Stephen's  grand-daughter ;  and  you  go  there,  too,  quite  often.' 

'  \Yhat  do  I  go  there  for,  Elfie  ?  What  did  I  do  there  the  other  day, 
when  you  went  with  me  ? ' 

The  jealous  child  hung  down  her  head ;  then  said,  tossing  back  her 
curls,  and  looking  pertly  at  me  : 

*Well,  all  that  I  can  say  is,  that  I  hope  her  disposition  will  be 
changed  before  she  dies ! ' 

I  was  stunned.  *  0  Elfie ! '  I  said,  sadly, '  that  is  too  much  I  Never, 
in  all  Maggie's  life,  did  I  hear  her  say  so  unkind  a  thing  of  you ! ' 

She  was  frightened.  *  I  did  not  mean  any  thing,*  she  began,  *  but  I 
do  hope  that  you  and  I,  as  well  as  Margaret,  will  be  changed  before 
we  die.' 

I  could  not  speak  to  her,  I  was  so  grieved.  She,  glad  to  escape,  ran 
away.  That  little  conversation  impressed  me  for  days ;  and  even  now, 
when  I  recall  it,  I  am  lost  in  wonder  that  so  young  a  child  should  so 
readily  have  learned  lessons  of  deceit  and  jealousy. 

And  did  they  say,  sweet  Margaret,  that  thou  wert  less  beautiful  than 
Agnes  ?  As  well  might  the  pearl  be  compared  to  the  ruby,  or  the 
spotless  lily  to  the  blushing  rose.  The  coming  years  will  unfold  to  all 
thy  youthral  beauties,  and  the  stainless  purity  of  thy  character  shed  a 
lustre  over  all  thy  pathway. 

I  must  close.  I  see  Henry  and  father  coming  up  the  avenue.  Father 
leans  heavily  on  Henry's  arm,  and  seems  overcome  with  sorrow.  They 
must  have  been  down  to  Sparrowbush.  Oh  !  happy  Stephen,  lying 
'  safe  and  silent '  in  that  little  homestead !  Nothing  can  trouble  hinci 
again! 

Goc^l-bye !  —  yours  sincerely,  BomiA  Ellicott. 
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LEGEND       OF      THE      'INDIAN       EOCK 


BY    J.    BWITT. 


Two  figures  are  coarsely  sculptured 
On  the  face  of  an  old  granite  block, 

Half-covered  by  clustering  mosses, 
Which  grow  on  the  Indian  rock. 

Unknown  are  the  hands  which  carved  them; 

They  were  chiselled  in  days  by-gone : 
And  this  is  the  terrible  legend 

Long  told  of  the  Indian  stone : 

Two  sachems  were  rang^g  the  forest 

With  footsteps  stealthy  and  low, 
When  instead  of  the  timorous  rabbit, 

Each  met  his  deadliest  foe. 

They  stood  like  two  grim  bronze  statues 

By  the  ancient  masters  of  art ; 
For  the  basilisk  glance  of  the  warriors 

Alone  spoke  the  rage  of  the  heart 

They  glared  on  each  other  an  instant, 

Then  warily  closed  in  the  strife : 
The  prize  was  an  enemy's  scalp-lock, 

The  struggle  for  vengeance  and  life. 

Before  their  unearthly  war-whoop 

The  rabbit  and  wild  deer  fled, 
And  the  scarlet  leaves  of  the  maple 

Grew  redder  beneath  their  tread. 

From  the  wounds  of  the  war-knife  and  hatchet 

The  red  drops  pattered  like  rain, 
As  they  closed  in  the  last  death-grapple, 

And  tugged  with  a  Python-like  strain. 

They  rolled  on  the  ground  together, 
With  limbs  twined  in  desperate  hold, 

A  nd  throttled  each  other  in  madness. 
Till  their  bodies  grew  stiffened  and  cold. 

Next  day  the  Indians  found  them, 

Still  clutched  in  an  iron  embrace, 
The  scowl  of  defiance  and  hatred 

Stamped  deep  on  each  glaring  ftce. 

They  buried  them  as  they  found  them. 
With  war-knife,  hatchet,  and  bow; 

And  long  have  they  mouldered  together, 
Each  clasped  by  his  skeleton-foe. 

*  Netr  Portamoutb,  New-HsDpdiira» 
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B  E  Y  0  >^  D      THE      GRAVE. 

▲       VISION       or       SCENES      IK       AN       UNKNOWN      WOKX.D. 


'  Dat  arme  ^er»  btenlcben 
Son  niandKm  6turm  bevegt, 
ffrlangt  ben  loa^ren  tlrieben 
9luT  IPO  ef  nic^t  mc^r  ftblagt.' 


FAREWELL! 

I  REMEMBER  One  eveiiing,  the  last  I  passed  on  the  globe  below.  The 
lingering  rays  of  the  setting  sun  glittered  through  the  leaves  of  the 
majestic  oaks  which  surrounded  my  dwelling-place.  The  lake  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill  was  calm,  and  its  waters  reflected  the  pure  azure  of  the 
sky.  The  sounds  of  the  evening-bell  from  the  church  of  the  neighbor- 
ing village  called  the  laborers  to  rest  from  the  fatigues  of  the  day.  The 
nightingale  began  to  sing  her  melodious  lays  in  the  thicket ;  her  plain- 
tive voice  resounded  in  melancholy  notes  ;  she  seemed  to  regret  the  end 
of  a  beautiful  day,  and  to  mourn  over  the  dying  light ;  but  all  nature 
was  delighted  in  the  breathing  of  rest,  and  an  air  of  solemn  serenity 
seemed  to  ascend  from  those  fields  of  labor  and  sorrow  to  the  unbounded 
dome  of  the  sky,  as  if  to  present  an  image  of  that '  eternal  rest '  which 
the  world  shall  yet  enjoy. 

Alas  1  rest  below  is  but  an  illusion.  The  day-god,  which  seems  to 
have  gone  for  ever,  rises  always  again.  Mortals  salute  him  in  the  hope 
that  he  may  bring  them  new  sources  of  happiness,  but  they  find  only 
new  labors  and  new  sorrows. 

It  was  on  that  evening  I  remember  to  have  seen  around  me  those 
whom  I  loved,  looking  at  mo  with  a  strange,  sorrowful  air.  I  saw  my 
mother,  my  sister,  weeping  at  my  side,  and  watching  the  least  motion 
of  my  eyes.  I  heard  the  voice  of  one  of  my  ftiends  pronouncing  the 
most  consoling  verses  of  the  glorious  Gospel.  I  recollect  the  words, 
*  Death  !  *  *  Victory  !  *  but  that  was  all. 

I  gazed  at  the  picture  which  lay  before  me,  and  which  they  call  so 
beautiful.  I  heard  a  mysterious  voice  saying  that  I  should  never  see 
it  again ;  but  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  this  voice,  instead  of  awaking 
regrets,  opened  a  spring  of  happiness  in  my  soul  which  I  had  never 
known  before.  A  peace  which  the  language  of  Heaven  alone  can 
4escribe,  entered  into  my  heart,  and  seemed  to  absorb  all  my  emotions. 
All  my  life  until  then  appeared  to  me  like  a  long  absence  from  my  native 
land,  the  shores  of  which  I  thought  I  saw  in  the  distance,  glittering 
now  and  then  with  an  unknown  splendor.  The  zephyrs  murmuring  in 
the  leaves  seemed  to  whisper  in  my  ear  the  delightful  word,  *  Home  ! 
Home  !  *  I  felt  as  if  every  sigh  which  escaped  from  my  breast  was  a 
breeze  in  the  sails  of  the  boat  which  led  me  toward  the  shore.  Now 
and  then  my  ears  were  attracted  by  the  sounds  of  a  distant  harmony, 
upon  which  my  heart  began  to  thrill,  as  it  often  thrilled  in  hearing,  in 
the  assemblies  of  the  saints,  psalms  and  hymns  arise  to  the  throne  of 
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the  Eternal  ;  but  these  voices  were  more  clear,  more  melodious  than 
I  ever  heard  come  iiom  a  mortal.  I  closed  my  eyes,  so  that  none  of 
these  delightful  sounds  might  escape  me.  They  came  nearer  and 
nearer.  .  .  .  My  whole  being  was  absorbed  in  emotion.  At  last, 
I  could  distinguish  the  words :  '  Blessing,  and  honor,  and  glory,  and 
power  be  unto  Hm  that  sitteth  upon  the  throne,  and  unto  the  Lamb,  for 
ever  and  ever ! ' 

Suddenly  the  voices  ceased  to  sing.  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  seemed  to 
roll  away  into  an  abyss,  and  I  saw  the  whole  ocean  of  space  filled  with 
a  light  BO  clear  and  so  penetrating,  that  even  the  shadows  of  things 
disappeared  ;  but,  away  at  an  incommensurable  distance,  I  perceived 
four  letteis  shining  yet  more  than  that  ethereal  light.  These  letters 
were  of  the  language  in  which  the  law  of  Sinai  was  written.  I  read 
them,  and  I  knew  that  they  corresponded  to  the  great  word  in  my  own 
language  —  Jehovah  ! 

But  as  soon  as  I  had  unraveled  this  Word,  an  inunense  Cross 
appeared  between  the  word  and  myself,  and  on  the  cross  was  written, 
in  characters  which  had  not  less  splendor  than  the  first — ^Euagge- 

LEION. 

Now,  in  an  instant,  all  was  over.  The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars  had 
returned  to  their  proper  places.  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  saw  once  more 
the  faces  of  my  beloved  on  earth.  Their  looks  were  yet  fixed  upon  my 
features,  which  must  have  reflected  the  feelings  of  happiness  produced 
in  my  heart  by  the  scenes  which  I  had  witnessed.  A  glimpse  of  celeft- 
tial  joy  shone  even  through  their  tears ;  their  hands  were  clasping  mine. 
The  right  arm  of  my  mother  surrounded  my  head,  which  reposed  on 
her  heart.  Little  children  were  kneeling  and  looking  at  me  with 
amazement.  I  heard  my  friend  say  to  them  :  '  Behold,  so  dies  the 
Christian  ! '  The  last  beam  of  the  sun  fell  upon  my  face.  Now  I  felt 
as  if  some  one  touched  my  shoulder,  and  said  to  me,  with  a  kind  and 
Mendly  voice,  *  Come  ! ' 

Suddenly  an  inexplicable  shivering  began  to  rise  from  my  feet,  and 
to  ascend  higher  and  higher.  The  world  with  its  objects  began  to 
swim  in  confusion  before  my  eyes.  I  hastened  to  clasp  the  hands  of 
all  I  loved.  I  opened  my  lips  and  whispered,  *  Farewell !  —  we  shall 
meet  again.  .  .  .  Farewell !  Farewell  I ' 

Once  more  my  eyes  fell  upon  my  mother,  who  kissed  the  last  farewell 
from  my  lips. 

n. 

THE      ANGEL      OP      DEATH. 

The  world  had  disappeared,  and  with  it  the  body  I  used  to  inhabit 
oa  earth.  I  did  not  understand  how  I  existed,  but  I  felt  that  I  existed 
vet  At  first  I  found  myself  led  by  a  mysterious  hand.  A  night  darker 
than  I  ever  before  had  miagined  surrounded  me  ;  but  I  did  not  fear. 
A  peaceful  assurance  that,  although  in  darkness,  I  was  at  home,  made 
me  advance  and  follow  my  invisible  guide. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  we  walked  together.  The  idea  of  time  had 
di^ppeared  from  my  memory.  I  had  an  idea  of  it  only  in  thinking  of 
the  past.     Distance  also  seemed  to  have  lost  its  effect.     I  recollect  that 
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fdways  I  went  on,  without  feeling  any  fatigue.  My  whole  soul  seemed 
to  enjoy  the  happiness  of  a  fearless  hope.  Although  I  did  not  distinctly 
know  where  I  was,  neither  where  I  was  going  to,  I  felt  that  the  Lord 
my  God  was  there,  and  that '  His  rod  and  His  staff  comforted  me.'  At 
last,  I  heard  again  the  same  voice  I  had  heard  hefore,  saying :  <  Here 
tarry  until  ano^er  is  sent  to  open  the  gates  of  Paradise  for  thee ! ' 

'  Who  art  thou  ? '  asked  1,  astonished  to  hear  my  own  voice  resound 
without  perceiving  myself-;  '  art  thou  one  of  those  who  walked  before 
me  on  the  earth,  or  a  benevolent  spirit  sent  by  the  Lord  ? ' 

'  I  am  the  angel  of  Death,'  answered  the  voice,  '  and  I  was  sent  to 
lead  thee  through  the  shadows  of  the  dark  valley.' 

'  But,'  continued  I,  '  why  is  this  thy  valley  so  peace&l  ?  I  have 
believed  that  here  I  should  feel  dread,  tenor,  and  fear  ;  yet,  in  qiite 
of  all  this  darkness,  a  feeling  of  heavenly  delight  thrills  within  me.' 

*  This  delight,  my  brother,  is  but  the  foretaste  of  others  thou  wilt 
soon  enjoy.' 

'  But  it  seems  almost  impossible  to  be  happier  than  I  am  now.  How 
can  I  enjoy  more,  when  already  1  am  overwhelmed  with  felicity  ? ' 

'  My  brother,  thou  hast  not  yet  an  idea  of  the  enjoyments  wluch  are 
prepared  for  thee.  In  these  regions  of  eternal  peace,  happiness  increases 
always.  That  which  thou  feelest  now  is  but  a  humble  source  of  that 
stream  which  shall  conduct  thee  to  the  limitless  ocean.' 

*  One  thing  I  desire  to  know  :  shall  I  see  all  whom  I  have  loved  on 
the  earth,  and  who  are  gone  before  me  to  the  better  land  ? ' 

'  It  is  not  allowed  to  me,  my  brother,  to  reveal  thy  iuture.  I  can 
say  but  this :  thou  wilt  go  from  surprise  to  surprise,  and  be  astonished 
how,  for  a  little  moment  of  sorrow  and  pain,  as  thy  life  will  appear  to 
thee,  thou  art  rewarded  with  such  an  overflowing  abundance  of  happi- 
ness. But  now,  farewell !  I  must  return  to  earth  ;  I  am  commissioned 
to  call  one  of  thy  brethren  below.' 

All  was  silent  again,  but  the  feeling  of  peace  seemed  to  increase 
more  and  more. 


THE     P  A  8  T, 

I  WAS  lefl  alone.  Suddenly,  in  the  far  West,  a  feeble  stream  of 
light,  like  that  of  the  rising  or  of  the  breaking  day  appeared,  and 
revealed  a  part  of  the  earth,  which  I  recognized  to  be  that  where  I  had 
passed  my  early  youth.  I  saw  the  majestic  Alps,  in  their  imposing 
beauty,  the  lakes  and  rivers  of  my  former  country,  the  city  in  which  I 
was  bom,  the  house  in  which  I  lived.  I  saw  my  mother  sitting  upon 
my  bench  beneath  a  tree  before  the  house,  looking  with  delight  and 
tenderness  at  a  little  infant  playing  in  the  grass  ;  but  I  soon  perceived 
that  the  child  was  growing  and  growing,  and  entered  into  boyhood ;  and, 
0  wonder  !  I  recognized  myself,  as  I  had  once  been.  I  then  saw  my 
mother  placing  a  large  book  in  my  hands.  It  was  the  Bible.  An  old 
man  with  gray  hair  and  venerable  expression  came  to  me  and,  lifting 
now  and  then  his  hand  toward  the  sky,  he  explained  to  me  the  mys- 
tery of  my  existence,  and  of  my  destiny.     He  spoke  to  me,  with  a 
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celestial  inspiratioa,  of  the  glorious  Saviour,  and  His  unbounded  love 
for  my  soul.     I  saw  teais  of  joy  falling  from  my  eyes. 

But  soon  tlie  scene  changed.  I  recognized  myself  in  the  society  of 
young  men,  gaming,  and  employing  language  which  can  only  come  from 
the  mouths  of  the  wicked  and  the  corrupt.  I  had  forgotten  or  hushed 
the  voice  which  the  reading  of  the  holy  Scriptures  and  the  instructions 
of  the  old  servant  of  God  had  implanted  in  my  heart.  I  saw  myself 
falling  still  deeper,  and  meditating  crime  with  my  companions,  or  read- 
ing in  secret,  instead  of  the  Bible,  books  which  the  spirit  of  corruption 
and  wickedness  had  inspired.  Now,  at  once,  I  saw  my  mother  kneel- 
ing and  praying  —  her  eyes  reddened  with  tears.  I  had  disappeared 
from  my  home,  and  was  wandering  in  distant  lands,  looking  for  an 
opportunity  to  pour  forth  the  fountain  of  corruption  which  was  swelling 
in  my  heart. 

Again  the  scene  changed.  I  saw  myself  walking  in  a  beautiful 
garden  :  a  yoimg  virgin  of  angelic  beauty  was  at  my  side,  and  speak- 
ing to  me  with  tenderness  of  virtue,  purity,  and  celestial  love.  She 
had  efiecied  a  complete  change  in  my  heart.  I  loved  her,  and  my  love 
was  like  ike  clear  and  deep  waters  which  cover  an  impure  groimd. 
She  became  my  guardian  angel ;  and,  little  by  little,  her  influence 
swept  away  the  crust  of  corruption  which  surrounded  my  heart.  Her 
image  began  to  shine  like  a  leading-star  on  my  horizon.  Her  love  was 
my  life.  But  soon  my  love  increased  to  an  adoration  which  belongs 
only  to  the  Eternal,  ^he  became  my  religion  —  the  object  of  my 
worship. 

I  saw  but  hery  wheresoever  I  directed  my  eyes.  All  my  ambition 
was  to  wander  with  her,  hand  in  hand,  through  life.  But  men  had 
placed  her  upon  a  high  mountain,  which  I  had  to  ascend  before  1  could 
dream  to  be  united  to  her  for  ever.  She  belonged  to  that  society,  to 
that  class,  which  i&  called  *  happy '  below.  I  thought  love  all-power- 
ful, and  determined  to  raise  myself  to  her  sphere.  1  went  back  to  my 
home  and  obtained  the  pardon  of  my  parents.  But  the  humble  future 
they  had  prepared  fox  me  would  not  satisfy  my  ambition.  Adeldce: 
was  the  end  of  my  hopes  ;  her  love  mj  standard,  my  device ;  her  pos- 
session my  heaven. 

Now  the  scenery  of  my  native  land  disappeared,  and  the  vast  ocean 
took  its  place.  A  ship  was  struggling  with  the  waves  which  the  tem- 
pest had  aroused,  and  I  saw  myself  ascending  the  mast.  I  had  chosen 
the  adventurous  life  of  a  sailor.  Its  chances  appeared  to  me  the  most 
likely  to  realize  my  hopes.  Neither  the  cruel  treatment  of  my  supe- 
riors nor  the  fury  of  the  tempest  could  frighten  me  or  dampen  my  cou- 
rage. Adeline's  cheerful  smile  shone  in  my  memory  like  a  sun,  and 
in^ired  me  with  hope  and  joy  in  the  gpreatest  dangers.  During  three 
years  I  wandered  from  clime  to  clime.  I  suffered  the  greatest  priva- 
tions, but  murmured  not.  The  thought  of  her  was  my  support  in  my 
silverings. 

The  ocean  disappeared.  I  saw  myself  now  in  a  dark  fercst  wander- 
ing, with  looks  of  anguish  and  despair,  holding  in  my  hands  a  letter 
with  a  black  seal,  and  a  book.  The  book  was  her  Bible,  and  the  letter 
.announced  to  me  that  she  hud  departed  for  a  better  life. 
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The  forest,  the  night,  was  not  dark  enough  to  hannonize  with  the- 
darkness  of  my  soul.  I  saw  before  me  but  a  shroud  ;  I  heard  but  the* 
gloomy  sounds  of  the  knell ;  I  breathed  but  an  odor  of  death  ;  a  dark 
grave  opened  its  mouth  to  swallow  up  my  hopes  and  my  felicity. 

I  opened  the  book.  Adeline  had  written  on  its  first  page  the 
words : 

'  Farewell  I  I  shall  see  thee  again.  Head  this  blessed  Book  :  it  will 
console  thee  during  my  absence  !  * 

I  read  it  over  ;  but  the  society  in  which  I  had  lived  had  destroyed 
the  belief  of  my  childhood.  The  oracles  of  the  Eternal  appeared 
like  absurdities  to  my  deluded  reason.  I  considered  faith  a  weakness  of 
the  mind,  a  defect  of  intelligence.  More  than  that,  I  began  to  accuse 
PROv^)I:^•CE  of  injustice  and  cruelty,  and  I  determined  to  plunge  myself 
into  an  abyss  of  vice,  that  I  might  forget  or  sufibcate  the  torments  of 
my  heart.  But  soon  the  pleasures  of  this  world  had  exhausted  their 
power  upon  me.  Their  cup  had  but  disgust  of  life  and  despair  in  its 
lees. 

My  body  was  worn  out :  darkness  surrounded  my  soul.  I  believed 
death  an  annihilation  of  existence.  Day  and  night  the  horrid  crime  or 
destroying  myself  was  the  subject  of  my  thoughts ;  but  I  had  not  the 
courage  to  commit  it.  A  glimpse  of  that  light  which  once  extended 
its  beams  on  the  sky  of  my  childhood  was  glittering  now  and  then  in  my 
heart,  and  I  'W'as  unable  to  convince  myself  that  with  this  life  all  would 
be  over.  The  image  of  Adeline  also  appeared  from  time  to  time  in 
my  dreams,  and  then  only  I  perceived  the  enormous  distance  I  hacP 
fallen  from  her  purity.  Yet  this  feeling  increased  my  despair.  Many 
a  time  I  endeavored  to  open  the  Book  which  she  had  left  to  me  as  an 
inheritance,  but  as  soon  as  I  took  it  in  my  hands  it  seemed  as  if  a 
destroying  fire  went  through  my  whole  being,  and  I  threw  it  away. 
However,  these  moments  became  still  more  frequent,  and  at  last  I 
opened  it  with  a  kind  of  rage.     My  eyes  fisU  upon  the  words : 

'Such  as  sit  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow  of  deathj  being  bound 
by  affliction  aTid  iron^  because  they  rebelled  against  the  words  of  God^ 
and  contemned  tlie  coimsel  of  the  Most  High,  therefore  He  brought 
down  their  heart  with  labor:  they  fell  doion,  and  there  was  none  to 

hdp: 

Astonished,  overwhelmed  to  find  so  true  a  picture  of  my  own  state, 
dreading  to  see  my  image  still  clearer  in  continuing,  I  had  not  the  cou- 
rage to  read  farther.  I  only  remember  the  first  result,  the  first  impres- 
sion  which  these  words  made  upon  me.  I  felt  that  I  was  convicted  — 
that  they  came  from  the  Eternal.  Like  a  two-edged  sword  they 
pierced  my  heart. 

And  now  the  Truth  appeared  to  me  in  its  majesty  :  the  supreme  law^ 
which  I  had  violated  arose  like  a  mountain,  threatening  to  fall  upon 
me.  "Words  of  malediction  resoimded  in  my  ears.  I  cried  for  mercy, 
but  I  saw  only  the  angry  face  of  the  Judge.  I  fell  overwhelmed  by 
the  splendor  of  His  majesty.  I  saw  Him  surrounded  by  all  the  right- 
eous who  have  lived  since  the  creation  of  the  world  :  they  appeared 
like  a  countless  crowd  of  witnesses  of  my  iniquity.  I  saw  Satan  him- 
telf  in  the  distance,  looking  at  me  with  a  ferocious  joy,  and  waiting 
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bat  for  the  sentence  of  the  Supreme  Judge  to  throw  himself  upon  his 
piey. 

Now  all  was  darkness  again,  but  only  for  a  moment.  At  the  same 
place  where  I  had  seen  the  diflerent  scenes  which  represented  my  whole 
life  until  then,  a  light  appeared,  as  brilliant  as  that  which  I  had  seen 
at  my  death ;  its  rays  were  concentrated  in  a  disc,  in  which  I  saw 
written  the  words : 

*  Though  yow  sins  he  as  scarlet,  they  shall  he  as  tchite  as  sfiow  ; 
though  they  he  red  like  crimson,  they  shall  he  cls  tcool  /  ' 

The  woids  disappeared,  and  the  light  slowly  vanished  away. 

I  perceived  again,  in  the  twilight,  the  spot  in  my  native  land,  but 
the  scene  had  changed.  I  saw  myself  in  a  large  assembly  of  attentive 
hearers,  reading  and  explaining  the  word  of  God.  Tears  of  joy  were 
falling  from  my  eyes  in  speaking  of  those  oracles  of  heaven  which  had 
swept  darkness  from  my  soul,  and  brought  forth  a  new  light  in  my 
heart.  When  I  had  arrived  to  the  last  degree  of  despair,  at  the  moment 
when  I  was  on  the  point  of  being  thrown  into  the  abyss  of  eternal  woe, 
the  Son  of  God  appeared,  and  unveiled  to  me  the  mystery  of  His 
divine  love.  He  appeased  the  tempest  in  my  heart,  and  caused  the 
son  of  His  salvation  to  shine  within  it.  Ah  !  how  happy  I  was  to  throw 
myself  upon  His  protection,  into  these  incomprehensible  depths  of  grace, 
mercy,  and  love ! 

One  ambition,  one  desire  then  only  remained  to  me  :  to  consecrate 
the  rest  of  my  life  to  the  glory  of  my  Saviour,  and  to  be  an  instrument 
in  EQs  hand  to  extend  His  reign.  In  a  few  years  I  obtained  the  neces- 
saiy  acquirements  of  science  and  experience,  in  order  to  be  ordained  as 
a  minister  of  the  Gospel.  The  world  had  no  longer  any  attraction  for 
me  :  my  whole  soul  was  filled  with  gratitude  for  the  deliverance  I  had 
obtained.  I  was  sent  as  a  missionary  to  the  mountains  of  my  native 
land.  Day  and  night  I  found  occasion  to  glorify  my  Maker  in  seeing 
the  progress  of  His  sanctifying  influence  in  myself,  and  among  those  to 
whom  I  was  called,  to  *  testify  the  Gospel  of  the  grace  of  God,'  and  to 
announce  the  kiugdom  of  heaven.  God  had  established  in  me  a  monu- 
ment of  his  love,  and  vouchsafed  to  crown  my  labor  vnth  success,  and 
to  prepare  me  for  that  life  for  which  He  had  predestined  me  also,  before 
the  foundation  of  the  world. 

Now  the  scene  of  my  death  appeared  again.  I  saw  my  body  placed 
in  a  black  coffin,  my  mother  and  my  sister  kneeling  and  praying  at  its 
side.  The  Lord  had  taken  me  away  from  them  when  I  was  yet  in 
my  youth.  I  heard  the  prayer  of  my  mother.  It  was  not  for  me, 
hecxasQ  she  knew  that  all  my  wants  had  been  provided  for,  and  she 
gave  thanks  to  the  Almighty  that  He  had  given  her  a  son,  the  remem- 
brance of  whose  last  moments  would  be  to  her  a  subject  of  joy  and 
gratitude  during  the  remainder  of  her  life. 

IV. 

THE       OUAVK. 

Then  I  saw  a  great  crowd  surrounding  the  place  in  which  I  had 
lived.  Once  more  my  mother  pressed  her  lips  upon  the  pale  brow 
which  had  inclosed  my  mind.     The  coffin  was  covered  with  a  black 
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shioud,  and  they  adorned  it  with  garlands  of  white  flowers ;  and  then 
several  young  men,  whom  I  recognized  to  be  my  friends,  took  it  up. 
The  church-bell  began  to  toll  with  a  solemn,  solenm  sound. 

A  long  procession  followed  the  coffin  toward  the  grave-yard.  When 
they  had  arrived  there,  my  fiiends  deposited  my  remains  on  the  edge 
of  a  deep  and  dark  grave,  which  was  surrounded  by  the  procession. 
Suddenly  the  voices  of  a  choir  of  young  children  arose,  I  heard  them 
sing  that  beautiful  hymn  which  so  often  had  consoled  my  heart,  begin- 
ning with  the  words : 

'Blrsssd  are  the  heirs  of  Heaven, 
The  dead  who  dije  in  the  houj>J 

When  the  last  sounds  of  the  hymn  had  died  away  in  the  neighboring 
hills,  I  saw  advancing  toward  me  the  old  minister  who  had  instructed 
me  in  the  word  of  God.  I  heard  him  pronounce,  with  a  solemn  voice, 
the  words  of  the  Saviour  : 

*  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life ;  he  that  believeth  in  me,  though 
he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live.' 

His  eyes  were  raised  toward  the  sky :  they  glittered  with  a  beam  of 
that  flre  which  comes  fix)m  the  light  of  grace.  His  features  had  that 
expression  of  mildness  which  the  influence  of  the  Gospel  produces  in 
the  faces  of  those  whom  the  Saviour  brings  under  his  reign.  Although 
yet  on  earth,  he  seemed  to  live  in  heaven.  Words  of  peace  flowed 
from  his  lips  like  a  gentle  stream  through  flowery  meadows.  The  per- 
icame  of  heavenly  love  was  in  the  expression  of  his  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings ;  and  his  hearers  seemed  to  breathe  with  avidity  this  delightful 
atmosphere.  Every  one  of  them  appeared  to  look  at  the  grave  before 
their  eyes  as  a  dwelling  of  peace  and  everlasting  felicity.  When  my 
old  friend  had  finished,  the  chorus  rose  again.     The  hymn, 

'  The  jpuTe  is  deep  and  sUent,' 

was  sung,  and  then  my  remains  were  sbwly  lowered  into  the  grave  : 
'Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust ! ' 


THE      BXTRANCE      INTO      PARADISE. 

I  FELT  that  the  last  link  which  had  attached  me  to  the  earth  was 
dissolved.  All  had  become  darkness  again ;  but  the  solemn  silence 
around  me  was  soon  interrupted  by  sounds  which  I  thought  I  had  heard 
before.  At  flrst  I  heard  them  confusedly,  as  coming  from  a  great  dis- 
tance ;  but,  little  by  little  they  approached ;  and  at  last  I  recognized 
the  same  melodies  which  I  had  heard  at  my  death.  They  seemed,  how* 
ever,  to  have  increased  in  sweetness  and  beauty.  The  nearer  they 
came,  the  greater  was  the  delight  which  overwhelmed  my  soul.  Now, 
at  once,  the  immense  dome  of  darkness  was  illuminated  by  a  stream 
of  light.  I  perceived  myself  with  an  appearance  like  that  I  had  on 
earth,  yet  I  felt  that  my  body  was  not  of  the  same  character. 

An  unutterable  feeling  of  hope  passed  through  my  soul.  I  saw 
before  me  seven  high  columns,  of  a  stone  as  brilliant  as  the  diamond. 
They  seemed  to  be  at  the  entrance  of  a  beautiful  garden^  from  which 
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the  sounds  of  those  celestial  hannonies  came  to  my  ear.  I  heard  the 
wards :  *  Glory  ^  glory  to  the  Eternal,  for  ever  and  ever'  I  saw  now 
two  angels  in  white  garments  coming  through  the  gates  toward  me. 
A  serene  smile  illuminated  their  faces.  They  seized  my  hands  and  led 
me  to  the  gate,  which  I  was  unahle  to  approach  hy  any  efibrt  of  my 
own  will.  At  the  entrance  of  the  garden  I  was  suddenly  bereft  of  the 
dark  garment  in  which  I  had  been  buried,  and  the  two  angels  covered 
me  with  a  robe  as  white  as  snow,  and  another  presented  me  with  a 
branch  of  the  palm-tree.  From  that  moment  I  felt  as  if  an  ethereal 
fire  had  penetrated  my  whole  existence,  and  purified  me  from  every 
unclean  particle  which,  until  then,  I  was  conscious  of  possessing.  I 
began  to  breathe  with  fteedom  an  atmosphere  whose  delightful  sweet- 
ness animated  my  being.  My  heart  was  overpowered  with  happiness, 
and  a  hymn  of  e^^atitude  arose  from  it,  as  from  the  vast  dome  of  a 
temple.  Yet  my  lips  could  pronounce  but  *  Glory  !  glory  !  '  and  again, 
*  Glort  I ' 

One  of  the  angels  then  seized  my  left  hand,  and  led  me  through  the 
gates  into  the  Gabden.  The  language  of  the  immortals  alone  is  able 
to  describe  the  magnificence  of  that  dwelling  of  rest.  Trees,  flowers, 
and  plants,  which  seemed  to  have  stood  since  the  time  of  their  creation 
without  ever  having  felt  the  destructive  influence  of  autumnal  winds, 
adorn  it  with  an  appearance  of  everlasting  spring.  Each  trembling 
of  those  leaves,  of  those  branches,  seems  to  whisper  into  the  ear, 
'  Immo&talitt  ! '  I  walked  at  first,  or  rather  glided  like  a  swallow, 
over  a  path  covered  with  moss,  through  a  forest  in  which  dwells  an 
everlasting  twilight.  The  angel  had  lefl  me  at  the  gate,  but,  although 
alone,  I  f(^t  the  presence  of  the  Great  Spiarr  of  the  place.  I  heard  no 
longer  the  sounds  of  celestial  hannonies.  A  mysterious  silence  was 
around  me,  but  this  silence  ever  seemed  to  be  the  foretaste  of  unknown 
bliss. 

And  such  it  was.  At  once,  while  I  was  gazing  upon  a  white  flower, 
I  felt  a  hand  slightly  touching  my  shoulder.  I  turned  around  and 
saw  —  Adeline.  jomr  £.  schaad. 


H      0      li    A      N 


As  men  toil  up  the  mountain  aide, 

The  weary  day, 
And  ftx)m  the  top  behold  the  sky, 

Tet  far  away ; 
So  holiest  men,  fh>m  youth  to  age, 

Make  pilgrimage. 


We  may  depart  the  valleys  deep, 

And  high  ascend. 
But  yet  around  us  is  the  earth, 

Until  the  end. 
Ourselves,  alas  I  wo  cannot  raise 

Above  our  days.  Sigma. 
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This  battle,  fought  A.  D.  782,  between  the  Franks  and  the  Baracens^  was  one  of  those  memorable 
and  declsko  contests  which  have  determined  the  fate  of  the  world.  As  Zaxa  made  It  Boman 
rather  than  Carthaginian,  so  Toubs  made  it  Christian  rather  than  Moslem. 

Asia  and  Africa  had  been  over-mn ;  the  victorious  crescent  was  already  wa\ing  beyond  the 
Pyrenees,  and  but  for  one  man,  on  the  walls  of  Paris  and  London  had  been  planted  the  Infidel 
standard  of  the  Prophet ! 

In  this  dreadftil  shock  of  two  opposing  religions,  civilizations,  and  rades,  Chaslbs,  Dnke  of  the 
Franks^  somamed  Mabtel,  that  is,  ^The  Hammer ,  crushed  the  hordes  of  two  continents,  saved 
Christendom,  and  azmlhilated  the  power  of  the  Mussulman  in  Europe.  Monarchy  overthrew  despot- 
lam,  the  Tonton  mastered  the  Oriental,  the  Bible  conquered  the  Koran ! 


HelpI  God,  and  Mary  Mother,  and  savo  ua  from  the  Moor  I 
The  bloody  race  of  Ishmael,  who  scourge  thy  children  sore : 
Do^vTi  the  Pyrenaean  mountains,  from  the  Iberian  strand, 
Pour  the  unbelieving  herd,  the  spoilers  of  the  land: 
On  all  the  (rascon  vineyards  they  fatten  well,  I  trow, 
And  the  ever-hated  crescent  is  floating  in  Bordeaux. 
Great  Clovis  in  his  coffin  turned  and  grasped  his  iron  crown, 
When  that  Arab  hand  accursed  tore  the  gay  lilies  down. 

TThen  first  they  crossed  the  mountains,  and  rushed  on  Aquitain, 

All  glutted  with  the  slaughter  of  the  fertile  fields  of  Spain, 

The  God  of  armies  fought' for  Aquitain's  noble  duke, 

And  drove  before  the  'Christian  dog '  the  Arab,  panic-shook ; 

Duke  EuDES  smote  down  Zama,  and  the  glorious  flower-de-luce 

"Waved  o'er  ten  thousand  Moslem  dead  on  the  ramparts  of  Toulouse. 

But  north,  from  Catalonia,  swarmed  a  revengeful  horde, 

And  never  yet  hath  drank  its  fill  Abd-al-Kha^i's  bloody  sword. 

Thy  arrowy  flood,  0  Father  Ehone  I  shoots  purple  to  the  miun ; 

Crushed  is  the  noble  Eudes — God  alone  can  count  the  slam  I 

For  loaded  wains,  fire-blackened  plains,  thy  waters  greet,  Dordogne ; 

And  Moorish  slave-marls  echo  with  the  Gallic  maiden's  groan : 

No  bell  can  toll  for  saintly  soul  in  desolated  Gaul, 

But  from  the  sacred  belfry  falls  the  hoarse  muezzin's  call. 

Alas  I  that  ever  Islam's  brood  in  the  temples  of  the  Lord 

Should  worship  their  false  Prophet,  with  pagan  rites  abhorred  I 

This  day,  0  Lord  of  Hosts,  avenge  thy  slaughtered  saints  I' 
Guide  thou  the  warrior's  battle-axe,  and  strengthen  him  who  faints: 
Ride  forth  to  victory,  Duke  Charles  1    In  the  nostrils  of  the  Lord, 
An  odor  meet,  a  savor  sweet,  is  the  smoke  of  heathen  horde : 
Touraine's  broad  plains  are  shaking  'neath  the  Saracenic  foe, 
The  horsemen  and  the  swordsmen,  and  those  who  draw  the  bow ; 
The  cavalry  of  Yemen,  whose  barbs  are  strong  and  fleets 
Methinks  't  were  well  if  they  could  tell  how  much  is  fleetness  meet 

The  keen  blades  of  Damascus,  not  now  about  to  fall 

On  the  thin  Persian  cuirass,  but  the  plate-mail  of  the  Gaul  I 

Light  recks  the  huge  two-handed  sword  the  Norman  wields  in  war. 

The  pigmy  stroke  on  mighty  oak  of  Syrian  scimctar  : 


1854.]  Stanzas:  Tours,  155 

The  archery  of  Hejez,  with  arrow  on  the  string, 
The  tribes  of  Lusitania,  with  spear  and  javelin : 
TVhile  over  all  an  ensign  foul,  accurst  in  Christiiin  war, 
Flaunt  the  green  folds  of  Islam's  flag,  its  crescent  gleaming  far. 

Chahles  Mabtel,  duke  of  all  the  Franks,  whose  mace  in  battle's  shock 
Is  as  the  fire  and  hammer  to  break  the  flinty  rock ; 
Charles  Mabtel  rides  along  our  van,  and  reins  his  charger  proud; 
Our  ranks  breathe  out  a  feeble  shout,  for  our  hearts  within  are  bowed : 
*  Fear  ye  the  Moor  ? '  he  scornful  cries :  '  Look  on  your  smokhig  plains  I 
Think  on  God's  holy  sepulchre,  which  Moslem  hand  profanes ; 
Think  on  the  Paynim  dungeons,  and  then  grasp  swoni  and  lance ! 
St.  Denys  for  the  lilies — to  the  charge,  for  God  and  France  I ' 

Up  from  the  Gallic  army,  up  from  the  walls  of  Tours, 
From  curtain,  rampart,  ravelin,  thick-covered  in  that  hour, 
Burst  a  prolonged,  revengeful  yell  that  tore  the  hollow  skies ! 
And  from  afar,  borne  on  the  breeze,  the  tecbir's*  roar  replies. 
Sweeping  amain  across  the  plain,  like  the  deadly  red  simoom, 
Down  bear  our  rushing  squadrons  while,  as  the  crack  of  doom. 
The  braying  war-horns  smite  the  air,  and  the  Ycry  earth  doth  jar 
Beneath  the  dreadful  closing-shock  of  nations  met  in  war. 

As  the  storm  comes  down  the  mountain  in  the  highest  Pyrenees, 

As  Biscay's  waves  dash  on  the  beach  wlien  the  north-wind  sweeps  the  seas, 

Charles  Martel's  mail-clad  horsemen  fell  on  the  turbaned  foe, 

And  under  and  still  under  they  tramp  the  Moslem  low. 

The  footmen  of  liircynia  an  easy  pathway  gain  ; 

Deep  dyed  with  red  theh*  heavy  tread  leads  to  the  thickest  slain : 

Where  falls  the  Hun's  war-hatchet  there  nothing  can  avail. 

Nor  Persian  rhomb,  nor  crescent  shield,  nor  triple  coat-of-mail. 

Far  front  of  his  battalion,  encompassed  by  the  dead, 

On  foot  fights  noble  Eudes,  his  white  plume  stained  with  red ; 

When  the  craven  foo  begs  quarter,  he  thinks  on  Aquitain, 

And  quicker  yet  for  liis  base  fret  the  Paynim  bites  the  plain. 

Abd-al-Kham,  leader  of  the  foe,  in  unopposed  career. 

Bears  dripping  sides  where'er  he  rides,  and  scatters  far  and  near ; 

But  when  Charles  Martel  he  espies,  though  of  Moors  the  bravest  man. 

lie  turns  and  flees  with  shaking  knees,  as  if  he  feared  his  ban. 

Charles  Martel  stirs  liis  bloody  spurs  and,  with  the  lightning's  speed, 
Pursues  where'er  the  craven  leads,  and  smites  him  on  the  head : 
Through  helmet  and  tlirough  breast-plate,  through  corselet  lo  the  greaves. 
Our  glorious  duke's  dread  hammer  the  fated  Moslem  cleaves. 
No  longer  now  with  doubtful  tide  the  battle's  current  flows, 
But  to  the  four  Tiinds  of  heaven  fast  fly  our  dusky  foes  ; 
O'er  surging  ranks  and  snorting  steeds,  and  slain,  and  shivered  mail, 
Red  gleams  the  banner  of  the  cross  and  wanes  the  crescent  pale  I 

Fling  out,  fling  out  a  joyful  note,  ye  trumpeters  of  Tours  I 

For  our  God  hath  bared  his  red  right-arm,  and  saved  us  from  the  Moors. 

In  the  courts  of  fjsur  Grenada  the  maiden's  cheek  shall  pale, 

And  Araby  the  Happy  thrill  with  Moslem  mothers'  wail ; 

For  He  who  rained  crimsoning  fire  from  off  Constantia's  towers, 

This  day  hath  sent  confusion  to  the  Saracenic  powers ; 

Thrice  five-score  thousand  Moslem-dead  swell  glorious  Charles's  fame  : 

So  mote  it  ever  be,  0  God  I  with  those  who  scorn  Thy  name  1 

•  "SVar-cry  of  the  Saracens. 
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PAPXB  BEoo:n>. 

*  I  woL  don  all  my  diligence^ 
As  fer  as  souneth  Into  honestoe, 
To  tellen  yon  a  tale,  or  two,  or  three.*  Old  Poex. 

David,  one  of  our  principal  musicians,  was  an  invaluable  fellow,  in 
his  way.  The  admiration  of  all  the  ladies,  and  a  jolly  companion  for 
most  of  the  ruder  sex,  he  was  to  mankind  what  the  helianthus,  which 
continually  turns  to  the  sun,  is  to  the  vegetable  creation  :  always  see- 
ing the  brightest  side  of  the  picture.     Then,  his  music ! 

While  reclining  in  a  hut  of  twigs,  one  sultry  night,  all  of  a  sudden, 
my  chum  began  to  punish  his  own  ears,  first  giving  one  a  severe  slap, 
and  then  the  other.  To  me,  it  was  rather  amusing  to  see  a  man  cuffing 
himself,  how  much  soever  he  deserved  castigation.  Soon,  the  cause 
was  manifest. 

'  Those  horrible  mosquitoes!  *  he  exclaimed ;  '  they  are  coming  into 
this  part  of  the  country,  and ' 

Whack !  went  his  hand  again. 

'What!  mosquitoes?'  I  asked,  in  alarm.  'Listen! — it  sounds 
like .     Now,  how  comical !  * 

What  he  had  mistaken  for  the  unwelcome  song  of  the  carnivorous 
insect,  was  the  music  of  a  knot  of  vocalists^  in  the  distance.  Thither- 
ward we  sallied,  in  order  to  quietly  enjoy  the  festivities.  The  attrac- 
tion was  magnetic,  indeed.  David  was  the  leader.  On  some  foray  or 
other,  he  had  picked  up  a  curiously-shaped  instrument  of  the  guitar 
genus,  and  he  was  then  breaking  it  into  the  harness  for  future  service. 
By  unanimous  consent,  he  had  Uie  full  command  of  the  club  of  irregu- 
lar harmonists  ;  and  his  music  was  of  a  nature  to  banish  sleep,  till  on 
the  eye-lids  there  lingered  not  a  vagrant  wink.  Beneath  the  touch  of  such 
able  fingers,  gihed  with  a  portion  of  the  power  of  his  great  namesake,  the 
harpist  of  ancient  days,  the  malignant  spirits  were  chased  &om  every 
breast.     The  hearts  of  the  listeners  became  cheerful  and  glad. 

Under  all  circumstances,  however  blew  the  winds  of  fate,  his  devo- 
tion to  the  divine  art  knew  no  intermission.  Not  fickle  nor  evanescent 
was  his  passion,  but  it  was  as  interminable  as  the  pulsations  of  his 
arteries.  On  the  long  march  of  twenty-five  or  thirty  miles  a  day, 
when  the  way-worn  and  weary  soldiers  halted  temporarily  by  the  road- 
side, his  admirable  skill  could  evolve  soul-refreslung  infiuences;  and 
the  minstrel's  song  of  fire  was  able  to  rouse  the  blood  of  the  most  frigid 
nature  to  action.  His  popularity  flowed  from  an  abundance  of  good- 
humor,  which  could  not  fail  to  communicate  itself  to  others.  The 
band  —  idle  dogs  as  ever  you  saw  —  seemed  to  expend  the  very  last 
note  of  which  they  were  capable,  the  moment  that  the  oonmiand  for 
the  route-step  gave  them  an  excuse  ;  then  fraternizing  with  the  wagon- 
drivers,  they  strove  to  forget  that  there  was  such  a  thing  in  existence  as 
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a  legimental  band.     But  then  we  had  David.     Egad !  I  think  I  h€ar 

him  play  as  he  did  at .     A  .soft  anid  witching  prelude, 

dulcet  as  the  sybil's  voice,  now  dwells  upon  the  vibrations  of  some 
euphonious  chord ;  again  sweeps  freely  the  entire  compass  of  the  sonorous 
hollowed  wood ;  then  settling  into  a  wild,  impassioned  strain,  the  war- 
song  is  echoed  fiom  a  hundrel  throats.  Shade  of  Apollo!  how  he  led 
ofi*  the  scmg !  It  spread  from  the  head  of  the  grenadier  company  to  the 
extent  of  the  column.  Column  it  was  no  longer,  for  it  had  broken 
into  many  fragments  ;  and  the  component  parts  had  thrown  themselves 
to  rest  upon  the  herbage,  where  charming  little  flowerets  were  profusely 
strewn.  Did  David  begin  alone !  Hark  !  as  the  chorus  swells,  until, 
like  spirit-voices,  the  startling  reverberations  are  flung  back  from  the 
distant  clifli. 

'  Nonsense ! '  said  a  voice  in  my  ear,  in  palpable  disgust.  '  You  seem 
possessed  with  that  fellow  of  yours,  and  his  execrable  twanging. 
Echoes  from  the  clifis !  —  ha!  ha  !  Let  me  correct  it  for  you.*  The 
old  villain,  a  choleric  major  of  the  marine  battalion,  presumed  upon 
my  good-nature,  and  his  superior  rank  and  frosted  pate,  and  thus  he 
continued : 

*■  This  will  do  better :  'All  the  time,  as  they  howled  and  roared, 
shrieks  came  back  from  the  foot  of  the  clifls  ;  for  in  that  direction  were 
poultry-yards  whose  precincts  were  invaded  by  such  pillaging  scamps 
as  Pat  Koon  and  his  boon  companions,  of  guard-house  notoriety.'  ' 

'  It 's  quite  absurd ! '  was  my  scornful  reply,  '  and  moreover,  Sir, 
untrue.     Untrue,  Sir,  that  any  body  could  prove  it  I ' 

*  Ha !  —  draw !  defend  yourself ! ' 

I  was  about  to  spring  up,  for  the  marine  gentleman  grew  as  red  as  a 
turkey-cock,  and  made  unequivocal  demonstrations  with  his  huge  cheese- 
knife.  I  caught  myself  falling  from  my  chair.  I  had  been  dozing. 
It  was  all  imagination,  bringing  up  my  old  friend,  whom  I  've  not  seen 
for  yeaiB,  and  recalling  the  accusations  of  high  crimes  and  misdemea- 
nors against  a  select  few  of  my  corps,  which,  by  the  bye,  the  major 
seldom  could  prove.  This  is  a  digression  by  gas-light.  Where  did  it 
break  ofl*?     Aye,  here  it  is.     Now,  to  continue. 

Well  may  we  say,  notwithstanding  what  certain  libellers  pretend, 
that  such  sounds  were  heard  in  that  place  for  the  first  time.  Far,  far 
from  human  haunt  or  habitation  visible  to  mountain-traveller,  where 
the  bright-green  lace-like  foliage  grew  untrimmed  in  its  native  wild- 
ness ;  and  countless  species  of  animated  objects  below,  and  gaily- 
plumed  of  the  feathered  tribes  above,  gave  an  air  of  romance  to  the 
broken,  undulating  scenery,  were  those  songs  the  most  lustily  poured 
forth.  That  essential  requisite  of  complete  harmony,  an  intermingling 
of  discord,  was  not  wanting  in  the  performance.  Had  it  been  less  sci- 
entific, no  murmurs  would  have  risen  from  that  bronzed  auditory ;  for, 
happily  for  themselves,  they  were  not  hypercritics.  Hardships  are  too 
numerous  vrith  soldiers,  to  let  them  despise  merry-meetings  of  any 
kind. 

An  instance  of  irregularity  can  be  adduced,  a&cting  the  moral  cha- 
racter of  our  friend,  which,  from  a  desire  that  no  part  of  the  troth  should 
be  suppressed,  is  here  recorded. 
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Orders  hod  been  promulgated  against  pillaging,  and  dire  was  the 
punishment  prescribed  for  all  infractions  of  the  same.  It  was  evening 
parade.  The  music  ceased  playing,  as  the  companies  marched  from 
the  ground  to  their  respective  barracks.  Along  trotted  a  fine  young 
porker,  in  his  unsophisticated  innocence  dreamless  of  harm.  David, 
with  the  other  musicians,  was  crossing  the  street  —  the  regiment  then 
lay  in  the  city —  when  he  seized  the  pig  by  its  hind  legs,  while  the  air 
was  rent  with  piteous  squeab.  On  marched  the  culprit  in  his  place, 
just  as  stiffly,  and  with  as  solemn  mien  past  the  guard  at  the  gate,  and 
into  quarters,  as  if  he  had  not  committed  a  grievous  military  ofience. 
Before  the  complaint  had  reached  the  proper  authorities,  David  and  his 
mess-mates  had  fleshed  their  maiden  swords ;  and  the  forbidden  swine's 
flesh  put  beyond  all  recognition.  "Well,  what  if  he  did  ?  Was  n't  it 
tender  ?  The  sergeant  of  the  guard,  who  made  the  search,  licked  his 
lips,  which  amounted  to  a  reply  in  the  aflirmative. 

II. 

Not  only  was  David  the  happy  medium  of  scattering  the  fits  of  ilP 
humor  which  afflicted  some  of  his  churlish  compatriots,  and  of  restoring 
them,  as  drooping  plants  are  refreshed  by  vernal  showers  ;  he  was  quite 
useful  otherwise.  There  was  an  uncommon  fascination  in  his  music, 
as  the  sequel  will  show.  Nature  had  evidently  intended  him  for  a 
bugler,  and  accordingly  provided  him  -wdth  extra-safe  lungs,  and  a  proof 
throat ;  all  of  which  was  to  us  cause  of  deep  gratitude. 

Early  one  morning,  a  breathless  scout  rushed  into  camp,  with  the 
intelligence  that  several  of  our  soldiers  had  been  surprised  while  cattle- 
hunting,  and  literally  cut  into  pieces.  He  had  escaped  into  the  bushes, 
and,  after  being  an  imwilling  witness  of  almost  incredible  barbarities, 
had  saved  himself  by  flight.  Immediately,  a  force  of  about  four  hun- 
dred men  was  dispatched  in  pursuit ;  and  in  our  eagerness,  expecting 
soon  to  return,  we  did  not  put  on  either  canteen  or  haversack.  Afler 
penetrating  the  country,  about  ten  miles  back  of  Vera  Cruz,  we  reached 
a  level  part  of  the  land,  near  the  scene  of  the  late  massacre.  Dense 
woods  surrounded  the  plain,  and  about  the  centre  was  a  hammock  of 
thick  growth.     The  troops  were  divided  into  two  detachments,  Col. 

W ,  of  Pennsylvania,  commanding  his  portion,  and  our  own  colonel 

those  who  were  members  of  his  own  regiment  only  ;  after  which,  the 
two  detachments  separated,  to  make  conquest  more  certain. 

A  light  company,  under  Capt.  D ,  was  detailed  to  skirmish,  and 

our  little  battalion  advanced  into  the  opening.  First,  the  hues  of  a  rude 
encampment  were  seen,  and  a  little  farther  on,  several  horsemen  cau- 
tiously patrolling.  When  we  had  reached  rising  ground,  the  enemy 
advanced  a  squadron  of  horse,  who  greeted  our  advent  with  discharges 
from  their  carbines  and  escopettes.  Our  mounted  officers  concluded 
that  it  would  be  but  a  matter  of  ordinary  prudence  to  reduce  their 
height  by  walking,  as  they  were  the  most  available  marks.  The  colo- 
nel handed  the  reins  of  his  steed  to  Noon,  who,  by  some  fatality,  was 
always  in  the  way  of  danger,  and  followed  the  glorious  example  of 
foot-exercise.  Noon  stood  his  ground  like  a  man.  Considering  him  to 
be  stationed  in  the  most  exposed  place  for  their  especial  diversion,  the 
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nuicheros  testified  their  appTobati(»i  of  the  supposed  delicate  compli- 
meat,  by  a  shazp  target-practice ;  making  it  necessary  for  Noon  to 
assome  mers  ludicxoas  positions,  in  order  to  dodge  the  shots.  A  belief 
that  said  gentleman  would  only  quk  this  world  according  to  law, 
relieved  our  minds  of  all  anxiety  on  his  account ;  but  for  the  protection 
of  the  hoxse  he  was  withdrawn  from  the  troublesome  attentions  which 
bfaowered  around  him. 

Emerging  &om  the  woods  unexpectedly,  Gapt.  ]> saluted  the 

gentlemen-&rmerB  in  so  abrupt  a  manner,  as  to  cause  much  oommotiou, 
and  to  make  the  feathers  £iy.  Although  a  number  of  Mexicans  kissed 
their  mother  earth,  each  instant  added  to  their  force,  imtil  we  were 
completely  encircled.  Their  bashfulness  gave  way  to  boldness,  in  view 
of  sucli  gratifying  accessions ;  and  then  they  yelled  and  shouted  their 
loudest.  The  yells  were  not  very  terrifying,  but  the  bullets  induced 
more  serious  reflections.  Falling  back  to  the  dense  clump  of  tree? 
which  afforded  good  shelter,  we  effectively  responded  to  their  courtesies ; 
aijd  the  light  company  persuading  those  who  formed  a  line  between  it  and 
file  main  body  to  retire,  the  whole  force  became  concentrated.  Then  it 
was  that  my  saddle-mule,  alluded  to  in  another  paper,  took  leave  ol' 

my  friend  G ,  to  whom  it  had  been  loaned,  and  faded  into  thin 

air.  There  we  remained  for  about  two  hours,  inwardly  chuckling  tt* 
think  how  silly  our  adversaries  would  appear  when  the  other  detach- 
ment should  come  up  in  the  rear,  and  a  delightful  cross-fire  should 
enliven  the  dance.  They  were  tardy  in  coming  to  the  rescue,  to  be 
rare ;  yet  their  gallant  commander  was  a  shrewd  fellow,  and,  as  we 
apologetically  imagined,  was  awaiting  night-fall  to  institute  proceedings. 
As  the  rancheros  unwisely  attempted  a  closer  embrace,  they  were 
admonished  of  the  imprt^riety  of  stich  familiarity  on  short  acquaintance  : 
and  so  well  was  the  rebuke  administered,  that  nearly  half-a-score  becamte 
forthwith  defunct.  By-and-by,  the  gnawings  of  hunger,  and  intense 
burnings  of  thirst  r^ninded  us  that  if  it  is  a  fable  that  chameleons 
subsist  on  air,  the  possibility  of  our  doing  io  was  a  still  greater  fable. 
We  all  felt  like  Spartan  boys,  with  foxes  preying  upon  our  vitals. 

*  Col.  W must  be  lying  in  yonder  wood,'  said  our  commander, 

musingly ;  and  he  looked  into  the  faces  of  his  juniors  for  some  confirma- 
tion of  the  opinion.  The  proposition  was  not  debatable :  so  all 
were  mum.  Night  was  fast  drawing  on,  and  already  the  landscape 
began  to  fade.  Unless  our  coadjutors  would  hasten  to  assist,  there  was 
the  inconvenient  alternative  of  starvation.  Each  instant,  the  proba- 
bility of  a  single  one  of  us  living  till  the  grasshopper  should  become  a 
burden,  lessened  ;  and  the  expediency  of  making  brief  nuncupative  lest 
wills  and  testaments,  was  a  matter  of  prayerful  consideration.  The  truth 
was  obvious :  our  friends  had  either  lost  their  way  in  the  forest,  or 
missed  us,  and  returned  to  camp.  There  v/as  scarcely  a  glimmering  of 
light ;  and  the  twinkling  stars  peeping  out,  winked  at  our  calamities. 
One  fkcetious  corporal  declared  that  he  would  sooner  be  whipped  at  the 
tail  of  a  cart,  than  be  in  such  a  predicament ;  and  I  doubt  not  that  a 
score,  at  least,  would  gladly  have  compromised  the  matter  by  being 
ecotirged  with  a  cat-o*-nine-tails  back  to  head-quarters. 

vol-.    XLIV.  11 
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'  Where  is  David  ?  —  send  him  to  me/  the  colonel  said,  as  he  said 
something  in  a  low  tone  to  the  officers  near  him. 

*  Aye  ! '  responded  the  group,  '  let  him  somid  the  rally.' 
The  desired  individual  speedily  presented  himself,  trumpet  in  hand. 
That  braying  instrumen^t,  which  seemed  suicidally  striving  to  crack  its 
brazen  throat,  made,  to  our  ears,  the  most  charming  melody.  Again 
it  sent  forth  its  peals,  until,  as  Spenser  has  it,  in  his  *  Faerie  dueene/ 
book  first,  canto  eighth : 

'  Hb  lowdlr  brayd,  with  beastly  yelling  sownd, 
That  all  the  fi^des  re-bellow6d  agmine,' 

and  there  geemed  to  be  a  distant  ren)onse.  We  caught  a  fresh  inspira- 
tion from  its  startling  breath.  Our  friends  would  certainly  hear  it,  and 
between  us  we  should  not  leave  a  single  enemy  with  a  whole  skin. 
Forming  in  strict  military  order,  we  awaited  the  bold  '  Huirah ! '  which 
should  tell  the  onset.  A  horn  sounded.  Then  another  pause,  to  guess 
the  uncertain  signal.  Trumpets  spoke  out  from  various  directions. 
What  could  it  mean  ?  That  was  a  moment  of  suspense.  The  firing 
had  entirely  ceased  on  both  sides,  and  the  trampling  of  horses  and 
jingling  of  arms  was  annoyingly  distinct.  We  silently  advanced^ 
in  the  form  of  a  hollow  square,  in  the  supposed  direction  of  the  city  ; 
each  man  on  the  alert,  as  he  peered  into  the  obscurity,  for  attack  or 
defence.  The  foe  had  withdrawn  horn,  the  open  fields ;  and,  although 
there  was  a  long  black  forest  to  pass,  we  were  confident  that  the  odds 
were  in  our  favor,  if  attacked  there.  Mile  afler  mile  was  wearily 
trodden,  and  still  no  foe.  The  truth  was  guessed  to  be,  that  David's  furious 
blasts  had  firightened  the  wits  out  of  the  rancheros.  Months  afterward, 
when  the  circumstance  had  been  forgotte^  in  more  absorbing  topics, 
a  prisoner-of-war,  who  had  a  hand  in  the  business,  told  the  story,  veri- 
fymg  our  guesses.  Our  unaccountable  conduct,  and  apparent  coolness, 
had  perplexed  them  so  much  that  we  were  finally  regarded  as  decoy- 
ducks,  while  a  large  force  of  our  army  was  lying  in  wait  to  surround 
and  utterly  destroy  them.  When  our  trumpet  blew,  their  general  cun- 
ningly shpped  off  with  all  his  force,  except  the  killed.  Our  informant 
was  much  chagrined,  as,  amid  illy-suppressed  merriment,  the  truth 
was  told.    But  to  conclude. 

The  other  detachment  had  diverged  so  much  irom  the  proper  line, 
owing  to  ignorance  of  the  topography  of  that  region,  that,  alter  thread- 
ijig  the  mazes  of  the  woods  in  vain,  they  had  sought  home  before  sun- 
set. We  had  ^  long  march  that  cheerless  night ;  and,  to  make  matters 
still  worse,  our  guide  lost  his  way  and  took  us  a  circuitous  route. 
Many  of  the  soldiers  were  dropping  with  exhaustion,  and  large  sums 
were  bid  for  a  drop  of  water.  little  Crummie,  a  drummer-boy,  bad 
importuned  for  a  transfer  to  the  ranks  so  much  that  his  wish  had  been 
finally  granted ;  and  he  had  laid  aside  his  noisy  drum  and  shouldered 
a  musket,  and  become  at  once  a  man  at  sixteen.  He  was  a  noble  little 
fellow,  and  became  quite  a  pet  with  me.  On  that  night,  his  weighty 
arms  and  equipments  were  too  much  fer  him,  and  he  desired  to  fall  out 
to  rest.  That  would  be  certain  death.  But  one  was  allowed  to  have 
^y  rest,  and  that  was  a  lifbless  figure  in  our  uniform,  close  to  the  path. 
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We  did  not  slacken  pace  to  look.  Time  was  precious.  Long  after 
the  noon  of  night,  objects  began  to  have  a  more  familiar  aspect,  and 
great  was  the  joy  of  all,  when  the  rancho,  with  a  fine  well  of  water, 
was  reached.  When  all  had  quaffed  their  fill  —  and  it  was  cause  for 
thankfulness  that  some  did  not  burst,  with  the  draughts  they  took  —  the 
idea  that  our  musician  had  done  more  with  his  trumpet  than  all  our 
arms  and  ammunition  had  accomplished,  made  much  jollity.  Human 
life  is  a  compound  of  smiles  and  tears.  The  actors  in  that  afiair  smiled 
until  the  tears  started  to  find  themselves  heroes,  and  that  a  most  despe- 
rate battle  had  been  fought.  But  two  of  our  men  were  wounded. 
They  were  looked  upon  as  veterans,  already ;  for  the  campaign  had 
only  commenced.  w.  h.  Bkownz. 


LITTLE         MINNIE 


BT  V.  r.  CLKYBXAlfD. 


I  ^rs  a  merry  UtUe  sister, 

With  a  head  of  aubom  carls, 
And  she 's  always  laoghing  gaily, 

Frolicking  with  other  girls; 
With  her  dik  eye  beaming  brightly, 

And  her  teeth  as  white  as  pearls. 

Little  MiNiinB  I  sister  MnnnB  1 
There  can  be  no  sweeter  name ; 

She  so  fuU  of  mirth  and  pleasure, 
Ever  in  some  merry  game. 

Whether  cloud  or  whether  sun-shine, 
Little  KnnoE  is  the  same. 

List  I  I  hear  her  tiny  shouting, 
Jn  her  wild  and  careless  c^ee, 

And  her  yoioe  rings  out  so  dearly, 
Telling  us  she 's  glad  and  free. 

Oh  I  that  sorrow  ne'er  might  find  her ! 
Thus  might  Kinnib  ever  be. 

And  when  night  creeps  o'er  the  landscape, 
With  my  Minnib  on  my  knee^ 

She  will  ask  mo  if  I  love  her 
Quite  as  much  as  she  loves  me ; 

And,  to  love  her  less,  I  tell  her, 
Minnie,  it  can  never  be  I 

Por  we  have  no  gentle  mother, 

Kor  a  father  1^  to  love ; 
Brothers,  sisters  we  had  never, 

We  are  left  alone  to  rove : 
Yet,  though  earthly  friends  have  left  us, 

One  we  lave  who  dwells  above. 


1G2  Western  Amusements.  [August, 


WESTERN      AMUSEMENTS. 


BY     A     TRAVFLLt». 


A       COUNTRY        BALL. 

TiiE  amusements  of  the  fashionable  circles  of  the  large  commercial 
cities  on  the  sea-hoard  have  lately  received  no  inconsiderable  attention 
from  magazinists ;  but  we  much  doubt  whether  these  same  fascinating 
circles  can  present  any  features  more  attractive  than  the  gayeties  of  the 
less  refined  and  less  virealthy  classes  of  society  in  the  far  West.  The 
denizen  of  the  prairie  is  as  much  a  devotee  of  pleasure  as  the  accom- 
plished city  dandy.  His  resources  of  amusement  are  limitless  and 
apparently  inexhaustible.  His  wild  and  eventful  life  is  blended  and 
associated  with  parties  of  pleasure,  shooting-parties,  boat-races,  foot- 
races, and  every  variety  of  races.  He  enga^s  in  the  fox-chase 
with  as  much  enthusiasm  as  a  thorough-bred  English  country-gentle- 
man. He  has  a  passion  for  the  wolf-hunt,  when  the  whole  *  power  of 
the  county '  U  summoned  to  drive  or  exterminate*  all  those  nefarious 
animals  which  infest  the  neighborhood.  The  western  pioneer,  as  yet, 
has  erected  no  splendid  temples  of  dissipation.  His  civilization  is  not 
sufficiently  advanced  for  so  refined  a  luxury ;  but  thirsty  spirits  are  none 
the  less  amply  provided  for.  In  place  of  these  tempting  resorts,  where 
fashionable  dissipation  elegantly  riots  on  expensive  liquor?,  we  have  the 
less  fastidious  and  fashionable  common  *  groggery,*  where  gentility  is  laid 
aside ;  where  fiery  whiskey  and  adulterated  brandy  perish  before  the 
^agorous  attacks  of  unfashionable  drinkers ;  where  the  choice  spirits, 
the  young  bloods  of  the  forest  and  prairie,  congregate  for  an  unfashion- 
able '  tear-down ; '  where  decanters  are  smashed,  eyes  blackened,  heads 
broken,  and  furniture  demolished,  with  as  much  eckit  as  at  the  most 
aristocratic  drinking-saloon  in  Christendom. 

Humanity  remains  about  the  same,  modify  it  as  you  may  by  the 
force  of  circumstance,  of  birth  and  education.  The  dashing  young 
gentleman  in  homespun  hunting-shirt  and  moccasins  of  imtanned  deer- 
skin has  about  the  same  aspirations  as  the  genteel  exquisite  who  exhibits 
his  scented  locks,  his  jewelled  fingers,  and  sports  a  coat  of  unexception- 
able material  and  faultless  cut  on  the  fashionable  promenade  of  a  large 
city.  The  one  immoderately  quafls  the  fiery  extract  of  com,  to  arouse 
his  spirit,  and  impart  to  him  life,  energy,  and  animation,  and  the  other 
grows  boisterous  over  costly  wines.  The  one  visits  the  opera,  the  con- 
cert-room, the  social  party,  and  the  dance  ;  the  other  goes  to  see  the 
elephant  on  his  travels,  listens  to  the  Ethiopian  opera,  and  finally  visits 
the  country  ball,  where,  without  rhetorical  flourish,  or  poetic  license,  he 
'  dances  all  night  until  broad  day-Hght,  and  goes  home  vrith  the  gals  in 
the  morning.' 

If  dancing,  as  an  amusement,  has  been  abused  by  its  excess  in  eastern 
cities,  it  is  no  less  so  in  the  Avcst.  The  love  of  dancing  has  become  a 
stronger  passion  in  the  sech.ded  wilderness  than  in  the  crowded  city. 
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It  is  not  a  usual  thing,  however,  in  these  remote  regionB,  for  any  per- 
son to  give  a  social  ball  for  the  mere  purpose  of  collecting  around  him 
his  friends  and  administering  to  their  social  amusement.  The  emigrant 
in  his  new  home  has  yet  too  many  ohjects  to  attain,  to  throw  away 
hundreds  of  dollars  for  the  enjoyment  of  eociety.  Western  hospitality 
has  not  yet  been  extended  so  far.  Beside,  in  a  land  where  equality  is 
the  paramount  law,  the  basis  on  which  its  infant  and  half-developed 
society  is  based,  the  sociable  gentleman  inclined  to  give  a  ball  must 
invite  the  whole  world.  Should  such  an  one  presume  to  issue  special 
invitations  to  his  fashionable  friends — the  ilite  of  the  land  ;  to  ticket 

Mr.  A and  refuse  Mr.  B ;  to  invite  the  merchant  and  refuse 

the  shoe-maker ;  he  would  be  voted  an  aristocrat  of  the  first  magnitude. 
He  would  run  the  risk  of  exciting  the  indignation  of  all  his  neighbors, 
and  of  having  his  house  pulled  about  his  ears.  But  if  the  outsideis 
would  conclude  to  pocket  the  insult,  the  consequence  would  be  still 
worse.  In  all  probability  the  select  circle,  in  the  very  height  of  their 
enjoyment,  would  be  invaded  by  a  rush  of  unsolicited  guests  who  had 
n^lected  to  put  on  wedding-garments ;  and  to  expel  them,  as  was  done 
in  days  of  yore,  would  be  found  to  be  wholly  impracticable.  Private 
or  select  parties  do  not  flourish  in  the  west.  The  million  have  placed 
their  unwashed  feet  on  the  neck  of  the  upper  tens,  and  crushed  them 
to  insignificance. 

The  landlord  who  throws  open  his  doors  to  the  masses,  does  it  more 
on  account  of  the  profits  accruing  from  the  sale  of  tickets,  than  from  a 
desire  to  secure  the  benefits  of  good  society.  On  such  occasions  the 
world  is  invited.  Every  one  is  welcome,  without  any  reference  to  his 
fashionable  standing;  and  even  downright  immorality  is  sometimes 
winked  at,  provided  always  that  the  guest  advance  the  price  of  admis- 
sion. The  rush  is  consequently  tremendous.  Young  gentlemen  in  rough 
boots  and  Mackinaw  blankets,  young  ladies  in  plaid  shawls  and  thick 
slippers,  congregate  together  and  display  an  animation  inseparable  from 
western  character.  Nor  is  the  excitement  of  the  occasion  confined  to 
yofnth.  Staid  matrons  and  grave  gentlemen,  long  since  in  the  decline 
of  life,  manifest  as  much  enthusiasm  and  display  as  much  activity  as 
the  yonngest.  It  is  the  great  event  of  western  life,  when  every  variety 
of  society  freely  commingles  together,  when  old  animosities  are  forgot- 
ten, when  neighborhood  quarrels  are  buried,  and  reconciliations  are 
effected.  The  western  ball  is  your  true  leveller.  Aristocratic  distinc- 
tions assume  form  in  the  earliest  stages  of  society.  On  the  wildest  bor- 
der, in  the  rudest  neighborhood,  aristocratic  lines  are  traced  out. 
Enterprising  merchants  and  successful  speculators  lock  but  coldly  on 
the  laborer  and  the  artisan.  And  the  professional  man,  surrounded  by 
his  books,  in  turn  arrogates  a  haughty  superiority  over  the  man  of  calico 
and  notions,  and  afi^ts  a  cynical  sneer  at  a  respectability  based  on  sec- 
tions and  quarter  sections  of  wild  prairie,  to  which  even  the  shrewdest 
land-jobber  is  unable  to  '  read  his  title  clear.'  The  country  ball  is  the 
enemy  of  all  this  vanity  and  pretension.  Let  the  scented  exquisite  assume 
an  aristocratic  bearing,  and  he  will  stand  a  fair  chance  to  receive  a  demo- 
cratic drubbing,  which  will  teach  him  due  re^ct  for  the  rights  of  the 
sorvereigns.     Aspiring  mothers  may  spend  months  in  impressing  their 
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daughters  with  ambitious  notions  and  the  importance  of  advantageous 
matrimonial  connections ;  but  as  soon  as  the  ball  is  announced,  every 
impression  made  by  the  careful  lesson  is  eradicated,  the  aristocratic  line 
so  cautiously  drawn  is  erased,  and  the  blooming  heiress  who  counts  her 
expectations  by  extensive  tracts  of  uncultivated  wilderness  is  led  on  to 
the  floor  by  her  father's  '  hired  help,'  to  the  confusion  and  wrath  of  her 
prudent  and  calculating  mother. 

It  is  not  a  great  while  since  we  were  honored  by  receiving  a  ticket 
to  attend  a  cotillion-party  at  the  '  Eagle-House,'  somewhere  in  the  wil- 
derness high  up  on  the  Mississippi  river,  where  true  patriots  were  invited 
to  dance  in  commemoration  of  the  birth  of  WAsmNGTON.  I  said  I  was 
honored  by  this  mark  of  favor  and  distinction.  It  must  not,  however, 
be  understood  that  the  preferment  was  exclusive ;  on  the  contrary,  the 
same  honor  was  conferred  on  every  man  and  boy  *  in  all  the  region 
round  about.'  I  never  received  a  more  flattering  or  ostentatious  recep- 
tion than  on  my  appearance  in  the  ball-room,  which,  by  the  way,  was 
the  ordinary  dining-hall  of  the  '  Eagle,'  and  was  a  long,  comfortless, 
desolate  room,  destitute  of  taste  or  ornament,  and  without  any  furniture, 
excepting  some  rough  benches  for  the  temporary  accommodation  of  the 
guests. 

Gen.  Swell,  mine  host  oi  the  '  Eagle,'  was  an  accomplished  and  fas- 
cinating gentleman,  who  said  he  had  seen  better  days.  On  what  field 
he  had  won  his  military  honors,  which  he  continued  to  wear  so  grace- 
fully, history  has  made  no  record,  and  even  tradition  was  silent.  But 
it  is  clear  that  the  General  was  not  sporting  unbought  honors,  or 
reflecting  borrowed  radiance.  No  man  could  have  displayed  the  fas^ 
tidious  taste  in  dress  and  refinement  in  manners  which  characterized 
General  Swell,  without  having  moved  all  his  life  in  the  higher  circles. 
The  General  was  tall  and  remarkably  erect.  It  was  a  habit  he  had 
acquired  in  early  life,  in  the  military  service,  and  which  still  adhered 
to  him  in  peaceM  pursuits.  In  fact,  Gen.  Swell  was  a  '  bom  Yiiginia 
gentleman,'  representing  all  the  graces  of  that  distinguished  school. 
About  this  there  can  be  no  dispute,  for  we  heard  him  modestly  acknow- 
ledge this  much  himself,  when  hard-pressed  on  the  subject  of  his 
nativity.  Considering  the  General's  high  military  rank,  and  the  refining 
influence  of  elevated  society,  in  which  he  moved  in  his  early  years,  he 
certainly  would  be  excused  in  a  little  harmless  vanity  and  ostentatious 
display  of  fine  colloquial  powers,  even  in  the  humble  obscurity  of  his 
false  position,  which  he  filled  with  so  much  graceful  good-nature. 

It  was  not  therefore  wonderful  that  when  introduced  to  the  company 
by  a  gentleman  of  the  lofty  bearing  of  the  landlord  of  the  *  Eagle,' 

and  introduced,  too,  by  the  distinguished  title  of  Major ,  engaged 

on  a  tour  of  observation  in  the  West,  I  was  immensely  flattered. 
In  fact  I  considered  that  I  had  made  a  most  happy  hit  in  coming  to  the 
ball ;  that  I  had  even  created  a  sensation  —  until  I  discovered  that 
every  body  else  was  introduced  with  the  same  magniloquent  flourishes 
and  ostentatious  display.  It  was  a  way  the  General  had  ;  more  to  aho^w 
ofi*  his  own  accomplishments  than  to  make  a  favorable  impression  as 
to  the  person  introduced.  I  was  vain  enough  to  suppose  that  a  peisoii 
wearing  the  title  of  *  major,'  and  *  engaged  on  a  tour  of  observation,* 
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would  receive  marked  attention  from  the  assembled  guests  ;  but  I  had 
foigotten  that  every  person  present  perhaps  was  more  of  a  tourist  than 
I  could  claim  to  be,  and  as  to  military  rank,  majors  and  generals  were 
as  common  as  beggars  in  Ireland.  Instead  of  the  warm  reception 
which  I  had  reason  to  anticipate,  I  was  greeted  with  a  cold  and  critical 
stare.  My  presence  evidently  inspiied  no  respect,  nor  made  any  impres- 
sion, excepting  on  two  or  thiee  village-merchaBtB,  who  mistook  me  for 
a  St.  Louis  '  dun,'  on  a  '  collecting '  tour  of  observation,  who  hitched  ner- 
vously ^m  their  seats,  and  devoutlv  consigned  me  to  the  society  of  the 
devil  and  his  angels.  A  knot  of  country  beaux,  most  of  whom  stood 
six  feet  and  upward  in  their  stockings,  coolly  remarked  upon  my  short 
stature  and  attenuated  figure,  and  wondered  'if  that  little  animal  was 
actually  a  man,  or  one  of  the  g'hals  we  read  of  —  a  disciple  of  Mrs. 
Bloomer,  airayed  in  her  reformed  costume,  and  engaged  on  a  mission 
of  love  and  refonn  to  her  oppressed  sisters  west.  I  heard  a  rough  fel- 
low, ^^o  sported  a  remarkably  red  nose  and  large  untrimmed  whiskeis 
of  the  same  fiery  hue,  whisper  to  his  neighbor  that  the  little  fellow  was 
*  awfully  stuck  up ; '  intimating  at  the  same  time  that  he  <  did  n't  oare 
to  take  him  down  a  peg  or  two.'  This  was  rather  ominous,  as  the  fel- 
low had  the  reputation  of  being  the  '  hardest  case  about  town ; '  but  I 
flattered  myself  that  the  military  rank  so  graciously  conceded  to  me 
by  the  '  lord  of  the  feast '  might  deter  the  ruffian,  and  save  me  from  a 
ithrashiii^. 

At  this  instant,  my  attention  was  attracted  to  the  door.  An  addi- 
tional guest  had  just  been  announced  by  General  Swell  in  a  most 
sonorous  voice,  with  a  grand  flouiish  of  his  white  cambric  handkerchief, 
<and  a  gsaceM  waving  of  a  gold-headed  cane,  which,  by  the  way,  was 
as  much  a  part  of  his  person  as  his  nose.  The  name  of  the  guest  was 
received  with  univeisal  and  admiring  applause.  I  was  anxious  to  see 
the  hero  who  had  created  so  great  a  sensation,  and  was  no  little  sur- 
prised to  witness  the  General,  with  the  everlasting  gold  cane  in  his  hand, 
graciously  leading  a  swarthy,  sun-burnt,  snub-nosed  youth  in  a  crown- 
less  hat,  Mackinaw  blanket,  grievously  soiled  and  weather-stained,  and 
sadly  out  at  the  elbows.  But  the  enthusiasm  of  the  guests  was  readily 
accounted  for,  £rom  the  fact  that  the  urchin  carried  with  him  a  violin, 
whose  tones  were  to  animate  and  inspire  the  joyous  and  pleasure- 
seeking  dancers  the  live-long  night.  He  was  the  sole  musician  of  the 
occasion ;  and  the  sensible  youth  had  concluded  to  delay  his  advent 
until  his  presence  should  become  so  desirable  as  to  be  the  occasion  of  a 
demonstration.  In  fact,  the  audience  had  become  impatient  long  before 
his  appearance.  My  thirsty  friend  in  the  fiaming  nose  and  whiskers 
had  already  proposed  an  adjournment  to  a  neighboring  grocery. 
Another  gentleman,  who  set  up  for  a  wit,  jocularly  moved  to  call  it 
half-a-day,  and  go  a-fishing.  Considering  ^e  prevailing  feeling,  our 
young  friend  would  have  been  welcome,  if  in  addition  to  his  other  quali- 
£cations,  he  had  exhibited  the  demoniac  cloven  foot  and  impregnated 
the  room  with  the  fumes  of  the  nether  brimstone  kingdom. 

There  was  now  no  longer  any  necessity  for  delay.  The  tallow 
eandles  with  which  the  room  was  so  brilliantly  illuminated  were  more 
than  half  burnt  out.     Young  gentlemen  threw  aside  their  Mackinaws. 
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and  63dubited  their  homeBpiui ;  young  ladies  disrobed  themsrives  of  their 
comfortablo  blanket-shawls,  and  exhibited  their  graceful  perBons,  deco- 
rated in  '  span-new '  dresses  of  the  most  Tariegatod  and  tasteful  odors. 
Our  snub-nosed  violinist  gave  a  sonoroue  blast  on  his  probosois,  and 
mounted  a  little  platform  constructed  of  loose  boards,  where  he  no  doubt 
fancied  himself  a  full  orchestra.  Seated  on  his  '  throne  of  privilege,* 
he  cast  a  look  of  pride  on  hi&  audience.  He  drew  his  bow  with  the. 
ikill  of  a  master:  his  violin  emitted  a  shrill  twang,  as  though  it 
screamed  in  agony.  This  was  the  signal  for  young  gentlemen  to  select 
their  partners.  The  sdection  was  made,  and  all  conflicting  claims 
settled  in  the  most  speedy  and  satisfactory  manner.  Each  lady 
instinctively  extended  her  hand  to  the  first  gentleman  who  eohcited  the 
honor  of  dancing  with  her,  and  instantly  bounded  on  to  the  floor  with 
infinite  grace  and  activity. 

There  was  present  a  retiring  and  beautiful  young  lady  of  sixteen^ 
neatly  and  tastefuUy  dressed  in  pink,  whom  I  had  mentally  selected 
for  my  partner  in  the  first  cotillon ;  and  no  sooner  had  our  interesting 
young  friend  in  the  damaged  Maeldnaw  given  the  signal  on  his  musical 
instrument,  than  I  advanced  one  step  toward  the  aforesaid  beautiful 
little  damsel,  with  the  intention  of  soliciting  her  hand  in  the  cotillion 
foiroing.  My  intentions,  however,  had  been  £vined  by  my  evil  genius, 
he  of  the  scarlet  nose,  who  had  threatened  taking  me  down  a  peg  or 
two,  and  the  ruffian  resolved  to  frustrate  my  intentions.  The  scamp 
actually  had  the  audacity  to  lead  away  the  blushing  beauty  to  join  thc- 
dancers ;  in  the  mean  time  directing  a  look  toward  me  full  of  triumph- 
:mt  malignity  and  threatening  insolenee. 

I  felt  grieved  and  insulted ;  but  to  fight  the  fellow,  who  had  won  an 
extensive  celebrity  at  fisticufis,  was  an  honor  which  I  considered  that 
oven  a  major  should  prudently  decline.  Better  endure  the  sneers  of 
the  ruffian  than  his  blows,  I  thought,  as  I  prudently  retired  in  an 
obscure  comer,  out  of  the  view  of  my  wrathful  and  sturdy  rival. 

The  dance  has  now  commenced.  The  fiddler  at  last  has  succeeded 
ill  getting  his  crazy  instrument  in  tune,  and  its  shrill  and  animating 
tones  are  heard  through  the  hall,  admonishing  the  joyous  assemblage 
to  make  the  best  of  the  moments  as  they  fly.  Nor  was  the  waming^ 
in  vain.  Every  one  was  in  dancing  mood,  and  every  one  who  had  any 
possible  chance  was  engaged  in  it.  I  heartily  sympathized  with  quite 
a  number  of  matronly  ladies,  laudably  but  rathe-  %utlessly  laboring 
to  quiet  their  children  to  sleep  before  participating  m  the  amusements 
of  the  evening.  Had  these  ladies  been  fashionable,  they  would  have 
judiciously  committed  these  refractory  and  wide-awake  responsibilities 
to  the  tender  mercies  of  Irish  servant-girls  and  opiates,  in  which  case 
their  enjoyment  would  have  been  complete  and  interrupted ;  but  cm 
the  contrary,  being  plain,  unsophisticated,  unfashionable  country  people, 
uninstructed  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  they  very  naturally  concluded 
that  their  maternal  duties  required  their  attention  before  even  the  most 
absorbing  amusement ;  for  which  old-fashioned  and  long-exploded  tastes 
on  the  part  of  their  parents,  these  same  obstreperous  little  urchins,  now 
screaming  in  unison  with  the  violin,  should  piously  thank  their  stars. 

But  despite  the  passionate  cries  of  wakeful  babies  broken  of  their 
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iBSt,  the  impatient  and  rather  threatening  admonitions  of  their  mothers, 
in  their  endeavors  to  hush  them  to  sleep,  and  the  occasional  chant  of  a 
soothing  nnrsery-song,  the  dance  was  progressing  glorioosly.  If  there 
was  less  of  grace  and  cultivated  science  in  the  performers  than  is  fi>und 
in  the  refined  and  fashionahle  circle,  there  was  more  of  activity  and 
enjoyment.  The  very  hnilding  shakes  finom  the  energy  of  the  perform- 
ei8 ;  the  very  rafters  trcmhle.  General  Swell  wears  a  bland  smile  aa 
he  wipes  the  perspiration  from  his  brow,  and  flourishes  his  fashionable 
cane.  But  why  is  not  mine  fashionable  host  of  the  <  Eagle '  among  the 
dancers !  The  truth  must  be  told :  the  General  is  waxing  old,  and 
although  his  old  age  is  amiable,  graceful,  and  remarkably  green,  it  has 
notwithstanding  played  the  very  deuce  with  his  activity.  In  conjunc- 
tion with  the  rheumatism,  it  has  destroyed  all  the  buoyancy  and  elas- 
ticity of  his  steps. 

Aa  I  stood  contemplating  the  dance,  and  particularly  the  movementa 
ef  the  little  damsel  in  the  pink  dress,  as  she  threaded  the  mazes  of  the 
eotillion  with  infinite  grace  and  activity,  how  I  longed  to  exterminate 
the  vulgar  ruffian  who  had  presumed  to  be  her  partner !  The  wretch 
r^ipeared  to  be  in  his  element.  He  enjoyed  himself  hugely,  no  doubt, 
as  he  went  the  figure  with  the  rush  of  a  whirlwind,  and  without  any 
veiy  particular  regard  to  time  or  tune.  While  thus  absoibed,  I  received 
a  severe  wrendi  on  the  arm,  and  turning  quickly  round,  my  eyea 
encountered  those  of  a  tall  man,  a  perfect  giant,  in  whose  eyes  I  must 
have  appeared  as  a  grasshopper. 

'  Stranger,'  said  the  giant,  *  I  am  Dr.  Brasse ;  and  as  you  appear  to 
be  a  stranger  in  these  here  parts,  I  will  let  you  profit  by  my  experience. 
Bed  state  of  society  in  these  parts  1  I  have  travelled.  Sir ;  but  never 
have  witnessed  a  place  Hke  Uiis,  where  every  man  is  a  scoundrel,  and 
every  woman  of  doubtful  pretensions  to  character ;  but,  do  you  see  ?  I 
can  take  yon  through  this  Sodom  as  harmless  as  Daniel  passed  through 
the  lion's  den.' 

To  so  much  kindness  and  proffered  service,  I  could  only  coldly  bow 
my  thanks.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  had  heard  of  Dr.  Brasse  before.  He 
had  won  a  notoriety  which  was  any  thing  but  enviable.  If  he 
denounced  a  whole  community  as  a  banded  company  of  villains,  they 
unanimously  gave  him  the  same  character.  The  ferryman  who  rowed 
me  cfv&t  the  river,  incidentally  mentioned  the  Doctor  as  the  '  greatest 
scoundrel  out  of  jail.*  He  cautioned  me  against  his  advances,  and 
shrewdly  informed  me  that  he  would  bear  watching.  As  I  contem- 
plated the  vulgar  assurance  of  this  hopeful  vender  of  pills  and  potions,. 
and  watched  tibe  reckless,  dare-devil  expression  of  his  roving  gray  eye, 
I  concluded  that  the  ferryman  was  right.  Such  a  fellow  would  bear 
watching,  in  any  country. 

The  Doctor,  in  his  personal  appearance,  was  a  compound  of  the 
savage,  the  dandy,  and  the  Methodist  parson.  It  would  have  been  in 
perfect  character  for  such  a  person  to  have  brandished  a  tomahawk  for 
the  amusement  of  the  company,  or  startle  them  by  the  scalp-halloo. 
Blended  with  his  savage  qualities,  his  ambition  to  ape  the  man  of 
fiuhion  was  strikingly  apparent.  His  rough-and-ready  hat  was  stuck 
jauntily  on  his  left  ear.     His  thick  cow-diin  boots  glistened  with  a 
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superabundant  application  of  bear's  oil.  His  Mackinaw  blanket  was 
ti£ly  brushed  and  neatly  patched  where  it  had  given  way.  A  scarlet 
cravat,  which  would  have  rejoiced  the  ghost  of  Black  Hawk,  flamed 
around  his  neck.  A  bottle  of  anointing  cologne  had  been  poured  on 
his  slick  black  locks,  emitting  a  sweet-smelling  perfiime,  which  con- 
tended in  a  vain  struggle  for  supremacy  with  the  fumes  of  the  bear-oil 
on  his  jack-boots.  The  parson  was  as  apparent  in  the  appearance  of 
the  Doctor,  as  either  the  savage  or  the  dandy  ;  and  was  withal  entirely 
involuntary.  The  truth  is,  that  years  before,  the  Doctor  had  taken  a 
fancy,  a  very  absurd  one,  to  be  sure,  that  he  had  a  call  to  preach  the 
Groepel.  He  took  the  initiatory  steps ;  procured  a  license  to  exhort,  and 
in  thunder-tones  called  upon  backwoods  sinners  to  repent ;  threatening 
them  not  only  with  the  terrors  of  the  law,  but  with  the  terrors  of  his 
bony  knuckles.  But  the  sinners  would  n*t  repent ;  and  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Brasse,  having  bawled  himself  hoarse  and  contracted  an  inveterate 
bronchitis,  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time,  he. returned  his  license, 
and  studied  medicine  to  cure  his  clerical  disease ;  and  by  the  force  of 
his  genius,  he  mastered  all  the  principles  of  his  new  profession  in  a 
very  few  weeks. 

I  tried  to  shufHe  away  the  tall  doctor,  but  my  coldness  only  inspired 
his  ardor.  He  was  not  to  be  repulsed.  I  insulted  him,  as  a  last  resort ; 
but  he  was  used  to  it,  and  it  only  inspired  him  with  a  fi»sh  desire  to 
cultivate  my  acquaintance.  He  was  as  tenacious,  and  adhered  to  a 
casual  stranger  as  close  as  the  little  man  in  the  Arabian  tale. 

'  I  say,  stranger,'  resumed  the  persevering  bore,  'I  am  Solon  Brasse, 
practiticmer  of  medicine.  I  do  n't  know  what  your  business  is,  but  I 
will  talk  to  you  anyhow ; '  and  the  Doctor,  extending  the  longest  arm  I 
ever  saw,  patronizingly  looked  down  upon  me  with  a  condescending 
giin,  ^1  of  ill-breeding  and  vulgar  assurance.  '  I  say,'  continued  Doc- 
tor Solon  Brasse, '  you  are  entirely  too  squeamish.  1  have  travelled.  I 
have  been  all  over  Mexico  and  California.  I  have  stood  on  the  Pacific 
shore,  and  looked  right  over  into  the  Sandwich  Islands ;  had  I  been  an 
inch  or  two  taller,'  and  the  giant  drew  himself  up  proudly,  '  I  would 
have  got  a  peep  at  the  Asiatics  ;  and  now  let  me  tell  you,  on  the  word 
of  a  travelled  gentleman,  that  if  you  expect  to  succeed  on  these  here 
prairies  you  must  not  only  be  a  fellow,  but  a  hell  of  a  fellow.' 

I  wanted  to  wateh  the  movements  of  the  dancers,  and  would  have 
escaped  my  tormentor  had  it  been  possible  ;  but  the  bony  ruflSian  was 
armed  with  a  pair  of  fists  less  dangerous  only  than  the  drugs  which  he 
carried  in  his  pill-bags ;  and  he  had  the  reputation  of  using  them  on  all 
persons  who  tried  to  shun  his  loquacity.  The  consequence  was  that  I 
submitted  with  the  grace  of  a  martyr,  whilst  the  travelled  doctor 
recounted  the  scenes  which  he  had  witnessed  in  the  four  hemispheres, 
which  would  have  astonished  Munchausen,  the  prince  of  story-tellers, 
and  induced  h™  to  yield  the  palm  to  his  rival.  The  Doctor  was  his 
own  historian.  His  conversation  was  an  unwritten  epic,  in  which  he 
figured  as  the  boldest  and  most  dashing  of  heroes.  The  hero  had  won 
the  soubriquet  of  the  Fighting  Doctor ;  and,  if  half  the  strange  adven- 
tures he  related  to  me  were  true,  he  richly  merited  the  appellation. 
He  related  to  me  strange  and  wonderful  stories  of  his  chivalrous  and 
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gallant  deeds  on  the  island  of  Cuba  and  the  Isthmus,  and  of  his  adven- 
turea  -with  the  dark-eyed  Creole  maidens  of  those  sunny  climes.  How 
he  had  scaled  the  walls  of  some  Castilian  palace,  no  matter  in  what 
nndiscoyered  country,  intent  on  rescuing  a  fair  and  languishing  maiden 
who  appealed  to  him  from  a  grated  window ;  how  he  lost  hu  way  in 
daik,  mysterious  passages  ;  how  he  was  unable  to  discover  the  sufiering 
girl  who  had  implored  his  assistance  ;  and  how  he  did  discover  a  fierce- 
looking  old  gentleman,  with  a  drawn  rapier  in  his  hand,  who  was  no 
other,  as  he  supposed,  than  the  '  lord  of  the  castle,'  who  had  mistaken 
him  for  a  robber ;  not  a  very  unnatural  mistake,  by  the  way.  He  had 
a  bloody  rencounter  with  the  supposed  lord,  in  which  he  was  of  course 
triumphant,  beating  him  and  some  dozen  of  his  armed  retainers  until 
they  roared  fi>r  quarter. 

I  had  despaired  of  deliverance,  when  I  was  released  from  so  much 
romance  by  a  fortuitous  and  most  happy  circumstance.  A  crusty  old 
Dutchman  in  butter-nut  coat  and  trowsers,  armed  with  a  heavy  hickory 
cane,  elbowed  his  way  through  the  crowd  until  he  confronted  the  gal- 
lant and  chivalrous  Doctor,  not  however  with  the  hickory  cane,  but 
with  a  small,  square,  neatly-folded,  and  business-looking  paper,  en 
which  was  indorsed  the  mysterious  abbreviations,  *fe,fa,*  upon  the  dis- 
covery of  which  the  brave  man  retired,  with  no  inconsiderable  trepi- 
dation, to  a  neighboring  drinking-saloon,  '  and  I  saw  him  no  more.' 

Dming  the  infliction  of  this  severe  penance  I  had  occasionally  stolen 
a  sly  glance  at  the  little  beauty  in  the  pink  dress,  who  was  the 
great  attraction,  the  reigning  belle  of  the  evening.  Bright,  sunny,  and 
joyous,  she  moved  through  the  various  figures  of  the  dance  with  a 
graoefdl  freedom  and  elegance  unknown  to  the  conventional  circles  of 
fashionable  life.  Her  first  partner,  the  gentleman  of  the  fiery  nose  and 
bushy  whiskers,  had  long  since  exhausted  himself  by  his  outlandish 
capers.  He  had  become  thirsty,  too.  His  nose  had  already  assumed  a 
less  fiery  hue.  He  searched  in  vain  for  the  well-filled  pint-bottle, 
which  was  his  inseparable  travelling  companion,  which,  by  the  way, 
some  good-natured  friend,  more  thirsty  than  himself,  in  an  unguarded 
moment  had  snatched  away  firom  hum.  Inconsolable  on  account  of 
his  loss,  he  followed  the  foot-steps  of  his  illustrious  predecessor,  ani 
sought  to  arouse  his  flagging  energies  by  copious  draughts  of  fiery  whis- 
key in  the  same  hospitable  saloon  which  had  sheltered  the  retreating 
fiiot-stepB  of  the  pugnacious  Doctor. 

I  again  made  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  dance  with  the  young  lady 
whose  hand  the  thirsty  rufiian  had  just  relinquished ;  but  my  intentions 
were  again  anticipated  and  thwarted  by  a  sprightly  young  beau  in  a 
gray  Mackinaw  blanket,  whose  very  intelligent  features  were  com- 
pressed into  the  smallest  possible  compass,  and  who  led  the  unreluctant 
and  coquettish-looking  lady  blushing  to  the  floor. 

It  was  now  approaching  the  small  hours ;  but  as  yet  there  was  no 
thought  of  retiring,  no  symptoms  of  drowsiness,  no  indications  of  wea- 
riness, and  no  flagging  of  ^e  interest  in  the  animating  scene.  The 
work  of  amusement,  commenced  with  such  a  hearty  good-will  and 
invincible  determination  to  be  pleased,  was  not  yet  half  accomplished. 
Staid  matrons,  who  had  but  just  hush^  their  rebellious  infants  to  sleep, 
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had  digested  themaelTes  of  Bupemumerary  shawls  and  cloaks,  oat  of 
which  temporary  couches  were  made  on  which  the  sleeping  innocents 
reposed.  These  matrons  were  now  introduced  as  new  recruits  into  the 
ranks.  They  had  no  di£Eiculty  in  procuring  partners.  Distant  and 
diffident  young  men,  who  had  stood  aloof  during  the  earlier  perform- 
ances of  the  evening,  were  now  pressed  into  the  service,  and  rushed 
through  the  figure  with  a  velocity  that  made  their  heads  swim. 

I  stood  forlornly  contemplating  the  agile  and  graceful  figure  of 
the  young  lady  with  whom  1  had  so  repeatedly  attempted  to  unite  in 
the  dance,  wondering  what  paragon  of  dancing-masters  had  instructed 
her  in  the  divine  art ;  whether  dhe  had  ever  been  laced  into  propriety 
by  the  strict  rules  of  boarding-school  life,  or  had  always  breathed  the 
bracing  air  which  fanned  the  wild  prairie  ;  whether  she  had  roamed 
with  a  step  as  wild,  as  free,  and  graceful  as  the  sportive  fawn,  which 
with  untamed  feet  scours  over  forest,  brake,  and  plain ;  was  she  an 
exotic  of  hot-house  growth,  produced  in  more  genial  climes,  or  was  she 
a  native  bud,  germinated  on  a  wild  prairie  soil  ?  My  soliloquy  was 
interrupted  by  a  rough  push  of  my  elbow,  at  which  I  shuddered,  for  I 
fancied  the  return  of  the  adventurous  Doctor,  and  that  I  was  to  pass 
through  a  new  ordeal  at  his  hands. 

I  was,  however,  happily  disappointed.  The  intruder  was  a  fair  lady 
on  the  sunny  side  of  thirty,  who  had  finally  deposited  her  little  respon- 
sibility, whose  buoyant  spirits  and  irrepressible  curiosity  had  long  been 
proof  against  the  soporific  contents  of  a  small  vial  which  had  been 
for  the  last  hour  or  two  duly  and  liberally  administered  to  him.  The 
little  fellow,  now  snugly  swaddled,  slept  soundly,  and  the  kind-hearted 
mother,  commiserating  the  forlorn  condition  of  the  young  stranger, 
invited  him  to  dance  with  her.  With  the  kindest  motive  in  the  world 
she  rushed  me  into  a  long  file  of  gentlemen,  preparatory  to  making  a 
grand  *  splurge'  in  that  most  primitive  of  all  dances  known  as  the 
'  Scottish  reel,*  or  Virginia  *hoesiown.'  The  signal  was  given,  the 
music  struck  up  with  an  unction  that  was  truly  edifying,  and  I  was 
whisked  down  the  avenue  of  living  persons  with  inconceivable  velocity. 
If  there  was  not  grace,  there  was  activity.  If  there  was  an  entire 
absence  of  imposing  grandeur,  there  was  an  abundance  of  hilarity  and 
animation  which  fully  compensated  for  the  lack  of  staid  dignity.  In 
the  performance  of  cotillions  the  difficulty  of  the  figure  had  constrained 
the  merriment  and  enjoyment  of  the  rustic  performers.  Fashionable 
young  ladies  had  complained  that  the  sets  got  badly  '  tengled  up.'  One 
or  two  feminine  shrieks  had  been  heard  during  the  course  of  the  even- 
ing, indicative  of  severe  bodily  pain  resulting  from  the  unguarded  steps 
of  gentlemen  in  heavy  boots. 

Now,  in  the  primitive  dance,  which  every  one  understood,  all  con- 
straint was  removed,  and  all  was  *  merry  as  a  marriage-bell.'  The 
fiddler  dofl%d  his  soiled  garment,  and  increased  the  movement  of  his 
bow  to  a  rapidity  wonderful  to  behold.  His  crazy  instrument  shrieked 
imder  its  fresh  and  accumulating  torture.  If  the  house  had  previously 
trembled  under  the  display  of  Western  energy,  it  was  now  swayed  like 
a  ship  in  a  tempest.  General  Swell  assumed  a  more  interesting  and 
commanding  attitude.     His  smile  was  more  genial  and  heart-felt,  and 
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lusgcdden-faeaded  cane-^tke  ioBigiUA  of  hk  xaiik,  the  Boeptro  of  his 
poiwer  —  wasfloumhed  witk  increMed  and  inimitable  grace. 

I  was  the  only  participator  in  this  scene  who  did  not  enjoy  it.  My 
taidy  limba  had  never  been  duMsiplined  into  such  flying  velocity.  My 
partner  was  a  diiU-seigeant  in  the  Yiiginia  '  hoe-down/  and  moved  as 
if  impelled  by  magnetism,  and  1  was  unfortuaat^y  compelled  to  follow. 
I  had  not  ran  the  gamitlet  more  than  half  an  hour  until  I  was  eflect- 
ually  bioken  down.  The  perapimtion  poured  from  my  face  in  torrentsr 
My  head  became  dizzy ;  the  room,  the  table,  and  the  beaches  wore 
all  blended  together  in  the  most  unaccountable  concision,  and  appeared 
to  be  going  the  '  hoe^own '  in  unison  with  the  movements  of  the 
dancers.  I  became  blind.  I  staggered,  I  fell.  The  long  line  of  dancers 
then  in  motion  had  received  too  much  impetus  to  call  a  halt  on  account 
of  the  misfortunes  of  a  fellow-dancer.  On  they  come,  with  the  tread 
of  an  earthquake  and  the  speed  of  lightning.  A  moment  more,  and  a 
heavy  crash,  a  playful  scream  blended  with  laughter,  and  I  am  buried 
under  the  whole  weight  of  the  living  column. 

I  was  disinterred  in  a  moment,  amid  the  wildest  shouts  of  laughter. 
1  was  led,  confused  and  blind,  to  a  seat ;  my  temples  were  chafed  by 
the  officious  host,  whose  bland  smile  was  relaxed  into  a  dignified  laugh 
as  he  swore  by  his  gold-headed  cane  that  it  was  the  best  joke  that  had 
been  perpetrated  since  he  revelled  in  his  ancestral  haUs  in  Old  Virginia. 

There  was  one,  however,  who  was  far  fix>m  enjoying  this  imtoward 
incident.  My  partner  was  grossly  insulted ;  her  eye  flamed  with  indig- 
nation. She  had  been  insulted  by  the  desertion  of  her  partner,  and  she 
had  spirit  enough  to  resent  the  insult.  Mortifled,  and  grievously  out  of 
temper,  she  took  her  seat.  At  this  juncture  of  afiairs,  to  increase  her 
irritation,  her  little  son  became  restive  and  shrieked  in  his  sleep.  In 
his  dreams  he  had  been  visited  by  the  ghost  of  the  laudanum  which 
had  induced  his  repose.  The  mother,  out  of  humor,  and  rendered  more 
impatient  by  his  screams,  administered  to  him  a  severe  chastisement, 
at  the  same  time  casting  a  look  upon  me  which  appeared  to  threaten 
me  with  the  same  sunmiary  punishment. 

The  rough  treatment  of  the  infant,  although  adnunistered  in  the  heat 
of  passion,  and  wholly  unmerited,  was  eminently  beneficial.  It  dissi- 
pated the  flightful  opiom-delnsion  which  visited  him  in  his  slumbers, 
and  restored  his  reason  and  common-secse.  The  little  fellow  was  satis- 
fied that  no  one  would  take  such  rough  liberties  with  his  person  except- 
ing his  fond  and  doting  mother,  and  now  slumbered  unconsciously  in 
her  arms. 

The  clock  pointed  to  the  hour  of  two,  yet  the  audience  entertained 
no  thought  of  dispersing.  Refreshments  were  brought  in  and  eagerly 
dispatched  ;  for  the  dancers  had  fasted  long  and  were  ravenous  with 
hunger.  The  violin  again  summoned  the  dancers  to  their  places.  The 
inducement  was  strong  to  remain.  The  ball-room  was  well-heated 
and  comfortable.  It  contrasted  most  favorably  with  the  wintry  blast 
which  sighed  mournfully  through  the  naked  branches  of  the  surround- 
ing shrubbery,  and  rustled  through  the  creaking  shutters. 

But  I  had  rendered  myself  ridiculous.  I  had  destroyed  the  enjoy- 
ment, and  turned  to  vinegar  the  sweet  temper  of  the  only  lady  wlio 
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had  shown  me  kindiiesB  ;  and  it  was  certainly  time  for  me  to  retiie. 
As  I  |)assed  on  my  way  to  my  lodgings,  my  path  led  me  dose  to  the 
drinkmg-saloon,  where  were  now  congregated  all  the  loafeis  who  were 
without  the  means  to  pay  for  the  amusement  of  the  eyening.  1  heard 
the  sonorous  voice  of  DocUv  Brasae  calling  upon  the  har-tender  for 
more  liquor,  and  threatening  the  commission  of  a  most  horrihle  deed  if 
it  was  not  furnished.  1  retired,  restless  and  feverish,  to  dream  of  the 
queen  of  heauty  whom  my  imagination  had  vested  with  romantic 
charms  and  supernatural  mystery.  Long  after  twilight  the  rattling  of 
vehicles  announced  the  breaking-up  of  the  party.  I  rushed  to  the 
window  and  caught  a  last  glimpse  of  the  mysterious  beauty,  aa  she 
was  whirled  past  in  a  heavy  road-wagon. 
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I  BAUNTBBED  down  the  flowing  river, 
One  sommer  sun-set,  oool  and  fair, 
To  wafcch  the  shadows  in  the  air 

And  o*er  the  waving  branches  quiver. 


It  was,  indeed,  a  lovely  even  I 
And,  lying  on  the  banks  of  green, 
I  watched  the  splendor  of  the  scene, 

Tuiged  with  the  crimson  glow  of  heaven. 


The  woodland  birds  were  cheerly  singing 
Their  evening  songs;  the  softest  breeze 
Just  stirred  the  branches  of  the  trees. 

Sweet  perfume  firom  the  wild-flowers  bringing. 


And,  to  his  distant  covert  wending, 
Half-seen,  fiir  ofiE;  a  stately  deer 
Paused,  where  the  waters  rippled  clear, 

To  slake  his  thirst,  as  day  was  ending. 


With  me  there  went  a  little  maiden : 
Scarce  ten  short  summers  o^er  her  head 
(Ten  yean  of  toil  to  met)  had  fled, 

And  all,  for  her,  with  pleasure  laden. 
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Ah  me  1  she  waited  for  the  morrow 
Ab  one  more  joy  to  hmnan  life ; 
While  I — X  feared  its  care  and  strife, 

And  dared  not  from  its  pleasures  borrow. 


I  only  in  the  hour  existed : 
To  me  the  past  was  as  the  dead: 
She  drew  £K>m  all  her  pleasures  fled, 

And  e'en  her  future  joys  enlisted. 


Sweet  child  I  she  gathered  from  all  ages^ 
In  Mevobt's  store-house,  all  the  sweet, 
To  cheer  the  present;  as  her  feet 

Tripped  bare  along  the  marshy  sedges. 


For  all  those  blessings  Heaven  in  giving, 
Pours  bolm  into  our  weary  hours, 
She  grateful  took;  the  thorns  and  flowers, 

The  sun-shine  and  the  storms  of  living. 


And  fit>m  the  sun-shine,  fiurly  painted 
With  Hope's  bright  pencil,  soft  and  wann, 
She  drew  a  rainbow  on  the  storm : 

So  sorrow  left  her  soul  untamted. 


Thus,  in  the  music  of  her  prattle 
I  pondered,  in  the  sun-set  mild ; 
And  wished  I  were  onoe  more  a  chUd, 

And  life  were  peace,  instead  of  battle. 


Then  running  to  me,  and  uplifting 
Her  lips  to  mine :  ^  Ohl  why  so  sad? 
I  'm  sure  it  always  makes  me  glad,' 

Said  she,  '  to  see  the  sun-light  slSfting! ' 


Quoth  I,  in  accents  of  repining, 
'  The  glory  hastens  to  depart.' 
*  Ah  nol '  said  she,  'for  in  my  heart, 

The  sun  is  almost  always  shining.' 


Oh!  that  in  all,  the  light  which  lingers 
From  sun-sets  of  our  early  years. 
Might  ne'er  be  clouded  o'er  with  fears, 

Or  dimmed  by  Care's  corroding  fingers  1 
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WILLIAM       COWPER. 

We  haTd  all  read  the  tender  and  afiecting  story  of  William  Cowper, 
or,  as  he  is  sometimes  called,  the  melancholy  Oowper.  The  peculiarity 
<of  temper  and  disposition  which  distinguished  this  extraordinary  man, 
the  periodical  flashes  of  light  and  darkness  which  made  up  the  sum  of 
his  earthly  existencje,  the  vicissitudes  of  transparent  thought  and  mor- 
bid feeling  which  incessantly  pervaded  the  inner  world  of  his  mind, 
have  furnished  themes  for  much  unprofitable  and  contradictory  specu- 
lation, which  even  in  our  own  times  is  scarcely  brought  to  any  thing 
like  a  peaceful  termination.  And  yet  it  may  be  fairly  doubted  whether 
the  peculiarities  of  his  mental  constitution  are  half  so  difficult  of  solu- 
tion as  has  been  all  along  imagined.  Like  most  men  of  genius,  his 
mind  was  not  properly  balanced,  so  that  the  faults  as  well  as  the  per- 
fections of  his  character  —  his  virtues  and  his  blemishes  —  liis  strength 
and  his  weakness — were  owing  in  some  measure  to  this  cause  alone. 
The  prominent  feature  of  his  mind  was  an  excessive  sensibility,  a  sus- 
ceptibility of  receiving  impressions  from  without,  which  made  him 
anxious,  vigilant,  and  fearful.  But  other  men  have  participated  largely 
in  the  same  morbid  diagnosis  of  character,  only  that  they  have  been 
able  to  keep  it  more  in  restraint  by  certain  counteracting  forces.  Byron, 
for  instance,  was  subjected  to  as  much  deep  feeling,  to  as  many  anxious 
and  unhappy  thoughts,  as  Cowper.  But  Byron's  conscience  was  less 
tender,  his  means  of  defence  more  unscrupulously  selected,  his  deter- 
mination to  resist  more  spitefully  managed.  While  poor  Cowper  was 
led  to  fly  from  the  world  at  the  very  outset  of  his  troubles,  Byron 
afiected  to  hold  it  in  contempt,  and  set  it  at  defiance.  While  the  one 
was  despairingly  crying  to  Heaven  above  for  assistance,  the  other  was 
more  confidently  looking  for  consolation  to  the  earth  beneath.  While 
Cowper  was  seeking  for  comfort  in  the  shades  of  rural  privacy,  Byron 
was  endeavoring  to  drown  his  sorrows  in  the  oblivion  of  intemperance. 
Nor  ought  we  to  suppose  that  the  latter  was  much  more  happy  than 
his  brother  poet,  merely  because  he  fought  against  his  malady  with 
the  carnal  weapons  fuxnished  to  him  by  the  world.  Both  of  these 
unhappy  men  were  driven  by  their  feaxs  and  anxieties  into  states  of 
mental  disorder  which  it  would  have  been  well  to  manage  differently  ; 
but  the  one  seemed  to  be  wiser  in  his  generation  than  the  other.  Nei- 
ther of  them,  however,  was  prudent  in  the  pursuit  of  a  proper  remedy 
for  his  disease,  only  that  B3rron  was  more  successful  in  the  use  of  his 
nostrums  than  Cowper.  The  latter,  indeed,  did  not  so  much  mistake 
his  remedy,  as  he  failed  to  make  a  proper  use  of  it.  Had  he  possessed 
this  ability,  it  would  have  been  the  very  thing  to  restore  him  to  his  right 
mind.  Religion  —  the  religion  of  the  Bible  —  would  have  calmed  his 
fears,  if  it  had  not  removed  them.  But  it  was  the  nature  of  liis  disease 
to  disable  him  from  applying  this  remedy  in  its  full  strength  and  purity, 
and  not  one  of  his  spiritual  attendants  had  wisdom  or  skill  enough  to 
perform  the  task  for  him.  It  was  thus  that  Cowper  was  sufiercd  to 
4hink  and  to  reason  himself  into  madness ;  a  not  uncommon  case  witlt 
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those  who  aie  willing  to  be  led  by  men  of  coaner  minds  and  less  refined 
senabiHty  than  themselves. 

We  have  said  that  Byron  was  wiser  in  his  generation  than  Cowper. 
Wiser  he  was,  but  not  better ;  more  prudent  as  a  man  of  worldly  tastes 
and  prejudices,  but  greatly  less  fortunate  in  his  apprehensions  of  spiritual 
wisdom.  In  saying  this,  we  mean  no  disrespect  to  the  noble  poet. 
Both  these  remarkable  men  have  passed  to  their  account  in  the  spiritual 
world,  and  there  we  leave  them.  It  may  be  mentioned,  however,  as  a 
fact  of  some  note,  that  Byron's  worldly  prudence  operated  adversely  to 
his  temporal  prosperity,  while  the  more  ethereal  character  of  Cowper'fc 
mind  was  of  some  consequence,  at  least  in  sustaining,  if  not  prolonging, 
the  physical  comforts  he  was  providentially  permitted  to  enjoy.  The 
strength  of  cme  sunk  under  habits  of  repeated  excess  and  dieoider,  while 
the  weakness  of  the  other  was  prevented  from  becoming  greater  by 
self-denial  and  temperance.  Byron  died  before  he  had  attained  the  age 
of  forty,  whereas  Cowper  did  not  depart  this  world  until  he  was  upward 
of  seventy. 

Such,  then,  were  some  of  the  general  habits  of  temperament  and 
character  belonging  to  the  melancholy  bard  of  Olney.  But  they  all 
received  their  complexion  from  one  overwhelming  and  ruling  infirmity, 
and  that  wbs  fear  —  a  deep-seated,  constant,  and  unmanageable  appre-* 
hfflisioa  of  danger  and  calamity.  Not  a  few  of  Cowper's  biographers 
have  afiected  to  deride  the  sufferings  of  his  mind  proceeding  from  this 
source  ;  almost  jesting  at  what  they  would  seem  to  consider  as  his 
unpardonable  weakness,  upbraiding  him  for  his  want  of  firmness  and 
courage,  and  presumptuously  telling  us  what  ought  to  have  been  his 
course  under  the  depression  of  spirits  he  was  called  to  experience.  But 
they  might  with  almost  equal  reason,  ridicule  a  man  for  not  walking 
firmly  whose  limbs  are  benumbed  with  fever,  or  rendered  wholly 
unmanageable  by  a  sudden  attack  of  paralysis. 

Let  us  consider  his  case,  when  the  peculiar  temper  of  his  mind  was 
about  to  be  tested  by  being  called  into  the  service  of  the  busy  world 
around  him.  Before  this  time,  he  had  lived  in  a  world  of  liis  own, 
busied  and  satisfied  with  the  gentle  and  kind  images  of  his  active 
imagination,  and  making  these  subservient  to  his  innocent  pleasures, 
however  little  they  were  calculated  to  promote  his  temporal  prosperity. 
But  now  the  refined  and  delicate  world  of  his  fancy  was  to  be 
exchanged  for  the  one  of  cold,  selfish,  and  forbidding  reality.  What 
his  imagination  had  before  woven  into  fairy  forms  of  beauty  and  plea- 
sure, it  was  now  equally  active  in  moulding  into  figures  that  were  ugly, 
painful,  and  alarming.  All  the  constitutional  fear  of  his  mind  was 
roused  into  the  most  acute  quickness  and  vitality.  He  was  called  on  to 
become  clerk  of  the  journals  to  the  House  of  Parliament.  It  would 
have  been  necessary  for  him  occasionally  to  read,  during  a  very  brief 
period,  before  the  lords  and  great  men  of  the  British  nation.  This  was 
all  his  official  station  enjoined  it  on  him  to  do  ;  but  the  very  idea  of 
having  to  do  this  was  enough  to  drive  him  to  distraction.  Ho  became 
watchful,  nervous,  and  uneasy.  His  whole  mind  was  cccupicd  with 
but  one  fearful  thought  —  with  one  tremendous  anticipation —  and  that 
was  his  approaching  examination,  to  test  his  fitness  for  the  ofifico  he  was 
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about  to  fill.  How  was  he  to  meet  this  terrible  exigency  ?  how  wa^. 
hi  to  undergo  this  fiery  ordeal ?  Reader !  to  you  the  task  he  had  to 
|)erform  may  appear  to  be  comparatively  light  and  easy ;  but  to  hiin 
it  was  a  task  of  most  awful  and  absorbing  moment ;  a  trial  of  moft 
disheartening,  sickening  responsibility ;  a  struggle  that  unmanned  and 
stupefied  him.  He  struggled  hard  ;  he  summoned  to  his  aid  all  the 
powers  of  endurance  he  possessed ;  he  fought  desperately  against  hi^s 
feelings  and  anxieties;  he  prayed,  he  agonized,  he  wept;  but  hi? 
strength  and  resolution  were  not  a  match  for  the  terrible  fears  that 
agitated  his  bosom,  and  he  recoiled  broken,  crushed,  and  dismayed  firoiii 
tho  unequal  contest.  *  There,*  said  he,  after  having  vainly  endeavored 
to  put  an  end  to  his  sufferings  in  the  madness  of  suicide,  *  there  I  that 
broken  garter,  which  I  intended  should  have  closed  my  earthly  sorrows, 
will  tell  tho  whole  story !  * 

What  paroxysms  of  fear,  anxiety,  and  shame  must  have  rent  the 
bosom  of  poor  Cowper  during  this  most  appalling  process  —  what  a 
dreadful  season  of  agonizing  feeling  must  have  preceded  it!  *They 
whose  spirits  are  fonned  like  mine,*  he  says  himself,  *  to  whom  a  pub- 
lic exhibition  of  themselves  on  any  occasion  is  mortal  poison,  may  have 
some  idea  of  the  horror  of  my  situation ;  others  can  have  none.*  It  is 
ccitain  that  nothing  is  more  unpleasant  and  embarrassing,  even  to  men 
sometimes  of  strong  nerves  and  sluggish  sensibility,  than  the  necessity 
of  undergoing  a  public  examination,  or  of  being  exposed  in  any  way  to 
the  observation  and  remarks  of  a  crowd.  Some  may  regard  such  an 
exposure  with  the  utmost  unconcern  and  indifference ;  but  there  are 
others,  who,  when  called  to  undergo  it,  feel  it  to  be  one  of  the  severest 
trials  of  their  mortal  existence.  To  tremble  and  falter  we  scarcely 
know  why  or  wherefore ;  to  feel  our  spirits  sinking  at  the  very  moment 
wnon  we  stand  in  most  need  of  firmness  and  self-possession  ;  to  find  our 
thoughts  deserting  us  at  the  very  time  when  they  should  be  clearest 
aii'I  brightest ;  to  endure  the  sneers  and  mockery  of  men  whom  we 
bjlisve  to  be  our  inferiors ;  to  be  compelled  to  retreat  dismayed  and 
confused,  not  because  we  have  been  beaten  in  fair  and  open  contest,  but 
because  we  have  been  bound  hand  and  foot  in  the  presence  of  our  ene- 
my by  tho  potent  charm  of  some  invisible  agent  —  this  is  a  state  of 
weakness  and  humiliation  which  is  truly  pamful  to  a  sensitive  mind. 
All  this  Cowper  anticipated  with  a  nervousness  and  trembling  that 
none  could  understand  or  feel  like  himself.  It  pressed  him  to  the  earth 
like  the  heavy  weight  of  despair  restmg  on  his  subdued  and  manacled 
frame  ;  it  fastened  on  his  mind  like  the  foul  incubus  that  disturbs  our 
nightly  slumbers ;  it  overcame  his  strength  like  the  poison  infused  into 
our  blood  by  treachery  and  assassination.  Let  us  not  be  surprised, 
thorefore,  when  we  find  him,  in  describing  his  unhappy  situation,  mak> 
ing  U3t5  of  language  like  the  following  —  language,  indeed,  which  almost 
makes  the  blood  tingle  in  our  veins,  but  which,  no  doubt,  conveys  a 
faithful  picture  of  the  torments  of  his  misery :  *  In  this  situation  such  a 
fit  of  passion  has  seized  me,  when  alone  in  my  chamber,  that  I  hare 
cried  out  aloud,  and  cursed  tho  hour  of  my  birth,  lifting  up  my  eyes  to 
heaven  at  the  same  time,  not  as  a  suppUcant,  but  in  the  hellish  spirit 
of  rancorous  reproach  and  blasphemy  against  my  Maker.*    Here,  indeed. 
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we  find  him  draining  the  cup  of  misery,  filled  to  the  hrim,  and  over- 
running with  bitterness,  but  not  the  less  bitter  because  made  ready  and 
prepared  in  the  secret  chambers  of  his  own  melancholy  bosom.  What  a 
ivonderful  and  inconsistent  piece  of  work  is  man !  The  master  of  the 
world,  how  nearly  allied  is  he  to  the  meanest  and  weakest  of  God's 
creatuieB !  While  he  walks  erect  with  his  head  in  the  heavens,  his 
feet  are  doomed  to  traverse  the  rough  asperities  of  the  earth,  torn,  man- 
gled, and  bleeding,  at  every  step  of  his  wearisome  progress. 

But  let  us  beware  how  we  sufier  ourselves  to  speak  with  reproach  or 
^severity  against  such  a  man  as  William  Cowper.  We  have  already 
seen  that  he  strove  honestly,  sincerely,  and  even  resolutely,  against  his 
terrible  infirmity,  but  its  malignity  was  greater  than  he  was  able  to 
conquer.  This  infirmity  became  his  evil  genius,  pursuing  him  through 
every  lane  and  avenue  of  life.  It  was  the  constant  attendant  of  his 
laboring  and  palpitating  bosom,  poisoning  all  his  pleasures,  and  drink- 
ing the  life's  blood  of  his  health  and  happiness.  Wherever  he  suflered 
his  thoughts  to  roam,  to  whatever  department  of  life  his  feelings  and 
ofiections  were  directed,  there  he  found  his  tormentor  to  be  busy  with 
his  earthly  projects,  and  to  be  waiting  with  eagerness  to  injure  and 
destroy  him.  Nor  was  this  the  worst  consequence  of  a  hostility  so  bit- 
ter and  determined.  If  that  hostility  had  favored  no  other  destruction 
than  that  of  his  temporal  peace  and  happiness,  cruel  and  distressing  as 
he  would  have  felt  such  a  calamity  to  be,  he  might  have  borne  it  witli . 
j^jmething  like  patience  and  equanimity.  But,  not  content  with  destroy- 
ing his  earthly  hopes  and  prospects,  it  insinuated  itself  into  the  inner 
recesses  of  his  mind  ;  it  began  to  disturb  the  peaceful  quiet  of  his  sacred 
musings ;  it  gradually  questioned  the  propriety  of  his  spiritual  security 
and  confidence  ;  and  at  last  accused  him  directly  of  downright  faithless- 
ness and  treason  to  the  King  of  heaven. 

And  now  the  shades  of  night  —  of  a  long,  dark,  and  dreary  night  — 
began  to  settle  down  on  the  mind  of  poor  Cowper.  He  feared  that  the 
Hcrce  anger  of  Almighty  God  was  ruthlessly  directed  against  him ;  that 
the  curse  of  Heaven  was  everlastingly  to  rest  on  his  devoted  head ;  that 
the  decree  had  gone  forth  to  destroy  him,  both  soul  and  body,  in  hell. 
What  a  horrible  idea !  What  a  drcadfiil  thought  to  entertain  of  Hiu 
who  is  all  love  and  all  mercy !  Infatuated  man  !  Infatuated  teach- 
ei8,  who  had  been  the  cause  of  an  opinion  so  horrible  entering  his  bewil- 
dered brain  1  Happy  is  it  for  the  world  that  such  opinions  cannot  now 
be  uttered  without  challenge  and  without  reproof!  and  that  we  all 
believe  that  no  one  enters  hell  except  as  he  makes  it  his  appropriate 
sphere  by  falses  and  evils  of  life  ! 

It  is  impossible  we  should  comprehend  the  load  of  sorrow  which 
thenceforward  afilicted  the  soul  of  that  melancholy  man.  An  exile 
from  the  busy  world  around  him ;  feeling  how  great  was  the  distance 
that  separated  him  firom  the  rest  of  mankind  ;  alone  in  the  midst  of  his 
sonowB  and  sufierings;  he  let  go  his  hold  on  external  objects,  and 
sought  for  forms  and  images  in  the  inner  world  of  his  o^oi  mind.  But 
that  world  was  one  he  scarcely  daied  look  into  vrithout  shuddering. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  it  presented  to  his  better  vision  the  glowing  reahties 
of  truth  and  goodness.    Forms  of  real  beauty  flitted  before  him  in  indis- 
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tinct  perception,  and  he  rallied  on  the  freshness  and  novelty,  the  loveli- 
ness and  grace  of  a  hrighter  and  happier  existence.  But  the  smiling 
picture  soon  faded  from  his  eyes,  like  the  magic  hues  adorning  the 
vault  of  heaven  after  the  sun  has  sunk  helow  the  horizon,  and  he  was 
again  called  to  grapple  and  iight  with  the  horriUe  fantasies  of  his 
own  hewildered  imagination.  All  the  loathsome  shapes  and  figures  of 
despair  and  anguish  marched  in  gloomy  procession  before  him.  They 
seemed  to  mutter  pitiless  curses  on  their  doomed  and  unhappy  victim  ; 
they  grinned  in  tnumphant  mockery  as  they  passed  ;  they  bound  him 
in  the  charmed  circle  in  which  they  moved ;  they  tortured  and  they 
reviled  him ;  and  having  left  him  wounded,  crushed,  and  forsaken,  they 
consummated  their  hellish  spite  by  making  him  believe  the  horrid  blas- 
phemy, that  all  this  was  but  the  just  judgment  of  offended  Heaven  on 
his  guilty  soul.  ^ 

"While  reviewing  the  misery  and  infatuation  of  this  unhappy  man,  it 
is,  perhaps,  not  wonderful  that  our  minds  should  be  led  to  indulge  in  a 
train  of  thoughts  bordering  on  the  undefined  and  mysterious.  Were  his 
mental  aberrations  owing  to  causes  strictly  confined  to  the  sphere  of  our 
natural  world  ?  May  there  be  an  agency  and  an  influence  exercised 
over  the  human  mind  by  beings  associated  with  our  spiritual  organism, 
and  who,  taking  advantage  of  our  ruling  feais  and  propensities,  may 
wield  these  to  their  own  purposes  of  serious  and  irreparable  injury  i 
Certain  it  is  that  such  an  agency  is  exercised  in  regard  to  our  highest 
as  well  as  our  lowest  states  of  moral  and  religious  probation  —  an  agency 
that  is  acknowledged,  in  a  greater  or  less  degree,  over  the  whole  world, 
to  be  potent  and  available  both  for  good  and  for  evil.  May  it  not  some- 
times transcend  the  sphere  of  its  ordinary  and  more  confined  influences  ? 
If  demons,  in  some  incomprehensible  way,  possessed  the  bodies  of  men 
once,  as  we  know  they  did,  may  they  not  now,  in  an  equally  myste- 
rious way,  possess  their  minds  ?  Must  there  not  be  causes  for  the  men- 
tal disorders  of  men  as  cogent  and  efficient  as  those  which  we  believe 
produce  their  moral  disorders,  the  one  class  of  disorders  being  only  a 
more  violent  and  aggravated  manifestation  of  the  other  ?  To  all  these 
questions  we  leave  the  reader  to  frame  such  answers  as  may  suggest 
themselves  to  his  own  mind.  At  the  same  time,  however,  it  is  unde- 
niably true,  that  we  cannot  be  tpo  much  on  our  guard  against  indulg- 
ing in  gloomy  and  unreasonable  thoughts.  Who  knows  what  power 
the  tempter  may  exercise  over  our  minds  in  consequence  of  such  indulg- 
ence ?  No  agent,  we  may  suppose,  is  more  cunning,  more  subtle,  or 
more  malicious,  than  an  agent  of  the  Evil  One.  We  know  that  William 
Cowper  was  an  eminently  good  man,  but  he  might  not  have  been  emi- 
nently fortunate  in  the  management  of  what  was  passing  within  him. 
Neither  was  Dr.  Johnson,  neither  was.  Lord  Byron,  and  a  host  of 
others.  We  do  not  say  that  these  men  were  troubled  by  the  evil  influ- 
ence of  invisible  agents  more  than  the  rest  of  mankind,  but  certain  it  is 
they  labored  under  most  extraordinary  fears  and  anxieties.  Whatever 
may  have  been  the  cause  of  this,  nothing  can  be  more  apparent  than 
that  it  is  our  duty  to  govern  our  thoughts  as  well  as  our  actions,  to 
regulate  the  inner  world  of  our  hidden  spirits,  as  well  as  the  outer 
world  of  our  visible  bodies.  a.  j.  c. 
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CLOUDS 


sxxir      BY      Tns      'psabait   t-b   a   b   d. 

This  sun  goes  down ;  good  ni^ht  to  himi 
Swift  8 wallows  o^er  the  corn-field  skim, 
And  &r  o'er-head  the  night-hawks  swim 

The  *  upper-deep;' 
Now  up,  now  down,  distinct  or  dim, 

They  wheel  and  sweep. 

Lo  I  round  the  sinking  god  of  day 
The  clouds  soft-piled,  in  rich  array. 
Their  forms  grotesque  so  varying  play, 

Their  hues  so  bright! 
Oh  I  revel-realm  of  fantasy, 

I  long  for  flight! 

As  oft  in  wondering  childhood's  day 
I  Ve  wished  for  eagles'  wings,  to  stray 
Amidst  such  rose-bloom,  piled  away 

Like  downy  pillows, 
And,'  like  a  tumbling  dolplun,  play 

'Midst  Beauty's  billows! 


I  'U  linger,  though  of  fblling  dew 
The  ill-repute  may  all  be  true ; 
Rheumatic  twinges  may  ensue  — 

In  fact  I  feel  them  ; 
But  yon  cloud-tableau,  rare  to  view, 

Will  wholly  heal  them. 

There 's  Cdaron,  sculling  in  his  wherry, 
Presto !  it 's  Knick,  at  *  Dobb  his  ferry ! ' 
His  face  with  genial  humor  merry, 

His  bearing  clever, 
And  very  Bonapartish  —  very ; 

*  Vive  Knick,'  for  over! 


There 's  Uncle  Tom  1  as  sure  as  preaching, 
A  bag  of  gold  to  Aunty  reaching; 
He  looks  decidedly  beseeching. 

She,  rather  funny ; 
O  Uncle,  with  the  sack-cloth  breeching  I 

0  Aunt!  0  Money! 

There  goes  KossuTii ;  hat,  plume,  and  all, 
Pull-rigged  for  corporation-ball ; 
He's  growing  gassy,  thin,  and  small — 

Gone  altogether. 
Farewell !  *  cause-shoot '  —  next  time  you  call 

Leave  off  the  feather. 
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out,  (V«v*.) 


See  that  1  a  couchant  British  Uod, 
As  like  as  o*er  I  put  my  eye  on  I 
A  Briton,  may  be,  might  bet  high  (Hi 

The  regal  sign ; 
Bat  such  bets  in  this  part  of  Zion 

The  saints  decline ! 

There  comes  a  lean,  queer-lookmg  creature  ^ 

B'en  as  I  speak,  it  changes  feature : 

Its  face  now  shorty  and  now  long  metre ;. 

Resemblance  prime ! 
It  is  a  hungry  office-seeker, 

'Bout  'lection  time. 


There 's  Tonans,  pounding  out  the  thunder ; 
The  bolts  lie  thick  his  anvil  under: 
*  What  wages  does  he  got  ? '  I  wonder ; 

*  What  would  he  take ' 
To  dash  the  Union  bands  asunder, 
For  Buncombe's  sake  ? 

There 's  Sir  John  rRA!CLTjr>  sfcrange  that  I, 
While  others  search,  the  lost  should  spy  I 
'T  is  he  though,  or  his  pictures  lie. 

Or  't  is  his  ghost ; 
That 's  it  I  —  beneath  yon  iceberg  high 

Sir  John  is  lost ! 


'Lo,  the  poor  Indian  I '  there  he  goes,. 
Stem-featured,  like  a  man  of  woes : 
'  Now  other  shapes,  like  girting  foes^ 
The  chief  displace. 
Just  so  the  tragic  curtains  close 
Around  his  race. 


A  last  bright  vision  opens  o'er  me : 

A  fleece,  its  fabric  auric  glory, 

Floats  tlirough  the  sun-set  arch  before  nie ; 

Bright  halls  receive  it ! 
(I  've  read  the  Argonautic  story, 

And  half  believe  it.) 

And  thence  the  streaming  splendors  gu&h. 
Tinging  the  twilight  with  a  flush, 
As  holy  as  an  angel's  blush : 

For  me  't  were  meet, 
Like  Moses  at  the  burning  bush, 

To  bare  my  feet ! 

0  Nature  1  open  book  of  God, 
With  pages  beautiful  as  broad, 

1  pity  those  who  onward  plod, 

And  ne'er  behold  them; 
They  're  senseless  as  the  shroudmg  clod 
That  will  enfold  them. 


LITERARY      NOTICES, 


A  Rf^yibwcs  Rbviswkd::  a  Reply  to  a  Revicvr  of  *  The  Life  of  Wiluah  Pzxs^et,  of 
MaijlaDd,  by  his  Nephew,  the  Rev.  William  Pikkkbt,  D.D/  In  a  Letter  to  the 
Editor  of  the  KxiccsaBOCKEB. 

We  place  in  this  portion  of  our  Magazine  tbo  following  reply  to  an  article 
u  a  late  number  of  the  Ifbrth-American  Eeoieto^  upon  the  *Life  of  Whj^iau 
PiNKKET,  of  Maiylaod,  by  his  Nephew,'  for  the  reason  that  in  the  December 
issue  of  the  Enickerbocksb  there  appeared  in  the  same  department  an  edi- 
torial notice  of  the  work  in  question,  in  which  conscientious  and  we  believe 
well- deserved  praise  was  awarded  to  it  It  may  not  be  amiss  to  add,  that 
the  author  of  the  book,  and  the  writer  of  this  reply,  is  a  gentleman  of  the 
highest  character,  and  one  of  the  most  esteemed  pastors  of  the  FrotestaBt 
Episcopal  Church  in  Maryland : 

*  TnEKE  is  in  the  April  number  of  the  NorthrAmerican  Review  a  criticism  upon 
my  book,  which  it  is  my  intention  briefly  and  respectfully  to  consider.  If  the  cri- 
ticism afiectcd  myself  alone  I  should  permit  it  to  pass  without  comment.  This 
however  is  not  tlie  case.  It  seeks  to  discredit  the  work,  that  it  may  more  or  ksd 
affect  the  reputation  and  cliaracter  of  tho  subject  of  it.  The  qualifioations  of  a 
biographer,  together  with  the  mode  of  accomplishing  his  task,  are  to  bo  settled  by 
the  decision  of  a  just  and  enlightened  public  sentiment,  and  from  that  decision 
there  is  no  appeal  I  am  aware  that  a  critic  possesses  over  an  author  many  advan- 
tages, growing  out  of  the  circumstance  that  he  is  presumed  to  write  impartially ; 
whereas,  in  realitj',  ho  may  be,  even  unwittingly,  performing  tho  functions  of  an 
advocate,  and  giving  expression  in  his  critical  dicta  to  to  long-cherished  and  decply- 
inhiid  prejudices.  There  is  scarcely  a  biography  that  does  not  bear  more  or  less 
upon  some  of  tho  great  and  good  men  who  have  gone  bcforo  us.  Tliis  is  to  be 
deeply  regretted,  because  there  is  room  enough  in  the  temple  of  lame  to  admit  each, 
and  space  sufficient  in  the  public  regard  to  take  in  all.  The  indiscretions  cf  one 
biographer  may  make  it,  however  distasteful,  obligatory  on  another  to  a.ssumc  the 
attitude  of  defence,  and  defence  sometimes  brings  one  into  the  position  of  an  ce.sail- 
ant.    Now  it  may  be  that  a  reviewer,  essaying  to  judge  dispassionately  cf  the 
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ruorits  and  demerits  of  a  work^  may  be  biased  in  his  opinions  bj  sympathies  which 
ran  altogether  in  one  channel ;  and  if  so,  he  is  as  open  to  criticism  as  an  author,  and 
not  more  exempt  from  the  infirmities  of  partiality. 

'  There  is  strong  internal  evidence  that  the  present  peview  would  signally  illus* 
trato  this  possibility,  if  all  its  history  were  known. 

'  The  vindication  of  my  unde*^  name  and  memory  ih>m  assanlts  whk^h  I  consi^ 
dered  ungenerous  and  sometimes  unjust,  was  my  sole  motive  in  writing  his  life. 
AVlien  it  is  remembered  that  Mr.  Whea^ton,  whose  name  stands  high  on  the  list  of 
those  who  have  made  the  country  illustrious  —  who  possessed  extraordinary  oppor- 
tunities of  studying  the  character  of  Mr.  Pikkney,  and  had  access  to  his  private 
correspondence  and  literary  remains ;  who  wrote,  tooy  at  a  period  when  authentic 
anecdotes  were  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  living — was  not,  according  to  this 
reviewer,  able  to  present  an  adequate  memorial,  I  may  be  contented  with  the  posi- 
tion assigned  me. 

*  The  first  item  of  the  charge  made  against  me  is  the  paucity  of  tlie  material  and 
the  dearth  of  illustrative  anecdote.  This,  it  will  be  remembered,  liad  been  candidly 
conceded  by  mo,  and  is  not  an  original  idea  of  the  reviewer^  The  fact  is  unques- 
tionable; but  for  that  the  biographer  is  not  responsible.  He  had  not  the  keeping 
of  the  record,  and  is  not  answerable  for  the  dearth  of  its  material.  Facts  are  to  be 
used,  not  fiilwicatod  by  the  biographer.  Where  they  do  not  exist  they  cannot  be 
woven  into  the  texture  of  history.  The  early  life  of  Pinkney  is  for  the  most  part 
iavolved  in  darkness.  .  His  was  a  childhood  of  privation  firmly  met  and  patiently^ 
borne ;  endowed  with  few  advantages  save  those  which  had  their  origin  in  th& 
example  of  a  mother's  piety  and  a  father's  honest  independence  of  spirit,  and  early 
left  in  a  state  of  helpless  orphanage,  it  was  not  likely  that  his  sayings  and  doings 
should  have  been  dierished  in  memory  like  those  of  the  petted  &vorite  of  fortune. 
fiTory  important  fiict  of  his  after-life  is  narrated  in  proper  chronolo^cal  order.  Wv^ 
private  character  is  for  the  first  time  laid  open  to  the  public  gaze,  upon  evidence  as 
reliable  as  any  that  constitutes  the  proper  basis  of  history.  Those  events  are  not 
numerous,  and  consequently  his  biography  could  be  little  more  than  a  lifb-like  por- 
traiture of  the  man.  Even  this  reviewer,  after  making  the  charge,  takes  away  tha 
keenest  edge  of  his  censure,  by  conceding  in  another  place  that  *  many  of  the  defi- 
ciencies it  was  doubtless  beyond  the  power  of  the  author  to  supply.^' 

'  He  alleges  that  the  facts  are  not  skillfully  arranged,  and  complains  *  that  the 
liftj-story  is  very  meagre,  filling  but  eighty  of  the  four  hundred  pages.*  It  may  be 
that  the  reviewer  is  right,  and  that  I  am  wrong ;  but  I  am  simple  enough  to  sup^ 
pose  that  the  lifo-story  embraces  every  thing  which  throws  light  i^on  the  mental 
and  moral  character  of  the  subject  of  it.  That  a  man  was  bom,  studied,  and  toiled 
on  through  trial  and  difliculty,  in  a  position  of  responsibility  and  power,  are  import- 
ant parts  of  the  life  story;  but  the  life-story  is  not  confined  exclusively  to  facts  and 
dates.  It  is  alMmportant  to  trace  the  peculiarities  of  the  mind  and  heart,  the 
genius,  acquirements,  habits  of  the  man ;  and  these  are  as  much  the  life-story  as 
the  birth,  acts  and  death.  The  plan  I  adopted  may  be  open  to  objections ;  but  it 
was  not  adopted  without  a  purpose,  nor  until  it  had  been  duly  considered.  I  knew 
that  I  should  be  regarded  as  a  partial  judge.  I  therefore  concluded  to  place  before 
the  public  all  the  prominent  facts  of  the  Ufe  in  a  succinct  and  rapid  narrative,  before 
I  proceeded  to  dissect  and  analyze  the  mental  and  moral  quaUties.  Those  facts  in 
part  shadow  forth  the  man.  For  that  reason  they  were  submitted  in  the  beginnings 
rcsorving  only  those  that  more  immediately  illustrated  the  character  in  its  four-fold 
aspect,  to  be  woven  into  their  appropriate  place  as  the  work  proceeded.    This  was. 
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my  plan,  aad  soch  mjr  reasons  for  its  adoption.  It  maj  be  inartistic,  and  open  to 
o^jectioB,  and  I  shall  not  now  defend  it;  but  it  does  not  seem  to  me  to  be  fairly 
open  to  the  charge  that  the  life-story  is  restricted  to  the  first  eighty  pages,  when 
eaoh  subsequent  section  is  an  unfolding  of  character  upon  authority,  patient  analy- 
sis^ and  illustrative  anecdote, 

'The  reviewer  proceeds:  'There  is  abundance  of  panegyric'  There  is,  I  think, 
no  great  fiuilt  in  this.  The  only  question  that  can  properly  be  raised  is,  Is  my  pane> 
syric  deserved?  The  reviewer  says  it  is  abundant,  and  therefore  becomes  my  apo- 
logist Again:  *  There  is  a  great  looseness  as  to  dates.'  This  is  not  quite  dear. 
I  do  not  exactly  perceive  what  the  reviewer  intends.  Looseness  is  the  opposite  to 
ftredness.  If  my  dates  are  made  to  shift  about,  if  they  be  in  one  part  of  the 
work  what  they  are  not  in  another,  it  is  cause  for  Impeachment,  and  I  deserve  to 
bo  arraigned  at  the  bar  of  public  opinion.  But  there  must  be  proof  to  sustain  the 
assertion.  I  am  not  conscious  of  being  liable  to  such  a  charge,  but  should  be  ever 
willing  to  rectify  any  error  into  which  I  might  have  been  inadvertently  led.  If  ho 
means  that  the  day  and  month  are  not  given  as  well  as  the  year,  I  have  only  to 
answer  that  in  some  cases  it  was  impossible,  in  otbers  deemed  unnecessary.  It 
is  comparatively  easy  to  write  down  'great  looseness  as  to  dates,'  while  to  prove 
it  might  be  difficult :  and  surely  an  author  is  entitled  to  proofl 

'  *  There  is  much  declamation,  and  but  little  genuine  biography.'  Declamation 
is  an  appeal  to  the  passiona  I  am  not  conscious  of  having  made  such  an  appeal 
I  have  delineated  a  character  which  had  certainly  been  misunderstood,  as  is  quite 
apparent  from  portions  of  this  very  review ;  and  I  have  given  proof  for  all  I  have 
asserted.  The  concluding  section  is  the  only  appeal  contained  in  the  book,  and  that 
ia  to  the  patriotism  and  intelligence' of  the  young  men  of  the  country,  an  appeal 
fimnded  not  upon  the  passions,  but  upon  the  mental  and  moral  example  of  a 
dooeased  patriot,  lawyer,  and  statesman.  FinaUy,  it  is  affirmed  '  that  but  little  Is 
shown  which  to  a  person  previously  unacquainted  with  Mr.  Pinkney  would 
aooount  for  his  high  forensic  renown.'  As  a  statesman  it  is  conceded  that  he  '  iares 
better.' 

*  It  may  be  that  the  reviewer  is  right,  and  that  my  work,  which  gives  the  chief 
chsracteristics  of  his  eloquence,  the  prominent  traits  of  his  legal  mind  and  hal^its, 
the  striking  features  of  his  skill  as  a  statesman,  and  the  moral  virtues  which  give 
gnoe  and  beauty  to  his  private  life,  'does  not  reveal  the  man.'  But  one  thing  is 
dear:  his  character  was  not  understood  before ;  not  by  the  North-American^  it  may 
be,  but  by  the  great  body  of  our  countrymen.  Even  Rurus  Cuoate  had  forgotten 
that  he  was  a  statesman.  The  fact  that  the  larger  part  of  his  public  life  had  been 
spent  in  the  sphere  of  a  statesman,  not  less  difficult  to  fill  than  the  liaUs  of  Con- 
gress or  the  cabinet  councils  of  the  nation,  at  a  time  too  of  great  delicacy  and 
ombarraaBment,  had  been  overloooked.  Many  had  need  to  be  reminded  that  to 
the  study  of  the  Constitution,  and  the  great  principles  of  international  law,  he  had 
devoted  the  best  energies  of  his  mind.  His  former  biographer  was  for  the  most 
port  silent  on  this  subject  The  great  doctrine  that  (tee  ships  make  free  trade,  and 
the  true  theory  of  the  btockade,  were  those  in  which  he  displayed  his  skill  and 
jw^iment  as  a  statesman  and  diplomatist  This  reviewer  reminds  us  of  his  argu- 
ment in  Uie  '  Betsy '  case,  which  it  is  my  purpose  hereafter  to  insert*  One  era  of 
his  foreign  public  service  had  passed  under  the  lash  of  the  North-American,  and 
from  that  it  was  necessary  to  defend  him ;  and  as  no  exception  is  taken  to  that 
dafionce,  I  may  conclude  it  was  all-sufficiont  The  allusion  to  the  collision  between 
Mr,  CAKiniiG  and  Mr.  PwjaiEY  shows  that  the  reviewer  is  not  slow  to  hurl  hia 
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shafts  of  satire  whenever  he  supposes  there  is  a  possibility  of  their  reaching  the 
mark.  I  have  said  all  that  I  care  to  saj  on  this  subject,  and  am  content  to  leare 
it  to  the  judgment  of  posterity. 

*  There  is,  however,  one  point  upon  which  I  must  express  my  surprise  at  the 
course  pursued  by  the  reviewer.  He  introduces  into  his  pages  an  extract  from  a 
speech  delivered  by  Mr.  Pixkney  in  his  youth,  in  the  Maryland  Legislature,  and 
accompanies  it  with  a  vein  of  keen  satire ;  suggesting  that  the  age  of  fifty-five  had 
extended  the  range  o(  liis  mental  vision,  and  suggested  '  a  more  prudent  patriot- 
ism.' Not  a  word  is  said  of  any  vindication  of  him  ftom  a  like  chaiige,  nor  the 
most  distant  allusion  made  to  it  Common  justice  would  demand  a  distant  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  fact.  If  the  defence  had  been  deemed  inadequate,  its  inefficiency 
should  liavo  been  shown.  Sentunents  against  slavery  in  the  abstract,  (which  he 
held  in  common  with  some  of  the  noblest  sons  of  the  South,)  of  the  strongest  khid, 
arc  contained  in  the  Missouri  speech.  In  his  youth,  and  in  his  matured  manhood, 
Mr.  Pl^'KXEY  never  assumed  to  mterfere  with  the  constitutional  rights  of  the  States 
or  the  General  Oovcmment,  and  it  was  this  that  constituted  the  beautiful  consist- 
ency of  his  course.  He  was  opposed  to  restriction  upon  Missouri  in  her  admission 
into  the  Union,  on  the  floor  of  the  American  Senate,  and  it  was  in  the  discussion  of 
that  all-important  subject  that  he  made  what  Clay  pronounced  the  greatest  speech 
he  had  ever  heard,  and  Benton  pronounces  the  most  gorgeous  speech  ever  delivered 
in  the  Senate.  In  his  youth  ho  advocated  the  right  of  manumission,  with  the  con- 
sent of  the  owner,  on  Maryland  soil 

'The  reviewer  occaaionally  shoots  wide  of  histoiy.  lie  tells  us  that  it  was 
understood  that  Mr.  Monroe  was  jealous  of  his  colleague.  Understood  by  whom? 
I  have  written  to  little  purpose  if  I  have  not  shown  tliat  those  gentlemen  main- 
tained toward  each  other  the  kmdest  feelings,  and  never  acted  but  in  concert,  and 
never  lost  sight  of  each  other's  honor  and  integrity.  They  lived  in  harmony,  acted 
in  harmony,  and  their  intercourse  was  not  embittered  by  petty  jealousies,  and 
never  was  the  friendship  and  confidence  given  in  that  intimate  mission  forfeited  by 
cither* 

*  The  reviewer  affirms  that  Mr.  Pinkney  was  often  *  hard  and  over-bearing,' '  dog- 
matic, and  running  over  with  sarcasm.*  Apply  tliis  to  the  only  test  we  have,  and 
what  becomes  of  the  charge?  Take  any  of  his  speeches,  and  you  will  find  Uie 
tone  eminently  respectful.  True  it  is,  there  was  an  antagonism  in  the  position  and 
spirit  he  assumed  and  displayed  at  the  bar.  He  struggled  for  victory.  He  never 
failed  to  press  his  adversary  with  earnestness,  and  never  suffered  an  opportunity  of 
success  to  pass  by  unimproved.  But  still  the  onslaught  was  accompanied  with 
courtesy  and  respect.  He  indulged  not  in  sarcasm  for  the  purpose  of  inflicting  a 
wound.  Judge  Story  tells  us,  in  his  Reminiscences,  'that  his  speeches  did  not  often 
scorch  with  sarcasm,'  though  be  well  knew  how  to  use  it  most  effectively.  The  anta- 
gonistic position  which  Mr.  Pinkney  assumed  exposed  him  to  misconception  and 
misconstruction.  I  am  not  hero  to  defend  him  on  it  He  was  aiming  to  bo  first 
and  his  aim  was  ever  prominently  before  him.  Mr.  Kennedy  tells  us  the  dder 
members  of  the  bar  were  unsparing  judges  of  his  fame.  He  was  called  to  mingle 
much  with  his  fcUow-men  at  home  and  abroad,  and  where,  in  all  his  corre- 
spondence and  private  intercourse,  do  we  find  the  evidence  of  this  hard  and  over- 
bearing temperament,  this  biting  satire  ?  Madison,  Jefferson,  and  Monroe  were 
his  admirers  and  companions  in  business.  Randolph,  Dexter,  Dallas,  and  Story 
were  never  estranged  from  him.  He  was  seldom  involved  in  personal  difficulty. 
I  am  satisfied  that  this  idea  originated  in  misconception  of  his  character,  and  has 
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oome  down  to  ns  heightened  by  prejudice,  and  infoaed  into  anecdotes  that  are 
"wMBlj  Qnfonnded. 

•I  have  claimed  for  Mr.  PnnDraT  the  possession  of  high  moral  virtues:  troth, 
honor,  fidelity ;  great  professional  attainments,  a  straightforward  manliness  in  the 
transaction  of  business;  perfect  freedom  from  consoriousness,  and  liberality  in  judg- 
ment; and  I  confidently  affirm,  upon  the  proof  contained  in  the  work  itself  tliey 
an  existed  in  him,  and  are  displayed  in  the  deeds  and  principles  therein  unfolded. 
Whatever  were  his  defects,  (and  who  can  claim,  from  mortal  man,  exemption  from 
them  ?)  these  were  his  virtues.  The  man  whom  Wabhinqton  singled  out  in  his 
youth,  and  Madison,  Jeffebson,  and  Monboe  delighted  to  trust;  who,  8tory 
aasuiuu  us,  was  of  peerless  reputation  at  the  bar,  and  'whose  authorities,'  this 
reviewer  tells  us,  'the  judges  deemed  it  superfluous  to  verify;  *  who  so  conducted 
hs  foreign  embassies  as  to  win  for  himself  golden  opinions  for  frankness  and 
honesfy ;  whoso  private  correspondence  breathes  throughout  of  purity;  surely,  such 
a  man  will  never  put  my  sketch  of  him  to  the  blusli. 

*The  reviewer  is  not  quite  accurate  when,  speaking  of  Mr.  Pinkney's  early  scho- 
larship, he  represents  him  as  confounded  by  a  passage  in  Yirotl  which  was  under 
discaamon  in  a  circle  of  English  lawyers  and  statesmen.  I  very  much  question 
whether  Tibgil  is  critically  discussed  in  such  circles.  It  was  Euuipides,  not  YiR- 
OIL.  Mr.  PiNKKET  confessed  his  ignorance,  as  he  always  did  when  not  informed, 
and  thus  exhibited  his  usual  honesty. 

'The  reviewer  affirms  that  Mr.  Pinkkey  was  a  great  admirer  of  Ebskinb,  and 
imitator  of  him.  There  is  a  mistake  here :  ho  disdained  imitation.  Story  tells  us 
'that  his  style,  although  not  like  Juinus,  stood  out  among  all  others,  with  the  dis- 
tinct and  striking  peculiarity  which  gave  such  famo  to  that  great  unknown 
writer.*  Mr.  Pinkkey  was  original  in  his  views  and  mode  of  discussion.  Even 
this  reviewer  mforms  us  that  he  witnessed  in  England  a  grave  and  measured  man- 
ner, in  comparison  with  which  warmlh  was  undigniJUd^  and  passion  ridiculous;  and 
yet  ho  insinuates  that  he  shortened  his  days  by  his  excessive  vehemence. 

•There  is  one  expression  in  the  review  which  I  cxceeduigly  regret,  because  it 
exhibits  a  feeling  strangely  at  variance  with  the  impartiality  which  it  is  the  duty 
of  a  reviewer  to  observe.  He  speaks  of  bruises  received  '  among  his  compatriots, 
in  the  precipitancy  of  their  escape  from  the  field.'  Mr.  Pinkney  was  shot  by  a 
mudEet-ball,  while  fighting  gallantly  for  the  defence  of  the  country.  Mr.  Wheaton 
tells  us  that  '  he  marched  with  his  corps  to  Bladensburg,  and  conducted  with  great 
gallantry  in  the  action  where  he  was  severely  wounded.'  His  battalion  say :  'If, 
in  the  course  of  the  glorious  contest,  this  corps  has  acquired  any  claim  to  the 
applause  of  its  country,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  ascribe  it,  in  a  great  degree,  to  the 
influence  of  your  example,  which  pervaded  its  ranks,  and  invigorated  its  exertions 
in  the  day  of  battle.  To  be  separated  from  an  officer  whoso  talents,  energy,  and 
patriotism  are  universally  admired,  whoso  blood  was  freely  shed  in  the  defence  of 
that  cause  the  justice  of  which  his  eloquence  on  many  occasions  so  abundantly 
ertuhliahed,  must  be  at  any  time  a  subject  of  regret' 

'There  xnaybewit  and  satire  blended  in  tliis  attempt  to  convert  a  wound  from  a 
shot  received  in  battle  into  a  bruise  or  bruises  sustained  in  a  precipitate  flight ;  but 
it  is  wit  outwitted  and  satire  made  nerveless  by  its  want  of  truth.  I  wish  I  could 
set  down  this  invidious  charge  to  the  indiscretion  of  a  momentary  excitement ;  but 
I  cannot  It  was  written  coolly  and  upon  deliberation.  Going  forth  as  it  does  to  the 
ooontry,  from  a  periodical  that  has  a  wide  circulation  and  an  extensive  influence,  to 
be  read  by  many  who  have  no  opportunity  of  testing  its  want  of  historical  accuracy,  it 
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deaerves  to  be  regarded  as  a  wanton  outrage  upon  the  fisdr  fame  of  a  deceased 
patriot^  and  discarded  as  a  violation  of  what  common  justice  demands  of  us  when 
we  speak  or  write  of  another.  Had  this  reviewer  anj  private  pique  to  gratify,  any 
real  or  supposed  injury  to  avenge,  that  he  should  step  out  of  his  way  to  hurl  an 
aocusatbn  against  Mr.  Pikknbt  ? — an  accusation  which  is  made  to  blush  for  very 
shame  when  confronted  with  the  testimony  of  historians  too  honest  to  deceive  and 
too  impartial  to  misrepresent  ?  There  is  no  redeeming  quality  in  this  assault  It 
outrages  the  very  grave,  and  had  not  even  the  manliness  to  subscribe  its  name  to 
the  charge.  The  courage  and  patriotism  of  Mr.  Pinkksy  could  not  have  been 
<issailed  with  impunity  while  livings  and  I  leave  it  to  my  countrymen  to  decide, 
whether  any  anonymous  assailant  can  do  it  with  credit  to  himself,  now  thai  ho 
cannot  defend  his  own  fame.  It  may  be  that  I  am  needlessly  severe ;  yet  I  feel 
confident  that  no  man  in  whose  bosom  beats  a  true  American  heart,  and  remembers 
what  treason  to  his  country's  flag  is,  will  censure  me  for  characterising  a  charge  of 
this  kind  as  it  deserves.  It  was  enough  that  Mr.  Pinkney  should  have  to  share 
with  his  countrymen  the  mortification  of  a  defeat,  which  courage  and  capacity  could 
not  ward  o%  without  being  subjected,  thirty  years  after  his  death,  to  an  attack 
upon  his  courage  and  a  stigma  upon  his  wound,  which  is,  after  all,  the  badge  a 
soldier  most  values,  and  which  a  gratefiil  country  will  not  forget 

*It  is  very  kind  and  considerate  in  the  North-American  to  refer  me  to  those  dis- 
tinguished memoirs  which  have  so  happily  illustrated  the  capacity  of  my  country- 
man to  adorn  this  diifficult  and  delicate  path  of  literary  adventure ;  and  my  country- 
men can  better  understand  than  I  can  express  my  astonishment  in  findmg  that 
>Cr.  Wirt's  Life  of  Hekry,  now  so  justly  eulogized,  was,  at  a  time  when  it  had 
friends  to  make,  most  mercilessly  handled  by  the  North-American  itself.  It  would 
ahnost  seem  that  there  had  been  a  transmigration  of  souls  from  the  one  reviewer  to 
the  other;  as  the  objections  now  urged  against  me  were  then  urged  against  Mr. 
WiBT  with  still  greater  violence.  Scantiness  of  material  and  dearth  of  anecdotic 
were  our  mutual  misfortune ;  an  unskilfttl  use  and  arrangement  of  the  materials  were 
our  common  fault ;  while  Mr.  Wibt,  one  of  the  truly  great  men  of  the  country,  whom 
I  have  not  hesitated  to  compare  with  the  first  orators  of  the  world,  and  whose  literary 
taste  it  were  superfluous  to  endorse,  is  rebuked  for  his  disjointed  and  ill>proportio&ed 
attempt  to  describe  Mr.  Henry's  chief  excellence  as  an  orator.  Happy  am  I  that 
my  work  has  been  made  the  occasion  of  an  acknowledgment  of  the  change  that 
had  passed  over  the  spirit  of  the  North-American,  and  well  contented  that  my  insig- 
nificance should  be  lost  in  the  blaze  of  that  glory  that  properly  belongs  to  others. 
That  my  work  has  feults  I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  That  it  has  received  a  lai^e 
portion  of  approval  from  some  of  the  first  minds  in  the  country,  I  attribute  to  that 
*fooling  of  our  nature  which  ever  looks  kindly  upon  an  effort  to  discharge  a  duty  of 
affection  and  firiendship. 

'  Having  responded  to  the  Review  in  the  manner  my  judgment  dictated,  I  must 
be  allowed  to  congratulate  myself  upon  the  happy  coincidence  in  opinion  between 
myself  and  the  reviewer,  in  the  estimate  formed  of  Mr.  Pinkney,  in  the  character 
of  orator,  lawyer,  and  statesman.  To  the  proof:  page  three  hundred  and  fourth, 
number  one  hundred  and  sixty-three  of  the  North  American:  '  He  had  just  reached 
the  summit  of  oratorical  fame.'  '  He  took  at  once  and  with  ease  his  place  at  the 
head  of  the  American  bar.'  Page  two  hundred  and  seventy-second :  *  He  stood 
conspicuously  before  the  world  m  the  front  rank  of  American  statesmen.'  And 
concludes  in  these  words :  'He  had  not  outlived  his  legal  reputation,  and  ho  saiv 
no  rival  to  dispute  his  preeminence.'  Wiujax  Pisksw.' 
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LiTB  IK  Abyssinia  :  Being  Notes  collected  daring  Three  Tears'  Residence  and  TniYels 
in  that  Country.  Bjr  Makbpibld  Paaktms.  In  (iro  TolaiDes :  with  lUusirations.  New 
York :  D.  Applbton  and  Compant. 

While  the  question  whether  Alexandbr  Smith  is  or  is  not  a  great  poet  is 
still  an  open  one,  no  one  who  reads  the  volumes  before  us  will  be  inclined  to 
doubt  that  Mavsfisld  Parkyms  is  ^hcm  trareller.    Since  poor  Ruxtoh's 

*  Life  in  the  Far  West,'  we  hare  seen  no  more  readable  book  of  travels  than 
this.  '  From  a  child,'  sajs  our  author,  '  I  never  knew  a  good  dinner  from  a 
bad  one,  so  long  as  there  was  plenty :  and  this  is  a  taste,  or  rather  a  want 
of  taste,  almost  essential  to  a  traveller.'  *0f  course  a  man  who  cares  a  straw 
about  what  he  eats  should  never  travel  in  Africa.  It  is  not  sufScient  to  say 
I  can  eat  any  thing  that  is  dean  and  wholesome.  You  will  often  have  to  eat 
that  which  is  neither,  especially  the  former.  I  have  eaten  of  every  living 
thing  that  walketh,  flieth,  or  creepeth  —  lion,  leopard,  wolf,  cat,  hawk,  cro- 
codile, snake,  lizard,  etc.,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  say  what  dirty  messes  I 
have  at  times  been  obliged  to  put  up  with.' 

We  do  n*t  think  Mr.  Pakkytis  is  at  all  inclined  to  squcamishness  about  his 
food,  and  imagine  that  he  would  have  been  a  good  average  cannibal,  if  he 
had  been  brought  up  in  that  *  line  ef  life.'  But  he  had,  on  the  contrary,  a 
Christian  education,  and  we  attribute  to  this  circumstance  alone  the  fact 
that  he  has  not  given  us  in  his  comprehensive  bill-of-fare,  *  missionary,  on 
the  half-shell.'    We  find  farther  on,  however,  that  Mr.  Parktns  don't  like 

*  missionary.' 

Thinking  the  following  receipts  for  blood-letting,  etc.,  which  we  quote 
from  page  twenty-four,  may  be  useful  to  our  readers,  we  do  not  hesitate  to 
impart  them :  *  For  my  part,'  says  Mr.  Parktns,  *  I  have  never  been  bled, 
and  I  hope  I  never  shall,  especially  in  a  hot  climate.  Local  bleeding,  such  as  the 
natives  practise,  are  often  highly  advantageous,  and  firing  with  a  hot  iron, 
at  their  recommendation,  may  also  be  adopted.  For  severe  inflammation  of 
the  bowels,  when  you  cannot  bear  to  be  touched  on  the  part,  some  boiling 
water  poured  on  it  will  bo  a  ready  and  effective  blister,  a  wet  rag  being 
wrapped  round  in  a  ring,  to  confine  the  water  within  the  intended  limits* 
For  bad  snake-bites,  or  scorpion-stings,  bind  above  the  part  as  tightly  as 
possible,  and  cut  away  with  a  knife ;  then  apply  the  end  of  an  iron  ram-rod 
heated  to  a  white  heat  There  are,  however,  I  believe,  many  snakes 
whose  bites  can  scarcely  be  cured  any  how.' 

The  above  receipts  are  given  for  the  benefit  of  future  tourists  in  Abyssi- 
nia. Here  arc  some  hints  about  the  climate  of  that  delightful  country 
which  may  be  timely :  '  In  a  conversation  about  the  comparative  heat  of 
different  places,  an  officer  of  the  Indian  navy  remarked  that  he  believed 
Pondicherry  to  be  the  hottest  place  in  India,  but  still  that  it  was  nothing  to 
Aden,  while  again  Aden  was  a  trifle  to  Massawa.  Ue  compared  the  cli- 
mate of  the  first  to  a  hot  ba^ ;  that  of  the  second,  to  a  furnace ;  while  the 

third,  he  said,  could  be  equalled  in  temperature  by  nothing  but ,  a 

place  which  he  had  never  visited,  and  which  it  is  to  bo  hoped  neither  ho  nor 
any  of  us  will.' 
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Mr.  Pakktns  exhorts  those  who  have  satiated  themselyes  with  every  kind 
of  enjoyment  here,  to  leave  for  a  time  their  lives  of  luzurj,  shoulder  a  riJQe, 
and  try  a  few  months*  experience  of  hardship  in  a  hot  climate.  '  You  will 
suffer  much  at  first,  but  in  the  end  will  learn  what  true  enjoyment  is.  You 
will  sleep  soundly  when  you  throw  yourself  down  on  the  bare  ground, 
while  in  your  bed  of  down  at  homo  you  might  have  been  tossing  about  in 
a  fever  all  night  You  will  find  more  pleasure  in  a  draught  of  water,  even  if 
it  be  a  little  dirty,  or  flavored  with  tar  firom  the  leather  bag  in  which  it  has 
been  carried,  than  you  ever  did  in  the  choicest  wine  to  be  got  in  England. 
You  will  devour  a  half-burned  piece  of  gazelle,  and  find  it  more  palatable 
than  the  cuisine  of  the  greatest  gourmand  in  Paris.  And,  as  for  fruit,  it  is 
true  we  have  none  to  speak  of  in  Abyssinia,  but  a  good  raw  onion  is  not  a 
bad  thing  by  way  of  luncheon.'  We  counsel  our  readers  to  procure  these 
travels  and  read  them ;  but  do  n*t  all  go  off  to  Abyssinia  at  once ;  some  of 
our  *  constant  readers '  cannot  well  bo  spared  from  home. 


pHOTOGRApmc  Views  op  Egypt,  Past  and  Present.    By  Josbph  P.  Thoupson.    In  one 
volume :  pp.  858.    Boston :  John  P.  Jbwett  and  Company. 

The  author  of  this  volume  is  well  known  to  our  metropolitan  public  as  an 
eloquent  and  popular  clergyman,  attached  to  the  *  Tabernacle '  Congrega- 
tional Church :  and  he  has  shown  in  these  pages  that  he  writes  as  well  as 
ho  preaches.  *  In  the  month  of  January,  1853,*  says  our  author,  in  a  brief 
and  well-written  preface,  *  I  found  myself  afloat  upon  the  Nile.  Six  month.s 
before,  I  had  left  New-York  in  the  uncertainty  of  pulmonary  disease,  to  try 
the  benefit  of  a  year  of  travel  in  more  genial  climes.  The  balmy  air  ol' 
Egypt  brought  healing  to  my  lungs,  and  with  this  came  an  almost  boyi.>^h 
gush  of  life;  so  that  in  the  soul,  as  in  the  outer  world,  it  was  the  *  Season  oS' 
Vegetation '  after  the  *  Season  of  the  Waters.'  For  three  months  the  light 
of  each  *  morning  without  clouds*  pictured  in  the  mind  the  scenery  of  iUv 
Nile,  the  passing  scenes  of  Egyptian  life,  and  the  lingering  monuments  i^t' 
Egyptian  history,  in  lines  that  can  never  bo  effaced ;  and  in  the  abundant 
leisure  of  boat-life  these  views  were  transferred  from  the  mind  to  paper. 
Each  view  was  taken  by  the  light  which  itself  threw  upon  the  mind ;  photo- 
graphed by  the  outward  upon  the  inward,  and  again  transferred  from  the 
inward  to  the  outw?.rd.  These  impressions,  as  taken  at  the  time,  wero  laid 
by  for  future  reference ;  and  now  the  whole  arc  bound  together  in  a  volume 
for  whoever  cares  to  look  at  life-pictures  of  a  distant  land.  If  the  picture  i> 
gay  or  grotesque,  it  is  because  the  reality  was  gay  or  grotesque ;  if  the  pic- 
ture is  sombre,  it  is  because  the  reality  was  sombre.  If  in  turning  over 
these  leaves  any  shall  find  innocent  amusement  for  a  passing  hour,  the  hum- 
ble copyist  of  Nature  will  be  glad  of  such  a  measure  of  success  in  transfer- 
ring her  mirthful  phases ;  if  any  shall  be  saddened  by  these  life-plcturi  s, 
why  he  too  was  often  sad  at  seeing,  under  the  sunniest  sky,  deeper  shadows 
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than  clouds  can  throw;  if  any  shall  find  instruction  in  the  pictures,  he  will 
!» '  thankful  that  he  did  not  sec  and  study  Egypt  for  himself  alone.  For 
this,  his  first  attempt  in  the  photography  of  nature,  of  history,  and  of 
human  life,  his  only  claim  is  that  the  pictures  are  faithful ;  taken  as  they 
were,  and  given  as  they  were  taken.*  Although  books  of  travel  in  Egypt 
have  somewhat  multiplied  of  late  months,  we  have  yet  met  with  no  one  of 
them  which  possessed  more  interest  than  the  volume  under  notice.  The  style 
is  easy  and  flowing,  and  being  a  ready  and  accurate  observer,  the  author 
could  not  well  avoid  making  an  entertaining  and  instructive  book.  The 
iUustrfttions  of  the  volume,  which  are  very  well  engraved,  are  copied  chiefly 
from  the  works  of  Bartlbtt  and  Lane,  which  in  this  respect  are  the  com- 
mon plunder  of  American  authors. 


Nt/ns  rBoy  tub  Letters  or  Thomas  Moork  to  bis  Mnsic-Publishor,  James  Powrr. 
With  an  Introductory  Letter  from  Thomas  CRorroN  Crokcr,  Esq.,  F.S.A.  la  one 
rolume:  pp.  176.    New- York:  J.  S.  Rbdfikld. 

The  publication  of  this  work  was  suppressed  in  London,  and  it  is  quite 
easy  to  see  why :  for  it  represents  the  gay  poet  and  pet  of  the  aristocratic 
circles  of  London  as  a  very  diflerent  man  from  the  tender,  sensitive  and 
tmsclfish  genius  which  his  friends  delighted  to  depict  him.  Mr.  Crofton 
Croker,  in  an  extended  letter  to  the  American  publisher,  expresses  great 
dissatisfaction  with  the  course  adopted  by  Lord  John  Russell,  in  his  memoirs 
of  the  poet,  in  clipping  his  correspondence,  and  thereby  injuring  the  reputa- 
tion of  persons  who  were  Moore^s  warmest  friends  and  benefactors,  at  n 
time  when  he  needed  them  most.  Complaints  are  made  of  many  painful 
and  un£&ir  paragraphs  having  been  allowed  to  appear,  which  should  have 
been  suppressed :  '  Moork's  autobiography  of  his  boyhood,  full  of  childish 
reminiscences,  has  been  printed  by  the  noble  editor  of  the  poef  s  remains 
without  any  attempt  to  explain  or  illustrate  it.  From  documentary  evidence , 
which  could  easily  have  been  procured,  it  can  be  shown  to  be  most  unsatis- 
factory and  deceptive,  to  use  no  harsher  word.*  Kecords  are  left  in  Moore's  . 
diary  especially,  that  do  tho  greatest  injustice  to  the  memory  of  ^Honest 
Jamis  Power,'  his  music-publisher,  with  whom  he  had  passed  twenty-five 
years  of  the  closest  professed  friendship  on  Moore's  part.  The  rupture 
between  them  was  occasioned  by  a  business-affair:  ^BIoore,  after  fourteen 
years  of  procrastination  in  facing  pecuniary  difficulties,  through  whicl. 
Power  helped  him  to  flounder  creditably,  at  last  takes  courage  to  look  int<; 
them ;  and,  in  doing  so,  &ncied  that  he  discovered  an  improper  charge  \r. 
long-gtanding-over  accounts,  by  an  annual  payment  made  to  another  for 
doing  that  which  Moore  himself  was  unable  or  unwilling  to  perform.'  'Aru 
that 's  the  way  the  quarrel  began.'  Particulars  in  relation  to  this  affair,  wit}i 
numerous  passages  from  Moore's  letters  concerning  this  and  other  matters, 
make,  as  we  have  said,  an  interesting  brochure^  which  will  be  read  with  even 
more  interest  in  England  than  in  this  country. 


EDITOR'S      TABLE. 


Lbtter  from  the  late  Editor  of  tub  *  Bunkum  Plao-Staff.' — ^  We  havf 
intercepted  the  following  letter,  on  its  way  to  the  present  editor  of  the  'JFTajr- 
Staffs  monthly  gazette,  published  at  Biinkum,  Long*Island,  of  which  the 
Writer  is  now  its  regular  Nebraska  correspondent  It  will  be  seen  that  Mr. 
Wagstaff,  the  former  able  and  popular  manager  of  that  renowned  sheet, 
has  become  a  ^ Sjj'ir it ual  Medium  ;'*  and  that  his  *  experiments)'  since  tht 
accidental  discovery  of  his  wonderful  power,  have  been  of  a  very  extraordi 
nary  character : 

'  Dear  Brother:  There  is  one  thing  you  never  took  me  for.  I  'm  a  tMJwni  —  u 
writing,  tipping,  knocking,  rapping  and  spewing  mcjum ;  which  is  as  true  as  the 
iN'obrasky  bill  has  passed  both  houses.  I  send  you  the  partick'lers  for  the  ^Siaff^*  of 
which  I  liavo  seen  no  copies  for  some,  years,  because  the  country  out  here  is  yet 
wild  and  sour,  but  I  suppose  the  ^Staff^  is  still  itself — a  poplar  mejum  of  informa- 
tion in  your  parts.  It  was  an  excellent  paper  when  I  took  it,  eontainin'  the  best 
readin'  and  about  tlie  best  organ  for  patent-medicines  and  such  like  that  I  pretty 
near  almost  ever  seen.  It  ought  to  cirkelato  some  out  here,  as  it  will  bo  I  think. 
when  we  get  our  saw-mill  agoin',  up  to  which  time  we  are  pretty  much  at  a  stand- 
ritill. 

'  But  I  was  going  to  tell  you  about  my  being  a  '  mojum.'  The  other  night  I  was 
sittin'  alone  in  my  log-cabin,  and  had  fastened  the  latch,  and  was  pulling  off  my 
stockings  on  the  chest,  having  just  wound  up  my  silver  watch,  which  almost 
skeered  me,  it  ticked  so  loud,  and  eat  a  potatoo,  and  went  and  put  my  pocket-book 
'.nto  the  bureau-drawer,  when,  what  should  I  hear  in  that  still  hour  of  the  mid- 
night hour,  but  three  raps.  Says  I,  jumpin'  up,  with  the  blood  rushin'  about  my 
licart,  'Who's  tharV 

'  No  answer.  I  thought  it  was  an  Indian,  with  a  Tommy  Hawk,  coming  to  scol- 
lop me.  'Who's  thar?  '  Tlien  I  Iioard  the  falls.  Wo  have  some  considorahle 
water-falls  near  here,  and  with  that  I  got  into  bed  and  popped  out  the  lantern,  and 
flulcied  myself  safe  in  Main-street,  Bunkum,  when  what  should  I  hear  again  but 
tlireo  loud  knocks,  which  made  my  heart  leap  up  into  my  mouth.  I  jumped  up, 
and  struck  a  match,  and  looked  out  of  tho  window,  expecting  an  Indian,  but  could  n*l 
ace  any  thing,  when  suddenly  the  thouglit  struck  mo,  Tm  a  mejum  /'  Says  I, 
bracing  myself  up  against  the  bed-post,  '  If  any  of  my  departed  friends  have  como 
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fitxn  the  seyenth  heaven  to  this  miserable  digging,  where  a  saw-mill  is  not  yet 
flBtahliBhed,  will  thej  please  to  knodc  again  three  times,  by  way  of  a  firmation  ? ' 

*  Scaroe  had  I  done  so  when  I  thought  my  log-cabin  would  be  pretty  near 
knocked  down.  '  Thai  pint  is  settled,'  thought  I.  *I  'm  glad  it  isn't  an  Injun. 
Now  let  *8  prick  up  the  lamp,  and  knock  off  the  al&bet : 

**A?'  •No.'  *B?'  'No.'  *C?'  'No.'  *D?'  No.'  *B,  P,  J?'  Rap,  rap, 
rap.    *0?'     Rap,  rap,  rap.    'Well,  let  the  Seph  go.     It's  Joseph,  isn't  it?' 

Rap,  n^  rap.      »A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  P,  G,  H,  I,  J,  K,  L,  M,  N,  0,  P ' Rap,  rap, 

r^  t  '  P,'  says  I,  *  I  'm  glad  it  is  n't  an  Injun.  What  s  the  nset  of  wastin'  time. 
It 's  Joseph  Pipkins,  is  n't  it  ? '  Rap,  rap,  rap  1  •I  thought  so.  Well,  Joseph, 
what  do  you  mean  by  coming  to  my  hut  at  this  time  of  night  ?  I  always  treated 
you  well,  did  n't  I  ? '  Rap,  rap,  rap  1  *  Now  tell  me ;  if  you  are  in  the  seventh  . 
heaven  you  will  rap  again  three  times.'  To  tliis  interrogatory  of  mine  Joseph 
relumed  no  answer,  and  I  heard  only  the  ticking  of  my  watch  (bought  for  fifteen 
dollars  in  your  town)  and  the  soundin'  of  the  water-&lls.  Says  I  to  him,  'Are  you 
in  a  low  sphere  ?  If  so,  have  the  obleeging  condescension  to  rap  only  oncet  at  the 
head  of  my  bed-stead,'  which  he  did  so. 

'  The  fact  is,  he  ust  to  be  a  bad  neighbor  of  mine,  and  a  disgraceful  fellow,  who 
was  killed  in  a  riotous  tumuh,  while  dashing  about  in  a  fit  of  the  delirian  trimeng 
with  a  bowie-knife  in  his  hand.  Said  I  to  him,  *  Joseph,  go  home ; '  and  he  went, 
80  that  I  was  troubled  with  no  more  knockings  for  that  night 

*  This  circumstance  led  me  to  a  good  deal  of  reflection,  and,  among  other  things, 
that  a  great  many  low  spirits,  who  had  ah*eady  cursed  this  earth,  and  who  wam't 
able,  on  any  wings  that  they  had,  to  aspire  any  higher,  were  very  willing  to  come 
back  here  and  hover  about  iheir  old  haunts.  At  the  same  time  they  could  n't  do 
so  if  they  did  n't  find  certain  uneasy  folks,  without  any  Christian  faith,  still  willing 
to  dalible  in  the  ancient  and  wicked  crime  of  witchcraft  On  these  people  they 
impose  most  shamefully,  signing  themselves  *  George  Washington,'  or  '  Dannel 
Websteb,  or  'your  affectionate  wife,'  or  by  whatever  signature  you  please.  You 
may  depend  upon  it,  my  dear  brother,  that  it  is  all  folly  for  people  to  be  botherin' 
their  heads  so  much  about  the  fiitur',  and  teasing  and  goadin'  their  minds  about  it, 
so  long  as  they  will  do  up  accordin'  to  righteous  laws  the  business  of  the  present 
day.  Let  'em  be  good  men  this  morning,  and  ten  to  one  they  will  not  be  miserable 
to-morrow  morning.  What  do  you  want  of  more  revelations  than  what  you  have  ? 
Ain't  we  flesh  and  blood,  and  ain't  we  made  to  associate  with  flesh  and  blood? 
Most  certainly.  Go  to  work.  Plough  your  field.  Love  God.  Love  your  neigh- 
bor.   Fulfill  the  duties  of  your  present  sphere. 

'  The  fack  is^  we  want  to  know  too  much  and  to  do  too  little.  You  do  n't  want 
to  have  any  think  to  do  with  spirits,  until  you  get  to  be  a  spirit  yourseUl  Be  indus- 
trious ;  be  virtuous,  and  you  >^ill  be  happy.  Day-time  wam't  made  to  dream  in. 
Xot  at  alL  If  I  am  a  mejum,  it  will  be  a  mejum  of  common-sense,  and  I  do  n't 
want  to  see  the  slavery  of  superstition  settin'  its  cloven  foot  on  the  Nebraska  Ter- 
ritory before  we  get  the  first  crop  of  com  reaped.  If  these  dictates  appear  to  you 
aooordingly,  I  wish  you  would  give  them  a  slight  insertion  into  the  ^Staff^^  and  say 
that  your  brother  Waqstaff  done  it.  I  was  the  fust  settler  here,  and  when  I  see 
Uie  spirit-rappings  comin'  where  we  want  nothin'  but  solid  materials,  I  felt  mad. 
We  do  n't  want  dreamers  here ;  we  want  good  hard  workers.  We  want  bone, 
and  muscle,  and  sinoos,  and  not  spirits^  and,  least  of  all,  ardent  spirits.  I  wish 
that  people  would  be  more  teetotal  than  what  they  are.  Tell  Mr.  Greelet  to 
include  all  vagrom  spirits,  wh^  go  roaming  abeout  the  confines  of  creation,  in  the 

VOL.   XLIV.  13 


192  Editor's  Table,  [August, 

pledge,  and  then  we  will  get  some  signatoors  out  here.  Squire  Bikklbt  will  sign 
it ;  all  the  men  who  are  to  work  at  the  saw-mill  sliail  sign  it ;  I  ^viU  sign  it;  whicli 
will  make  a  host  No  school-master  shall  come  here  who  believes  in  spiritual-rap- 
pings  ;  no  judge  who  believes  in  it  I  won't  stay  here  myself  if  I  believe  in  it  It 
ain't  the  place  for  me,  and  I  will  turn  myself  out  of  the  place  before  I  will  do  it 

'  I  have  written  the  above  because  they  are  thinking  of  getting  up  a  circle  of 
spiritualists  here,  almost  before  we  have  got  a  circle  of  acquaintance.  When  will 
common-sense  grow  and  multiply  ?  The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous  but  the  laborers 
are  few.  Grentlemen,  here  are  millions  of  fertile  acres  waiting  for  the  com  to  be 
put  in,  and  instead  of  rolling  up  your  shirt-sleeves  for  the  undertaking  you  are 
wool-gathering  in  the  clouds.  Pshaw !  I  will  have  a  different  state  of  things  in 
this  section,  at  least  when  my  saw-mill  is  done.  Toura^ 

*  P.  Scrip.  —  In  my  next  I  will  describe  a  wision.  Wagstaff.' 


*  Frauds  upon  thb  Turnpike  ' :  a  Reminiscence. — Mr.  Jacob  S.  Tbux,  the 
writer  of  the  capital  story  of  ^Ugly  as  Sin^^  in  our  last  number,  (which  we 
perceive  is  going  the  rounds  of  the  universal  press,)  sends  us  the  annexed 
sketch  of  ^Frauds  upon  the  Tumpihe^^  which,  although  in  a  different  vein 
from  the  preceding  article,  will  be  found  equally  attractive : 

'  I  WONDER,  old  friend  Markham,  st^d  and  sombre  dad  clergyman  that  you  are 
now,  whether  you  ever  recall,  as  I  do,  our  summer's  trip  to  the  White  Mountains 
ton  or  a  dozen  years  ago ;  and  whether  you  would  have  any  serious  objection  to  my 
relating  an  incident  or  two  of  it  compiled  from  my  journal,  which,  written  in  a  dear, 
boyish  round-hand,  now  lies  before  me.  After  all,  there  is  little  to  blush  at  My 
father,  as  good  a  man  as  you  are,  only  laughed  when  I  told  him  the  story,  and 
remarked  that  Poverty  had  its  franchises  as  well  as  Wealth. 

*  A  journey  to  those  mountains  now  is  a  different  thing  fVom  wliat  it  was  in  our 
Freshman  days.  The  early  traveller  fix>m  your  parsonage  dreams  coolly  at  night 
under  the  shadow  of  Mount  Washington,  and  an  extra  night  upon  the  Sound  puts 
me  in  the  same  enviable  position ;  but  then,  short  as  the  lapse  of  time  has  been,  it 
was  an  experiment  to  be  thought  of  and  canvassed  in  soberness,  and  with  careful 
financial  calculation.  For  us,  with  our  purses  in  their  usual  collapsed  state,  it  was 
indeed  hazardous ;  but  we  risked  it.  Not  however  in  stage-coaches  and  by  the 
beaten  track — that  was  out  of  the  question.  Nor  could  we  walk;  for  unless  a  thing 
of  that  sort  is  done  in  style,  you  know,  we  might  as  well  stay  at  home.  Many  a 
scheme  was  discussed,  and  more  than  one  fruitless  appeal  for  additional  money  went 
home  to  our  paternal  roofk.  At  last  there  came  to  my  memory  an  old  buggy  of 
my  father's,  battered  and  worn  with  parochial  visits,  but  still  defying  storms  and 
rocky  roads,  and  at  the  same  moment  I  bethought  myself  of  a  venerable  horse, 
discarded  early  in  the  spring,  by  reason  of  lameness  and  manifold  disorders,  fh>m  a 
dashing  stage  Ime,  who  had  since  gained  a  precarious  subsistence  by  the  grassy 
highways  of  my  native  town,  and  in  whom  I  knew  by  stolen  experience  in  vaca- 
tion, the  fire  of  youth  and  of  the  andent  days  of  grain  was  not  entirely  quenched. 

'How  f^esh  and  beautifhl  that  July  morning  was,  when,  thus  equipped,  we 
proudly  left  the  andent  town  of  ToddvOle  1  How  gaily  our  stiff-jointed  steed 
pranced,  as  if  overjoyed  at  his  return  to  traces  and  slavery !  Our  spirits  were  as 
light  as  our  garments,  and  I  remember  the  latter  were  rather  too  light  for  the  cold. 
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damp  mists  of  the  Merrimack.  But  the  ghostly  fog  Taniahed  at  the  smell  of  the 
moniiDg  air,  and  the  hot  smi  was  beating  upon  us  as  we  stopped  at  a  roadside 
hotel  Twenty  miles  before  breakfast — that  was  a  feat  to  boast  o^  and  here  it  is 
in  my  journal,  followed  by  an  ezdamation-point. 

'But  it  was  after  breakfast  that  our  journey  and  our  pleasure  began  m  earnest 
Emandpated  from  the  daily  drudgery  of  study,  happy  in  each  other's  society,  and 
in  the  anticipation  of  the  wonders  which  we  were  to  see,  there  was  not  a  hUl,  a 
rode,  or  a  tree,  but  was  full  of  interest  for  us ;  not  an  incident  but  was  food  for 
mirth.  Oh  I  Father  Time  I  Father  Ton:  I  I  could  forgive  the  hateiiil  crow's-feet  even 
now  yisible  in  the  comers  of  my  eyes,  I  could  pardon  you  my  grizzled  hair,  my 
symptoms  of  dyspepsia,  and  the  many  hard  knocks  and  rubs  you  have  brought  me, 
would  you  but  restore  again  the  capacity  for  enjoyment  and  the  fondness  for  merri- 
ment I  had  but  twelve  short  years  ago.  A  country  girl,  with  dress  unhooked 
behind,  was  combing  her  hair  at  a  window  dose  by  the  wayside.  Our  buggy  stole 
along  the  sandy  road  unheard,  and  we  extemporized  an  eye-glass  each  with  our 
Iialf-closed  hands.  How  quick  her  rosy  flush  and  her  start  when  she  was  aware 
of  us;  and  how  ludicrous  her  half-careless  half-frightened  return  to  the  window, 
as  though  she  was  n't  to  be  out-faced  by  us,  and  it  was  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of^ 
after  alL  Our  carriage,  too  confidently  trusted,  broke  down.  What  bursts  of  mer- 
riment there  were,  as  we  trudged  .painfblly  under  the  blazing  sun,  to  the  next 
bkicksmith*s  shop  I  Markham,  from  the  buggy,  addressed  a  few  remarks  to  the 
imnates  of  a  country  school,  and  would  have  done  himself  credit  had  not  the 
windows  nearest  the  road  been  suddenly  and  violently  shut  by  a  blushing  and 
demure  school-mistress.  We  roared  a  comic  song  with  the  full  strength  of  our  lungs 
as  we  drove  through  the  quiet  streets  and  past  the  yellow-painted  houses  of  the 
Shaker  village  at  Enfield.  Our  team,  as  we  with  pardonable  vanity  called  him,  was 
a  never-iailing  source  of  amusement  The  old  horse,  doubtless  remembering  his  once 
august  position  as  a  leader  of  a  six-horse  stage,  used  to  dash  up  to  every  tavern,  as 
if  in  the  crazy  vehicle  behind  him  he  heard  again  the  aristocratic  rattle  of  the  coach 
boxes,  or  the  crack  of  the  driver's  whip.  Then  Maskham  or  I  would  step  gravely 
and  calmly  out,  feel  with  a  knowing  air  the  animal's  warm  sidea  examine  one  of 
his  hoo&  (no  matter  which  one)  anxiously  as  though  in  some  little  doubt  about  that 
lameness,  graciously  present  the  hostler  with  a  *  remuneration'  for  wetting  his 
mouth,  purchase  a  cigar  and  drive  off  at  a  decidedly  slower  pace  than  we  drove  up. 
Now,  whenever  there  chanced  to  be  two  hotels  in  the  same  village,  this  mvariablc 
practice  of  our  steed  was  both  inconvenient  and  expensive,  but  we  always  3riclded 
to  it,  not  only  because  we  were  obliged  to,  but  because  we  never  could  eradicate 
from  our  minds  the  pleasing  idea  that  we  were  an  object  of  curiosity  and  interest  to 
the  tavern  loungers.  I  think,  to  this  day,  that  we  were  so,  though  perhaps  the 
interest  was  less  akin  to  envy  than  we  then  supposed. 

*  Once,  however,  our  hilarity  received  a  sudden,  and  for  the  time  an  effectual 
check.  We  were  at  dinner  —  where,  or  on  which  day  of  our  journey  up,  I  have 
forgotten,  and  the  incident  is  not  mentioned  in  my  journal.  It  was  after  the  regular 
hour,  and  of  course  we  were  dining  alone.  Emboldened  by  each  other's  counte- 
nance, we  made  ourselves  at  home.  Maekham  stupefied  the  landlord  by  calling 
lustily  for  mountain  oysters,  stewed  owls,  devilled  frogs,  and  other  like  delicacies 
unheard  of  in  that  region  before.  We  jocosely  complained  that  every  thing  was 
cold  save  the  butter.  We  drank  eight  or  ten  cups  of  tea  each,  (I  wonder  if  they 
have  tea  at  dinner  still  in  New-Hampshire,)  that  we  might  have  an  excuse  for 
summoning  the  landlord's  daughter,  who  was  pretty,  as  oil  girls  then  seemed  to  me. 
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We  were  just  pledging  each  other  in  a  brimming  eauoer  of  the  beverage,  and 
ezproBsing  loudly  our  determination  to  imbibe  a  willie-waught,  when  I  glanced 
toward  the  open  door.  There,  gazing  upon  us,  with  a  look  of  doubtful  recognition 
juflt  breaking  over  his  dark  features,  stood  Professor  B ^  while  over  his  shoul- 
der peered  another  &ce,  which  I  well  knew  could  only  belong  to  the  long  limbs  of 

^.  B ^  the  German  tutor.     The  thought  that  the  commencement  of  the 

next  term  would  see  us  both  for  the  first  time  in  the  clutches  of  these  gentlemen 
fell  upon  us  with  crashing  and  saddening  weight,  and  finished  at  once  our  dinner 
and  our  te&  The  Professor  and  Tutor,  who  were  returning  fix>m  an  excursion 
similar  to  ours,  passed  on,  leaving  us  in  a  state  of  painful  uncertainty  as  to  whether 
we  were  known.  But  they  had  marked  us,  and  I  have  always  found  in  that  fact 
the  reason  why  we  were  both  marked  so  low  in  Latin  and  German  during  the 
whole  of  our  Sophomore  year. 

'  I  asked  you,  my  old  friend,  if  you  ever  recall  this  excuraon  ?  How  foolish  the 
question.  Does  your  your  wife  never  allude,  with  a  roguish  eye,  to  that  night  when 
we  drove  up,  dusty  and  tired,  to  the  dingy  and  confined  Flume  House,  (now,  I 
learn,  no  more?)  Does  she  never  speak  of  the  free-and-easy  way  in  which  you 
introduced  yourself,  and  joined  her  party?  Has  she  forgotten  the  next  morning's 
long  walk  ajound  the  Flume  and  Pool?  It  was  hard  work  in  those  days,  climbing 
along  those  rugged  and  precipitous  paths,  and  females  needed  constant  and  unre- 
mitting attention.  I  presume  it  is  so  in  some  degree  stilL  But  if  those  drcum- 
stanoes  have  escaped  her  memory,  I  know  she  yet  laughs  at  that  stupid  mistake  of 
the  hostler  in  bringing  out  our  sorry  steed  (he  had  begun  to  feci  pretty  stiff  and 
lame  in  the  morning  by  that  time)  before  her  father's  smart  and  lively  equipage 
was  ready.  It  was  useless  to  assure  the  party  that  his  disorder  was  only  a  founder ; 
I  see  now  the  twinkle  of  their  eyes  and  the  pursing  of  their  lips  as  they  passed  us, 
turning  homeward.  Then  only,  during  that  fortnight  of  fun,  did  I  see  Markham 
annoyed.  He  muttered,  as  we  climbed  the  hill  back  of  the  house,  '  We  should  have 
left  hereafter.' 

'Happy  days  were  those  which  we  passed  at  Tom  Obawford's,  enlivened  by  his 
rough  wit,  and  cheered  but  not  inebriated  by  some  fine  old  cider  that  we  were 
vain  enough  to  believe  he  only  bestowed  upon  particular  friends.  By  day  we 
wandered  over  the  craggy  mountains  and  by  the  well-stocked  trout-brooks,  and  by 
night  we  called  forth  the  answering  spirits  firom  their  caves  with  Tom's  long  tin 
horn.  We  escorted  chance  females,  pretty  and  otherwise,  to  the  various  interesting 
spots  around  his  tavern.  We  flattered  ourselves  for  a  time,  that  we  were  the 
choice  spirits  of  his  establishment,  and  that  the  shadow  of  Mount  Washington 
would  fall  darker  and  drearier,  when,  regretted  and  remembered,  we  should  turn 
our  faces  homeward. .  Ko  one  saw  the  fearful  inroads  which  time  was  making  on 
purses  whose  constitution  was  naturally  weak ;  no  one,  not  even  Crawford  him- 
self|  dreamed  that  our  careless  faces  but  concealed  the  gnawing  anxiety  that  was 
destroying  our  inward  peace.  But  it  was  soon  over.  One  night  Markham  visited 
me  in  my  room,  his  brow  wore  an  unquiet  look,  his  manner  was  perturbed  and 
anxious. 

'Here  follow  in  my  diary  two  or  three  pages  of  financial  statistics  and  mathe- 
matical calculations  which  it  would  be  useless  to  transcribe,  partly  because  they 
are  wholly  uninteresting,  and  partly  because,  even  to  me,  they  are  utterly  unintel- 
ligibla  It  is  enough  to  say  that  we  fairly  and  honorably  discharged  oar  liabilitlea, 
started  for  home  the  next  day  by  a  different  route,  and  the  morning  after  found 
ourselves  and  our  team  some  forty  miles  fit)m  Concord,  where  we  could  obtain  a 
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supply  of  money,  with  exactly  seyenty-fiye  cents  remaining  of  the  joint  stock. 
Ve  felicitated  ourselves  extremely  on  the  nice  economy  which  had  so  exactly 
measured  our  finances,  and  as  Marehau  lectured  with  mock  gravity  on  the  sweet 
uses  of  adversity,  our  spirits,  which  had  been  somewhat  sunken  for  a  day  or  two, 
rose  again.  The  sum  was  precisely  what  we  wanted ;  fifty  cents  would  procure 
our  dinners,  a  nine-pence  (that  is,  twelve-and-a-half  cents)  would  purchase  four  quarts 
of  oats  and  hay  ad  ItbituTn^  and  the  remaining  nine-pence  was  good  for  fbur  cigars. 
Not  only  necessaries  but  luxuries  were  thus  at  our  command.  Tnily  we  were  not 
yet  empty  enough  to  mng  in  the  presence  of  the  highwayman. 

'  But  the  forty  miles  were  not  yet  reduced  to  thirty  when  a  shadow  fell  across 
our  path,  which  I  would  willingly  forget  It  was  a  toll-bar,  which  strong  and 
wide,  stretched  grimly  across  the  road,  looking  like  one  of  those  family  gibbets  built 
in  the  good  old  days  to  accommodate  a  baker's  dozen  at  a  time.  But  the  ostensible 
object  of  the  gallows  was  to  prevent  sorrow  and  extirpate  crime ;  this  cross-bar 
brought  more  woe  upon  us,  and  led  us  into  more  sin,  I  verily  believe,  than  the  leaf- 
less tree  has  ever  prevented.  May  the  young  be  warned  by  our  remorse  1  *  How 
much? '  I  asked  in  a  voice  slightly  trembling  with  emotion.  "We  were  appalled  at 
the  reply.  Five-sixths  of  our  precious  hoard  were  remorselessly  swept  away  by 
that  dirty-bosomed  female's  answer.  We  remonstrated,  but  in  vain.  We  denounced 
the  demand  as  extortionate ;  she  was  inured  to  complaint  We  threatened  to 
niquire  at  head-quarters ;  she  quietly  pointed  to  the  printed  rates  which  formed  one 
side  of  her  toll-house.  It  was  too  true — a  horse  and  covered  carriage  could  pass 
that  gate  only  upon  the  disbursement  of  sixty-two  and  a  half  cents.  It  was  some- 
thing, however,  to  be  assured  that  the  payment  of  this  sum  protected  us  fi-om  any 
farther  demands  until  wo  reached  our  resting-place.  We  had  saved  enough  ftx)m 
the  wreck  of  our  fortune  to  insure  us  the  grain.  The  health  of  our  steed  was  entirely 
too  delicate  to  allow  us  to  forget  him.  but  our  dinner  and  cigars  had  vanished. 

*  *  What  is  that  ? '  I  exclaimed  suddenly  to  Markham,  when  we  had  passed  over 
in  unbroken  silence  about  five  miles  more  of  that  expensive  turnpike.  Two  tall 
uprights,  connected  by  a  cross-bar,  a  little  shanty  by  their  side,  and  another  dirty- 
bosomed  woman  knitting  in  the  door-way,  started  up  like  foot-pads  in  the  road  ahead. 
*Hush  I '  said  Markham  fiercely.  I  glanced  at  my  companion.  His  face  was  deathly 
pale,  but  wore  an  air  of  determination  and  recklessness  such  as  Macbeth  might  have 
ifaown  when,  like  us,  be  was  impelled  to  crime  by  a  force  he  could  not  resist. 
*  There  is  no  other  way,'  muttered  Maekham,  as  we  saw  that  the  gate  was  open. 
He  gave  the  horse  a  blow  which  must  have  brought  back  to  him  vivid  recollections 
of  staging  in  heavy  weather,  aud  as  the  animal  darted  forward,  ho  leaned  over  to 
me  and  commenced  reciting  with  eager  animation  the  first  book  of  the  Biad,  to 
which  I  bent  forward  with  rapt  attention  to  listen.  As  we  passed  the  gate,  I 
heard  a  female  voice.  It  is  a  sound  that  is  seldom  without  its  charms  to  me,  but  at 
that  moment  the  grand  hexameters  of  Homer  prevailed.  Her  music  became  an 
octavo  or  two  higher,  but  the  song  of  the  sirens  would  not  have  stopped  us  then* 
In  a  moment,  however,  a  deep  bass  voice  joined  in  the  melody,  and,  stealthily 
looking  behind,  I  saw  a  brawny  man  bearing  down  upon  us,  at  a  rate  which 
threatened  soon  to  outstrip  that  of  our  already  wearied  horse.  We  were  gently 
tiying  to  increase  his  speed,  when  a  shrill  tenor  on  our  right,  proceeding  from  a 
healthy-looking  stripling,  who  was  rapidly  cutting  across  lots  to  interoept  us,  made 
the  concert  complete.  Under  these  circumstances  a  hasty  council  of  war  was  held, 
and  we  decided  to  stop. 

*  *  Sorry  to  disturb  you  so  much,  my  fiionds,  for  so  trifling  a  matter/  said  Mark* 
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HAH,  with  hia.tisual  urbanity,  when  the  three,  puffing  and  angiy,  had  gathered 
around  u& 

'  *  So  you  wanted  to  run  the  gate,  you  young  rascals,  did  you  ? '  politely  inquired 
the  basso  of  the  troupe. 

' '  And  tried  to  run  over  me  too,  the  nasty  villains,'  said  the  soprano,  'and  me  a 
setting  quiet  on  the  bar.' 

'  *  We  were  told  a  few  miles  back,'  returned  Mabkhabi,  with  imperturbable  good 
nature,  'that  there  were  no  more  gates  to  run.' 

"Now  drat  that  Naxce  Buttebfield,'  said  the  prima  donna^  'isn't  she  the  big- 
gest liar  that  ever  was  raised  in  these  parts  ? ' 

'  It  was  their  turn  now  to  hold  a  council  of  war,  and  I  began  to  tremble  at  its 
probable  result ;  but  the  politeness  and  good  humor  of  my  companion  prevailed, 
and  upon  the  payment  of  the  trifling  sum  of  twclve-and-arhalf  cents,  we  were  at 
last  suffered  to  depart,  not,  however,  without  a  parting  lecture  more  forcible  than 
complimentary  from  the  lady  keeper,  who  had  from  the  first  been  strongly  in  fovor 
of  applying  to  our  case  the  extreme  rigor  of  the  law.  0  woman  1  worthy  when 
obeyed,  of  all  the  praises  poets  and  lovers  heap  upon  thee,  how  thy  sweet  milk  of 
human  kindness  turns  to  bonny-dabber  when  thy  calls  or  thy  entreaties  are  slighted 
and  despised  1 

*  And  now  the  cloud  which  had  been  for  days  threatening  and  growing  in  our 
sight  had  spread  and  thickened  until  it  overspread  our  entire  horizon.  We  were 
strangers  in  a  strange  land,  forlorn  and  penniless.  Visions  of  future  toll-gates 
obtruded  themselves  upon  our  imaginations,  but  we  talked  of  them  dreamily,  as  the 
traveller  speaks  of  a  possible  accident  by  railway,  with  his  mind  not  fully  made  up  as 
to  the  course  proper  to  be  adopted.  A  worse  evil  we  felt  was  about  to  befal  ua, 
which  for  a  time  neither  dared  to  mention  to  the  other,  but  as  the  morning  wore  on, 
the  hungry  looks  of  Makeiham  glaring  upon  me  and  my  no  less  ravenous  responses, 
told  the  tale  our  lips  refbsed  to  utter.  On  our  joyous  journey  up,  we  had  thought  it 
little  to  call  at  a  farm-house,  fare  sumptuously,  we  and  our  horse  together,  and  leave 
our  entertainers  with  numberless  expressions  of  regard  and  invitations  to  repay  the 
visit  at  our  airy  mansion  in  Beacon-street,  and  not  a  hint  of  pay ;  but  now,  with 
our  empty  purses  and  our  altered  spirits,  it  was  an  experiment  too  hazardous  to  be 
attempted.  Meanwhile,  as  if  sympathising  in  our  distress,  our  steed  trotted  stiffly 
and  wearily  on,  oblivious  of  the  swinging  signs  by  the  way-side,  haply  dreaming 
of  the  green  lanes  and  luxurious  commons  of  the  town  of  Toddville. 

'  Noon  came ;  over  the  meadows  and  corn-fields  we  saw  the  farmers  and  their  men 
returning  to  their  mid-day  meal ;  through  the  open  windows  we  smelt  the  fragrant 
steam  of  their  coveted  dinner,  and  saw  them  in  their  shirt-sleeves  around  the  well- 
filled  board.  For  us  no  table  smoked,  no  comely  housewife  dispensed  the  grateful 
tea,  no  smirking  hostler  grained  our  tired  steed.  '  There  are  occasions,'  at  last 
observed  the  sententious  Maberam:,  '  when  the  prejudices  of  society  should  give 
way  to  individual  necessities.'  As  he  uttered  these  words,  we  were  approaching  a 
hill,  one  of  the  many  we  had  during  the  day  encountered,  and  which  were  fast 
exhausting  the  strength  of  our  noble  animal.  The  haymg  season  had  passed,  but 
here  and  there  the  provident  eye  of  the  fiuroer  had  selected  a  little  patch  of  grass 
as  suitable  for  seed,  and  by  the  side  of  this  ascent  were  stacked  a  few  bundles,  chosen 
from  his  wide-spreading  fields  as  worthy  of  propagating  a  coming  crop.  We  cast  a 
hasty  look  behind ;  one  universal  dinner  reigned  around.  It  was  but  the  work  of 
a  moment,  while  I  leisurely  drove  to  the  top  of  the  acclivity,  for  Markham  to  vault 
lightly  over  the  stone  fence,  seize  one  of  the  precious  bundles,  and  return  heated 
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and  excited  to  the  chaise.  The  provender  was  fomglj  stowed  away  under  the  seat, 
and  then  commenced  a  flight  from  possible  pursuit,  which  would  have  been  inter- 
esting and  instructive  to  a  practised  highwayman.  It  was  at  least  an  hour  before 
we  ventured  to  tether  our  &tigued  and  heated  Bucephalus  under  the  shade  of  a 
wide-spreading  maple,  by  a  running  stream,  and  supply  his  wanta  The  stolen  food 
seemed  sweet  to  him.  As  for  us,  we  were  content  to  assuage  our  hunger  with  the 
fragrant  leaves  of  the  wintergreen,  which  grew  luxuriantly  by  the  road,  with  its 
last  year's  berries,  and  with  the  inner  bark  of  the  white  pme. 

'After  this  delicate  and  not  altogether  satisfactory  ropast,  we  pursued  our  journey. 
It  was  a  type  of  the  journey  of  life.  The  gayety  and  joyousness  of  youth  had 
vanished  with  time  and  trial,  and  as  the  sun  declined,  we  looked  back  with  fond- 
ness, yet  with  pain  and  regret,  to  the  time  when  the  future  was  bright  and  glowing 
before  us,  when  the  way-side  was  strewn  with  flowers,  and  want  and  trouble  were 
unknown.  We  recalled  the  dreams  of  days  that  were  past;  we  lingered  over  the 
memories  of  our  upward  journey ;  and  Mabkhah's  eyes  glistened  as  we  spoke  of 
the  Flume  and  Pool 

'  Twilight  wrapped  us  about  in  its  cooling  embrace,  and  our  spirits  rose  again  as 
the  guide-board  told  us  we  were  but  three  miles  fh)m  our  destination.  Hopefully 
and  patiently  our  brave  horse  still  toiled  on  over  the  heavy  road,  and  we  began  to 
converse  cheerfully  of  rest  firom  the  anxieties  and  weariness  of  the  day,  when  again 
tiie  phantom  that  for  thirty  miles  had  ridden  at  our  backs,  showed  itself  before  us. 
Upon  the  far  extremity  of  the  bridge  which  spanned  the  only  river  flowing  between 
us  and  our  night's  repose,  the  well-known  signs  upreared  themselves  against  the 
dear  sky — a  small  red  house — an  open  gate.  The  ignominious  fiulure  of  the  morn- 
ing warned  us  to  stop  and  parley  with  the  iron-hearted  keeper,  but  we  decided  to 
risk  another  race.  Slowly  and  cautiously  we  approached  the  gate,  trembling  lest 
the  footfall  of  our  horse  or  the  rumble  of  our  wheels  should  betray  us,  before  the 
tune  for  decided  action  had  arrived.  But  there  was  no  movement  perceptible  within 
the  house,  and  as  we  came  opposite  it  we  each  gave  a  wild  shriek,  and  with  voice 
and  lash  urged  our  frightened  ammal  to  the  top  of  his  speed.  The  cool  ur  of  the 
evening  had  revived  him,  and  his  action  surprised  us,  accustomed  as  we  were  to 
his  sober  movementa  Up  the  river  bank  and  along  the  wide  stretch  of  intervale 
beyond  he  sped,  as  though  the  £rl  King  and  his  daughters  were  in  hot  pursuit 
The  geese  fled  cackling  &6m  their  beds  in  the  dusty  road,  the  startled  maids  looked 
up  curiously  from  their  milking-pails,  wondering  at  our  mad  flight,  and  the  young 
colts  m  the  barn-yards  snorted  and  kicked,  as  if  they  envied  our  rapid  gait.  But 
we  dared  neither  to  look  behind  nor  slacken  our  speed.  The  foam  flew  from  our 
diarger's  mouth,  his  Bides  were  wet  with  perspiration,  and  his  breast  heaved  with 
his  unnatural  exertion,  but  the  rein  was  not  drawn  until  2&1  in  the  distance  the 
steeples  and  green  tree-tops  of  Concord  burst  upon  our  view.  Then  timidly  and 
cautiously  I  ventured  a  glance  behind,  through  the  litUe  window  in  the  rear  of  our 
vehideu    We  had  distanced  all  pursuit 

*  The  gayety  and  freedom  with  which,  as  of  old,  we  threw  the  reins  to  the  hostler 
at  Ga88*8  Hotel,  and  the  ease  and  dignity  with  which  we  strode  into  the  bar-room, 
I  recollect  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday.  To  this  day  the  taste  of  the  juicy  beef-steak 
which  we  ordered  is  fiuniliar  to  my  palate.  How  gratefhl  were  the  mild  Havanas 
to  lips  so  long  unaccustomed  to  their  soothing  flavor!  How  proudly  we  puffed 
away  at  them,  as  arm  in  arm  we  paced  up  and  down  the  long  piazza  in  fi'ont  of  the 
inn  I  The  fear  of  pursuit  and  recognition  which  for  a  time  harassed  us  had  vanished 
with  our  supper,  and  I  ventured  even  to  trifle  with  the  danger  which  had  so  lately 
threatened  us  with  fine  and  imprisonment 
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' '  Landlord,'  eaid  I,  aB  we  approached  the  portly,  good-natured  proprietor  of  the 
hotelf '  who  is  that  ill-natuTBd  fellow  that  keeps  the  toU-gate  on  the  bridge,  aboat 
three  miles  above  ? ' 

^ '  Well,  it  keeps  itself  now,  I  guess,'  rejoined  the  worthy  Mr.  Gass,  witii  a  smile, 
'  we  made  it  a  free  bridge  about  a  month  ago.' ' 


Letters  from  the  Green  Mountains. —  Our  readers  will  welcome  anew 
our  *  Up-River '  corre<«pondent  from  his  '  covert  in  the  mountains.*  He  has 
been  absent  but  a  brief  space  from  our  pages,  but  already  the  query  was 
multiplying  upon  us:  *  Where  is  your  *Up-River*  correspondent?  '  'Him- 
self shall  make  reply ' : 

'The  banks  of  the  Winooski  River  are  not  so  magnificent  as  the  Hudson,  near 
which  my  tent  was  pitched  last  summer.    The  Winooski  takes  its  rise  in  the 
douds,  and  by  the  oozings  of  the  mountain-sides  and  the  coalition  of  numerous 
little  rills,  finally  manifegts  itself  in  a  shallow  stream,  which,  by  a  circuitous  route, 
intercepted  by  many  mill-dams,  goes  to  contribute  its  own  share  to  the  beauty  and 
glory  of  Champlain.    Winooski  is  small  indeed  in  the  dry  weather,  in  most  places 
not  up  to  a  dog's  knees  in  depth,  irresolute,  and  turning  aside  for  fallen  logs  and 
little  pebbly  islets,  not  very  limpid,  but  never  stagnant    In  some  of  its  windings 
it  encircles  meadows  of  peculiar  beauty,  whose  velvet  softness  is  in  frequent  con- 
trast with  the  wild  Titanic  glens  in  which  they  lie.    They  are  covered  with  flowers, 
like  prairies,  firom  which  the  winged  little  laborers  bear  their  treasures  to  the  clefts 
of  the  rocks,  among  the  inaccessible  acclivities,  there  to  shuffle  off  the  sugar  fh)m 
their  thighs,  and  mix  them  with  the  dews  of  some  Hymettus.   There  is  abundance 
of  honey  hidden  in  the  skeletons  of  the  prostrate  oaks  and  among  the  rended  rocks^ 
untested  by  the  Samsons  whose  triumphal  march  is  seen  in  the  vale  below.     But 
Winooski  is  in  his  glory  in  time  of  freshet.    When  a  sudden  thaw  has  melted  the 
snow  fix)m  the  mountains,  which  ascend  from  its  banks  on  either  hand  through  its 
whole  extent,  or  violent  swashing  rains  have  lasted  for  two  or  three  days,  roll- 
ing down  precipitately  through  innumerable  channels  into  its  bed,   it  sweeps 
onward  with  immense  volume,  and  with  the  speed  of  a  mill-race  into  the  lake.    The 
streets  of  inland  towns  witness  the  rare  spectacle  of  navigation,  and  the  miller 
stands  on  the  deck  of  his  trembling  ark,  expecting  it  to  go  to  pieces  on  the  rocks, 
or  to  be  wrecked  among  the  corn-stalks.    In  the  spring  when  the  ice  breaks  up,  it 
is  with  immense  thunderings,  and  as  the  moving  masses  hurry  onward  in  their 
resistless  course,  the  spectacle  is  sublime  on  the  banks  of  Winooski  or  Onion 
River.    Mr.  Thompson,  author  of  the  '  Green  Mountain  Boys,'  has  given  a  graphic 
description  of  this  in  his  novel  called  *  The  Rangers,  or  the  Tory's  Daughter,'  which 
see.    Time  was  when  the  speckled  trout  abounded  in  this  stream,  but  this  bashful 
fish  has  long  since  taken  refuge  in  securer  waters.    He  does  not  like  the  hum  of 
villages,  or  the  reflection  of  farm-houses  on  his  stream,  nor  his  bogs  nor  even  his 
rocky  coves  to  be  shaken  by  locomotives,  and  refnsing  any  longer  to  keep  company 
with  suckers  and  vulgar  Annies,  he  buries  himself  in  the  cool  seclusion  of  Peacham 
and  Osmore,  surrounded  by  woods.    Even  here  he  is  surprised  and  decoyed  from 
his  fastnesses  by  the  cunning  art  of  Aurora  Mallory,  a  fisherman  of  distinguished 
reputation  in  these  parts.    Mr.  Mallort,  as  the  result  of  fishing,  has  taken  to  form- 
ing, but  is  always  ready,  on  a  &vorable  opportunity  being  presented,  with  the  most 
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cheeifiil  alacrity  to  return  from  fanning  to  flahing.  In  &ct»  be  alternates  between 
the  two.  I  do  not  aaj  that  he  would  be  persuaded  to  leave  his  fields  in  the  critical 
junctores  of  planting  or  of  harvest,  but  on  almost  any  other  occasion  he  would 
ibrsake  his  plough-share  on  the  mountam-side  or  hang  his  sickle  in  an  apple-tree 
fyr  a  day  or  two,  in  order  that  he  may  not  become  rusty  in  the  piscatory  art  It  is 
his  natural  and  peculiar  calling.  Fisherman  nascUwr  non  ^  It  is  impossible  to 
breed  an  artificial  enthusiasm  in  this  matter.  Some  people  are  bom  with  a  love 
of  hor8e&  Major  Wiooixs,  at  the  age  of  eighty,  still  insisted  on  handling  the  reins, 
and  would  walk  about  his  stables  to  inspect  his  stock  with  the  keen  appreciation 
of  a  young  man  of  twenty-five.  He  was  recovering  after  a  hard  struggle  from  a 
fever ;  not  being  able  to  obtain  the  consent  of  the  physician  to  drive  a  new  span 
before  be  got  well,  he  begged  hard  to  be  allowed  to  stand  a  few  moments  on  the 
porch  that  he  might  see  his  three-year  old  colt  trotted  before  him  on  the  lawn,  in 
consequence  of  which  indulgence  the  Migor  was  seized  with  a  relapse  and  died.  I 
believe  it  is  so  with  other  tastes.  For  myself,  I  am  free  to  confess  that  I  can  catch 
no  fish,  and  never  yet  went  with  a  party  a-fishing  that,  owing  to  some  untoward 
circumstance,  the  whole  result  of  the  expedition  was  not  unsuccessful,  as  if  I  were 
a  JoKAH  in  the  ship.  Still  I  profess  a  great  admiration  if  not  enthusiasm  for  the 
ait  I  never  knew  a  bom  fisherman  who  was  not  possessed  of  something  genial 
in  his  composition.  Brooks,  lakes,  meadows,  and  the  calm  scenes  of  nature  often 
revisited,  soothe  the  temper.  Waiting  long  for  a  bite,  and  getting  lines  out  of  a 
snarl,  and  hooks  out  of  a  stump,  induces  patience ;  baiting  for  other  people,  an 
obliging  disposition ;  exercise,  health ;  a  good  mess  of  fish,  cheerfulness :  and  so 
on  through  the  whole  catalogue  of  virtues.  On  this  account,  although  my  luck  is 
poor,  I  seldom  lose  an  opportunity,  when  fairly  presented,  to  go  a-fishing.  My 
last  visit  to  Osmore  was  on  the  first  of  June,  during  a  former  visit  to  this  State. 
AuBOEA  Mallobt  was  the  guide,  and  rode  before  in  a  small  vehicle  of  his  own,  sing- 
ing  a  variety  of  songs  to  cheer  the  way.  We  rode  a  matter  of  twenty  miles, 
intending  to  stop  at  a  number  of  small  lakes.  Several  times  we  alighted  to  drop 
oar  lines  19  some  brook  which  flowed  by  the  way-sida  On  one  occasion  I  wos 
fortunate  enough  to  jerk  up  a  dazzling  trout  weighing  about  three-quarters  of  a 
pound,  and  tlirew  him  clean  over  in  the  highway  where  he  floundered  about  in  the 
dust,  tarnishing  his  purple  spots  and  rainbow  colors.  He  was  my  last  The  stream 
was  full  of  logs,  in  the  bark  of  which  my  hook  became  buried  beyond  the  hope  of 
extrication.  Mr.  Mallo&t  was,  however,  successful,  and  caught  a  good  mess.  Hav- 
ing advanced  several  parasangs,  as  Xengphon  would  express  it,  and  it  being  high 
noon,  and  our  appetites  sharpened  by  ridmg  in  the  exhilarating  mountain  air, 
we  thought  it  high  time  to  sound  the  gong  for  dinner.  We  then  kindled  a  fire 
and  toasted  our  fish  on  the  end  of  a  sharp  stick,  together  with  slices  of  bacon,  and 
having  searched  our  baskets  for  some  potato-bread  and  golden  g^rass-butter,  and 
dipped  some  water  from  a  crystal  spring,  we  did  fell  to  with  a  '  realizing  sense'  of 
the  luxury  of  this  elegant  entertainment  What  smacking  of  lips  on  the  grassy 
bank !  '  It  is  good,'  said  I.  '  It*s  mor'n  that,'  said  Aubora,  '  It*s  tiatur'J  He,  how- 
eTCT,  preferred  to  eat  his  pork  cold,  cut  into  square  chunks  with  a  jack-knife.  In  the 
mean  time  the  ponies  were  refreshed,  and  we  travelled  on  to  Peacham.  At  four 
o'clock  the  next  morning  we  were  on  the  way  to  Osmore,  an  oval  lake  embosomed 
in  the  woods.  It  was  bitter  cold,  and  although  the  first  of  June,  the  ices  depended 
from  the  troughs  where  the  horses  stopped  to  water.  We  kindled  a  fire  in  the  woods 
at  the  water's  edge,  of  broken  shingles,  sticks,  leaves,  and  shavings,  and  the  birds  of 
spring,  half-frozen,  hopped  around  until  they  nearly  scorched  their  feathers  in  the 
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vicinity  of  the  flame.  Aurora  did  the  fishing  before  breakfast,  which  meal  was  duly 
announced  as  readj  about  sunrise,  and  as  that  luminary  dispensed  his  beams  above 
the  tree-tops,  and  our  spirits  were  revived  with  good  coflfee,  we  launched  forth  into 
the  lake  and  cast  anchor.  Our  luck  was  immense.  We  had  been  piloted  to  the 
right  spot  Monstrous  one  and  two-pounders  were  captured  in  numbers.  We 
thought  it  trout-fishing  extraordinary,  but  in  the  excitement  of  taking  an  enormous 
fellow,  number  two,  for  me,  my  hat  went  overboard,  and  in  an  instant  was  wafted 
beyond  the  reach  of  oars  or  poles.  This  compelled  us  to  weigh  anchor,  and  we 
did  not  succeed  in  getting  upon  the  ground  again.  The  sport  was  up,  and  we 
bade  farewell,  after  patient  waiting  for  renewed  luck,  to  Osmore  pond.  Brook- 
trouting  is  perhaps  more  &scinating.  and  is  very  good  in  the  Green  KountaindL 
It  is  pleasant  to  follow  the  course  of  a  stream  which  you  can  almost  leap  over, 
letting  your  line  follow  the  course  of  its  rapid  current,  detaining  it  a  little  while  in 
the  sly  and  pebbly  retreats.  Here,  however,  I  can  catch  none,  owing  to  the 
quaking  of  the  bogs  and  the  abundance  of  grasses,  tendrils,  and  roots.  Knowest 
thou  how  to  cook  a  trout,  in  addition  to  the  aforesaid  method  of  toasting  him  on  a 
sharp  stick?  Wrap  him  up  in  brown  papers,  without  removing  the  viscera,  and 
put  him  in  the  hot  ashes.  He  is  good.  I  hope  to  make  an  excursion  to  Kemphra- 
magog,  here  called  Magog,  (for  farther  abbreviation,  why  not  Grog?)  There  they 
take  the  big  trout  called  Muscalonge.  What  I  think  of  these  waters  and  the 
adjacent  shores  must  remain  for  some  subsequent  piscatory  eclogue.  It  is  a  marvel 
to  me  that  many  who  are  fond  of  good  fishing,  and  whose  patience  must  be  worn 
out  in  thrashing  the  used-up  streams  of  Long  Island,  do  not  come  to  the  State  of 
Vermont  more  frequently  now  that  the  distance  is  abridged  to  a  day's  journey. 
The  scenery  is  of  endless  diversity.  *  Camel's-Hump '  towers  aloft  and  overlooks 
the  whole  State.  To  attain  its  highest  point,  and  to  scan  the  magnificent  pano- 
rama which  there  bursts  upon  the  sight  with  all  its  diversity  of  lakes,  rivers,  cities, 
villages,  plains  and  mountains,  is  an  attempt  to  which  my  ambition  prompts,  and 
which,  with  the  assistance  of  adequate  health  and  of  good  companions,  I  mean  to 
carry  through  before  its  beard  is  again  bristling  with  ices  and  its  head  crowned 
with  snows.  It  is  a  work  of  no  little  toil,  but  once  accomplished  it  is  something 
to  boast  oC  and  will  leave  a  remembrance  never  to  be  effaced.  Such  is  the  testi- 
mony of  those  who  have  experienced  '  how  hard  it  is  to  climb.'  At  the  same 
time,  it  is  little  visited,  the  great  crowd  of  summer  travelers  going  where  they  can 
find  accommodations,  to  the  White  Mountains.  It  has  no  Mountain-House,  and  I 
believe  it  must  be  ascended  on  foot  So  much  the  better.  Once  up,  you  remain 
all  night,  and  pitch  your  camp  in  the  vicinity  of  the  stars.  You  take  an  adequate 
supply  of  blankets  or  freeze  to  death. 

*  The  State  of  Vermont,  rock-ribbed  and  rough  as  it  is,  is  as  much  distinguished  for 
substantial  blessings  as  any  other  in  the  great  confederation.  Kducation  is  uni- 
versal, and  the  necessary  comforts  of  life  very  equally  diffused,  while  pinching 
poverty  and  pampered  luxury  are  alike  unknown.  It  is  true  that  the  hills  do  not 
bloom  with  purple  grapes,  and  the  fruit  of  the  vine  is  not  given  to  its  hardy  sons. 
But  the  sleek  cattle  are  seen  browsing  on  the  mountain-tops,  where  standing 
quietly  in  relief  against  the  blue  sky,  they  look  from  the  vales  below  as  if  they 
were  sculptured  from  the  solid  granite.  Some  of  the  best  farms  are  high  up  among 
the  mountains,  where  you  will  find  the  dairies  well  stocked  with  rich  cheeses,  and 
yellow  butter  in  white  maple  pails,  and  it  is  a  remarkable  feature  in  these  moun- 
tains, wherein  I  believe  that  they  differ  from  those  of  New-Hampshire,  that  they 
are  for  the  most  part  green  to  their  summits.    They  are  appropriately  named.    The 
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maple  is  a  distinguished  ornament  of  the  forest  The  symmetry  of  its  form,  the 
deannees  of  its  foliage,  its  smooth  and  erect  stem,  its  delicate  and  tender  lea^  and 
the^Tyrian  beauty  of  its  hues  in  autmnn,  strike  you  with  admiration.  These 
regions  are  most  favorable  to  its  growth.  Every  year  it  enriches  the  State  with  a 
crop  of  sogar,  and  when  tJie  axe  has  been  laid  to  the  root  of  tlie  tree,  at  what 
time  old  Boreas  visits  the  earth,  and  the  '  Man  of  the  Mountain '  is  covered  with  icy 
mail,  it  produces  a  crackling,  blazing  fire,  a  substantial  glowing  coal,  second  only 
to  hidcory  itsel£  The  wHd  strawberry  now  scents  the  air  and  abounds  m  all  the 
meadows,  and  the  feet  of  the  cows  as  they  return  homeward  at  evening  with  full 
udders,  are  ensanguined  with  the  juices  of  the  delidous  fruit  The  little  Canadian- 
Frendi  girls,  who  live  in  the  suburbs,  collect  the  red  harvest.'  The  '  Rose  of  the 
Pnurie,'  with  its  double  white  and  red  flowers,  now  blooms  on  the  porches.  There 
have  been  a  few  days  of  scorching  heat ;  with  these  exceptions,  up  to  the  present 
time,  the  weather  has  been  distinguished  for  an  aTnabUe  frigus — a  delightful  cool- 
ness. It  is  the  ninth  of  July,  and  ten  o'clock  P.M.  The  mercury  stands  exactly 
at  sixty  degrees.  The  full  round  moon  shines  with  dazzling  effulgence  on  the 
exquisite  Dorian  columns  of  the  Capitol,  as  chaste  a  specimen  of  architecture  as  the 
country  can  boast ;  the  mellow  strains  of  well-mated  wind  instruments  float  on  the 
cod  and  balmy  ur,  and  there  is  a  splendid  exhibition  of  auroral  light,  the  rays 
vamahing  and  again  appearing,  darting  like  so  many  rosy  fingers  up  to  the  very 
zenx^  It  is  almost  a  sin  to  retire  from  the  enchanting  scene,  to  '  wrap  the  dra- 
pery of  your  couch  around  you,  and  lie  down  to  pleasant  dreams.*  f.  w.  b.' 


ToucHiNo  Deldtquent  CoNTBiBnTOBS.  —  A  lady-correspondent  in  Penn- 
sylvania, whose  cordial  words  of  cheer  have  '  touched  us  nearly,'  speaking 
of  the  Knickekbocker,  and  its  correspondents  past  and  present,  observes: 

* OccASioRALLT  some  who  catered  for  ns  so  delightfully  disappear  from  the  banquet; 
some  to  drink  the  new  wine  in  our  Father's  kingdom,  while  others,  after  long  intervals , 
regale  us  with  dishes  of  such  exquisite  flavor  that  their  memory  is  tinted  with  the  deli- 
ate  perfume.  How  vividly  live  the  picturings  of  quaint '  Jomr  Watsbs!  '  How  cool 
and  pellacid  ^Hia  Sprynge  / '  Why  does  be  not  write  more  for  <  Old  Knick  ? '  I  have 
looked  yearningly  a  long  time  for  his  breathing  words.  There  too  is  *  Jomr  H.  Rbbtn.' 
I  have  missed  him  long  and  much.  'A  thing  of  beauty  U  a  joy  for  ever.'  Never  will 
die  firom  my  memory  the  last  droppings  I  ever  read  from  his  graceful  pen  —  an  article 
entitled  'Seeds*  which  appeared  in  your  pages  some  four  or  five  years  ago.  Closely 
allied  to  this  is  another  gem,  *The  Young  Gray-Head^  written  —  by  whom  ?  I  have 
forgotten ;  but  the  bare  mention  of  it  bedims  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  I  see  the  bereaved 
father,  whose  feet  are  no  longer  hope-shod,  and  the  'home-star'  glints  less  brightly 
since  Death,  with  icy  breath,  chilled  the  fair  flower  of  the  household.' 

Our  old  friend  and  correspondent  John  Waters  is  (ex-officio)  at  the  head 
of  one  of  our  oldest  metropolitan  banking-institutions,  and  has  little  leisure 
to  'court  ttte  coy  muse ; '  while  *  John  H.  Rheyn  *  ministers  in  *  the  church  ' 
every  Sunday,  to  the  edification  of  all  his  parishioners,  among  whom  he  is 
greatly  esteemed.  Let  us  hope  that  this  'reminder'  may  prompt  both  of 
our  long-delinquent  correspondents  to  reflect  that  our  readers  have  not 
forgotten  their  welcome  favors;  that  they  '  cannot  but  remember  such  things 
were,  that  were  most  pleasant  to  them.' 
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Gossip  WITH  Readers  AND  Correspondents.  —  Our  readers  who  maybe 

sojourning  at  the  great  sea  '  watering-places/  in  these  sultry  days,  oyer- 

hearing  a  vast  deal  of  ocean-sentiment,  if  not  '  talking  it  *  themselves,  will 

read  with  appreciatiye  gratification  the  *  Sea-Shore  Sketches^  of  our  friend 

and  welcome  correspondent,  *  H.  P.  L.,*  of  which  the  present  is  the  opening 

number : 

* '  SrvTHiTr  and  sHenoo  on  the  Umd ; 
Wild  wsTes  upon  th«  shore; 
Where  they  hreik  with  a  booming  sonnd  on  the  aand, 
Rolling  with  deep-toned  moaning  roir, 
Ever,  yea,  ever  more  1 ' 

*  Thus  spoke  Alonzo  Jigger. 

''Oh!  Mr.  JiQOBR,  is  that  original?'  said  the  soft  Toice  of  Mikkie  Low,  as  she 
leaned  on  that  gentleman's  arm,  slowlj  walking  along  the  sea-shore,  toward  sun-set. 

'  *Aye,  indeed ! '  was  the  poet's  sole  response. 

' ' Re-eally  I '  continued  Minnie  ;  ' you  ought  to  publish  your  poetry,  it's  so  perfectly 
charming  1' 

' '  Could  I  but  charm  one  fair  being,  and  hare  her  for  my  minister ! ' 

' ' Oh!  oh  I  Mr.  Jigger  !  Why,  I  declare,  you  must  be  in  favor  of  woman's  rights : 
the  idea  of  a  woman  being  a  minister  is  so  absurd.    Just  fancy  her  in  a  pul ' 

' '  Take  keer  there ! '  shouted  the  driver  of  a  two-horse  wagon,  as  he  '  gave  the  head ' 
to  a  couple  of  beasts  that  were  hying  to  improvise  a  trot :  *  take  keer  I  * 

'And  they  did  take  care.  On  whizzed  the  team  over  the  hard,  damp  beach ;  breaking 
up  Miss  Minnie's  «peech  and  the  gravel  at  the  same  time : 

*  *  Staba  shine  on  fhe  dashing  waves, 
As  they  boldly  leap  for  shore, 
And  breiUc,  U^e  the  beat  of  a  throbbing  heart, 
On  the  breast  they  cover  o^er, 
Ever,  ye%  ever  more  t  ^ 

steamed  away  Alonzo.  The  hour,  the  day,  the  man,  the  young  woman  by  his  side; 
that  great  scene-painter,  the  Sun,  working  away  at  the  West,  and  getting  up  a  'Grand 
Sun-set  Scene,'  prior  to  his  departure  for  an  Eastern  engagement ;  the  roll  of  the  waves, 
the  bracing  air  from  the  ocean,  all  conspired  to  warm  up  the  boiler  of  his  brains,  and 
send  out  the  steam  of  his  imagination  in  the  shape  of  rhyme.  Nothing  could  hold  him 
in,  not  even  tallow-tanned  leather  reins ;  or,  as  we  are  speaking  of  steam,  not  even  a 
'  brake '  (unless  it  were  a  break-down)  could  stop  him. 

'Poor,  charming  little  Minnie!  how  I  did  pity  her  as  she  tried  to  look  interesting  at 
the  poet,  and  interested  in  his  — '  discourse.'  It  was  a  flat  fiulure ;  and  when  the  poet 
tried  to  carry  her,  in  imagination,  among  the 

* '  Dashing  waves,  as  they  boldly  leap  for  shore,' 

it  was  evident  poor  Minnie  was  out  of  her  d^th,  and  was  afraid  of  being  drowned  in 
the  torrent  of  his  flowing  verse : 

* '  Whtte  wings,  like  the  sea-gairs,  gleam. 
As  they  lazily  rise  and  lower ; 
The  sails  of  a  ship  on  a  sammei'i  night 
Oatside  of  the  breakers  that  roar, 
Ever,  yes,  ever  morel  * 

'  'Bc-e-eautiful!  charming!  But,  Mr.  Jigger,  I  think  we  had  better  return  to  the 
hotel ;  the  air  is  rather  damp,'  suggested  Minnie. 

' '  Dam  —  p ! '  said  Alonzo  to  himself;  then  added,  speaking  out:  '  but  is  it  not  beau- 
tiful to  wander  at  sun-set  by  the  sad  sea*waves,  quoting  choice  gems  from  bouquets 
woven  in  the  brains  of  poets,  and  recite,  in  thrilling  words, '  Roll  on,  thou  steep  and 
deep  blue  ocean '  ?    Ah !  Byron  was  immortal  and ' 
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<  <Immonl ! '  intemipted  Buch  Babk,  Esq.,  who,  over-taking  him  thus  suddenly, 
broke  in ;  adding,  while  he  lifted  his  hat,  'Miss  Low,  good  evening!  Lovzt,  how  d'je 
do?  Miss  ICjxnu,  juur  mother  is  very  anxious  about  jou:  sent  me  out  as  bell-mani 
to  hunt  JOU  up.  They  're  all  going  over  to  the  *  Hop,'  and  want  your  company.  Am 
soRj  to  break  in  on  Loxzy's  poetical  quotations — a  'strong  point'  of  his.  And  now, 
having  delivered  my  message,  Vm  off.' 

"Bat   Bekch uruo!    Mr.    BabkI'   imploringly  cried  MnnnB,  'don't  go!    I 

have  n't  thanked  you  for  your  kindness  in  bringing  Ka's  message— and ' 

*  *  You  're  tired  to  death  of  Lonzt's  poetry.  Cousin  Jigoeb,  my  boy  —  the  poetry  of 
action  and  the  prose  of  conversation :  throw  your  fiincy  into  the  Mazurka  and  your 
tiuts  into  your  speech :  just  watch  me  dance  to  night,  and  see  if  I  do  n't  break  more 
hearts  by  my  action  than  you  could  by  your  passion.' 

* '  It  was  moon-light    Au)hzo  Jiggkr  sat  by  the  searside  ruminating : 

*  *  Habs  the  dashing,  and  crashing,  and  emashing,  and  splaabing, 
"Wbile  the  breakers  roll  in  on  that  euif-beaien  ehore ; 
Coming  rombHng,  and  tumbling,  and  gnunbUng,  and  BtnmbUog, 
While  one's  h«id  is  near  atonned  by  the  tbonderlng  roar.* 

'Along  the  hotel  piazza  in  the  moon-light,  escaping  from  the  crowded  room,  Bkbcb 
Babk  and  Minnib  Low  wandered  arm  in  arm.  The  '  Hop '  was  nearly  over.  That 
night  Miss  Low  promised  to  become  Mrs.  Bark;  and  a  whisper  of  the  'engagement' 
suddenly  coming  to  the  ears  of  Axokzo  Jiggbs,  caused  him  to  write  those  memorable 
lines: 

*  *■  The  worid  is  dark  and  cold  for  me  j  * 

which  sentiment,  as  it  was  broached  -  in  July,  makes  us  rather  envy  the  poet's  situa- 
tion—  if  it  was  not  one  of  'poetical  license.' 

Another  'Sea-Shore  Sketch '  in  our  next  -  -  -  Don't  laugh,  nor  call  us 
'  sentimenta]^'  after  reading  the  following.  Assuredly  it  was,  at  one  while,  no 
laughing  matter.  The  other  day  —  some  six  weeks  ago,  say — we  took  a 
k>ng  walk  toward  Tappaan-Town,  along  a  road  that  was  often  travelled  hy 
Washington,  (and  once  by  poor  Andre!)  to  yisit  a  friend  who  was  confined 
to  his  house  from  injuries  receiyed  by  a  fall  from  the  same,  while  shoYelling 
snow  fr'om  its  roo^  during  the  '  last  snow-storm  of  the  season.*  After  an 
hour  of  yarious  chat,  and  a  visit  to  the  model-farm  of  the  invalid,  stocked 
not  only  with  good  horses,  'sheep  and  kye,'  but  all  manner  of  fruits,  we 
departed ;  and  as  we  ci^me  away,  our  flannel-swathed  sufferer  said :  '  I  shall 
send  down  to  little  Jose,  in  a  day  or  two,  a  hen  and  her  brood,  for  her  little 
pets.*  Promptly  enough  they  came ;  a  beautiful  dark-speckled  matron,  with  a 
fimifly  of  eight  little  '  peepers,'  the  delight  of  all  the  juvenile  household. 
An  edifice,  in  the  Itanie  style  of  archUecture,  was  constructed,  ('  ahne  we 
did  it,'  Knick  Senior  and  the  Younger,)  in  an  angle  of  the  stone-wall  which 
bastions  the  hill  behind  us ;  and  in  this  light  lattice-mansion  we  placed  the 
exiled  family.  How  happy  were  the  little  people  to  feed  them ;  how  joyous 
mt  sight  of  the  wee  chicks  drinking  from  a  flat  tin  vessel,  lifting  with  every 
sip  their  eyes  upward,  as  if  in  gratitude  for  the  boon !  Also  it  was  pleasant 
exceedingly  for  the  older  folk  to  see  the  maternal  guardian  cluck  into  her 
enfolding  feathery  tent  her  tender  young;  and  often  came  to  us,  when  we 
saw  this,  the  touching  simile  of  our  Savioub  :  '  0  Jerusalem  I  Jerusalem  I 
thou  that  kiUest  the  Prophets,  and  stonest  them  that  are  sent  unto  thee, 
how  often  would  I  have  gathered  thee  together  as  a  hen  gathereth  her  hrvod 
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under  her  winga,  dut  ye  would  not ! '  Well,  the  little  *  peepera '  waxed 
strong,  and  their  voices  grew  louder,  and  they  wandered  every  day  farther 
and  farther  firom  their  mother;  and  one  stormy  night,  when  the  wind 
howled  over  the  Tappaan-Zee,  and  we  heard  the  *  voices  of  all  its  waves'  in 
the  night,  the  foolish  mother  and  chicks  were  out  in  the  tempest  until 
morning.  Her  wings  were  not  broad  enough  to  embrace  them  all  in  her 
sheltering  fold ;  and  at  daylight  the  cry  went  forth  that  *  two  of  the  little 
chickens  were  dying! '  They  were  brought  into  the  house,  and  laid  on  a 
chair,  wrapt  in  a  soft  flannel  covering,  at  a  safe  remove  from  the  kitchen- 
fire.  There  the  children  watched  over  them,  with  an  assiduity  and  anxiety 
truly  distressing.  The  film  had  gathered  over  the  eyes  of  the  little  pets ; 
their  infrequent  *peep'  was  husky  and  almost  indistinct;  and  the  *cry' 
that  *they  were  dying'  would  have  touched  the  hardest  heart  It  was  a 
sorrowful  thing  to  see ;  but  by  and  by  *  sadness  was  turned  to  joy/  In  an 
hour  the  little  things  were  walking  about,  and  in  two  hours  were  well 
again.  Wet  eyes  were  dried;  and  the  cherished  ones  now  of  all  the  little 
brood  are  the  survivors,  whose  dubious  fate  was  watched  with  many  tears. 
How  aboutthato^A^r  hen  and  chicks, 'A.  H.  S'?  -  -  -  ^ Audi  alteram  par- 
tem '  is  our  motto  always ;  and  Mr.  Henbt  Sbdlet,  upon  whose  alleged  pla- 
giarism of  ^The  Battle  of  BunherSiU,^  we  animadverted  in  our  last  number, 
shall  have  the  full  benefit  of  the  maxim.  Premising  that  we  received  from  two 
correspondents  in  Chicago  assurances  that  the  poem  in  question  was  put  upon 
the  theatre-bills  of  that  town  for  recitation  as  *  written  *  by  Mr.  Sedlet  ;  that 
the  journal  in  which  it  appeared  published  it  as  written  by  him,  and  still 
announces  it  as  *  furnished  by  Mr.  Sedlet  for  publication  in  its  columns  <m 
original  with  himself; '  that  when  this  paternity  was  first  disputed,  then 
authoritatively  denied,  Mr.  Sedlet  still  persisted  that  he  wa»  the  author  of 
the  ballad,  and  could  produce  the  original  manuscript  from  Boston ;  premis- 
ing our  positive  assurance  of  all  this,  we  give  without  comment  the  follow- 
ing extract  from  a  letter  of  Mr.  Sedlet  to  the  Editor  : 

'  Three  years  ago  I  put  together  a  poem  or  odo  upon  the  subject  of  the  *  Battle  of 
Bunker-Hill.'  At  this  time  my  father,  W.  H.  Sedlbt  Smith,  of  Boston,  and  myself 
vrere  often  in  the  habit  of  writing  in  conjunction,  he  often  correcting,  altering,  or 
amending  various  essays  of  mine,  and  often  taking  my  subjects  or  ideas  and  '  working 
them  up '  for  the  purpose  of  literary  or  dramatic  effect  This  poem  of  mine  was  much 
like  that  which  I  have  since  learned  was  published  in  the  EjncuRBOCKBB  for  June, 
1852.  Shortly  after  writing  this  poem,  I  went  to  the  South  and  remained  for  some 
time :  while  there  I  noticed  that  my  father  had  recited  a  poem  called  *  Bunker-Hill  * 
upon  some  occasion,  which  poem  1  naturally  concluded  was  my  poem,  altered  and 
amended  by  him.  On  my  return  to  Boston  he  spoke  of  it,  but  not  in  such  a  manner  aa 
to  disabuse  me  of  this  impression,  nor  did  I  see  the  copy  fW)m  which  he  had  recited. 
I  had  never  seen  the  poem  in  the  Knickbrbockkb,  or  ever  heard  of  it 

*  Some  months  ago,  in  tiiis  city,  a  young  ladj  showed  me  a  copy  of  *  Bunker-Hill,' 
which  she  said  my  father  had  given  her  in  manuscript  I  took  it  and  recited  it  at 
Ricb's  Theatre  in  this  city,  on  the  occasion  of  the  last  night  of  the  season  of  1S5S-4. 
Much  of  the  language  seemed  entirely  familiar  to  me,  and  I  was  fiilly  persuaded  that 
it  was  my  ground-work  altered,  improved,  etc.,  by  my  father.  Shortly  after,  a  gentle- 
man  of  this  city  called  upon  me  and  greatly  desired  to  have  it  published :  I  was  averse 
to  this,  but  finally  consented,  putting  the  beading,  *«poken  by  Mr.  Sedlbt  on  the  last 
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night  of  the  seaaoD/  etc.,  etc. ;  thus  lajing  no  claim  whaterer  to  its  antborship.  Thit» 
I  did  oat  of  delicocj,  thinking  mj  &ther  had  more  to  do  with  it  than  I,  being  as  I  hare 
tlreadj  aasnred  yon,  entirely  ignorant  that  it  had  erer  been  printed.  The  gentleman 
in  question,  without  my  knowledge  and  against  my  wish,  altered  my  heading  to  *terU- 
Un  by,'  etc. ;  and  soon  after,  to  my  great  astonishment,  appeared  an  article  stating  the 
poem  to  have  been  by  *  Richabd  Hatwabob,'  and  published  in  the  Knickbbbockbr  in 
Jane,  1852.  I  wrote  to  my  father  on  the  subject,  and  am  now  in  receipt  of  his  reply, 
corroborating  the  statement  of  its  true  authorship,  and  explaining  the  mistake  which  I 
bad  made,  at  the  same  time  saying  there  was  a  strong  resemblance  in  style,  etc., 
between  the  poems.'  .  -  -  <  I  trust  this  will  satisfy  you  that  1  have  been  guilty  of 
no  intentionid  or  wilful  plagiarism,  and  in  the  mean  time  I  will  take  care  that  equal 
publicity  be  given  to  its  correction.' 

In  a  second  note  to  the  Editor  ICr.  Sedlet  reiterates  specifically,  in  the 
following  terms,  the  statements  made  in  his  previous  letter : 

'Fibst:  That  I  nerer  authorized  the  publication  of  the  poem,  or  claimed  its  pater- 
nity. 

'  Sbcokd  :  That  its  publication,  in  such  a  form,  was  through  the  mistake  of  a  friend, 
and  unsanctioned  by  me. 

'Thzbd:  Thaty  notwithstanding  this,  the  ftet  of  my  haTing  written  a  poem  on  the 
snne  subject  had  produced  an  erroneous  impression  with  some  persons,  which  I  imme- 
diately corrected  when  informed  of  its  existence,  through  the  medium  of  the  *Ohi- 
Mgo  Tribune,^  a  paper  of  the  largest  influence  and  circulation  here.' 

With  these  statements  and  counter-statements  we  leave  the  entire  matter 
with  our  readers.  We  hare  done  with  it  •  -  -  Thb  subjoined  revised 
edidon  of  ^The  Old  Oaken  BuckeV  strikes  us  as  almost  a  parody,  but  we  may 
be  mistaken.  At  any  rate,  its  *  revelations  *  will  remind  many  a  country-bom 
metropolitan  of  what  he  saw  and  experienced  in  '  life's  young  day :  * 

'How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 

When  fond  recollection  presents  them  to  view ! 
The  cheese-press,  the  goose-pond^  the  pigs  in  the  wild-wood, 

And  everT  old  stump  that  my  mfancy  xnew. 
The  big  linxum-basswood,  witn  wide-spreading  shadow ; 

The  horses  that  graced  where  mv  grand-mother  fell; 
The  sheep  on  the  mountain,  the  caJves  in  the  meadow. 

And  all  the  young  kittens  we  drowned  in  the  well. 
The  meek  little  kittens,  the  milk-loTing  kittens. 
The  poor  little  kittens  we  drowned  in  the  well. 

'I  remember  with  pleasure  my  gTand-&ther*s  goggles, 

Which  rode  so  majestic  astrtuildle  his  nose ; 
And  the  harness,  oft  mended  with  tow-string  and  '  toggles,* 

That  belonged  to  old  Dollt,  now  free  from  her  woes. 
And  fresh  in  my  heart  is  the  long  maple-wood-pile. 

Where  often  I  Ve  worked  with  beetle  and  wedcre, 
Striving  to  whack  up  enough  to  last  for  a  good  while. 

And  swearing  because  my  old  axe  had  no  edge. 
And  there  was  the  kitchen,  and  pump  that  stoc^  nigh  it, 

Where  we  sucked  up  the  drink  through  a  quill  in  the  spout; 
And  the  hooks  where  we  hung  up  the  pumpkin  to  dry  it ; 

And  the  old  cider-pitcher,  *no  doing  without: ' 
The  old  brown  earthen-pitcher,  the  nozzle-cracked  pitcher. 
The  pain-easing  pitcher, '  no  doing  without.' 

'And  there  was  the  school-house,  away  from  each  dwelling, 
Where  school-ma'ams  would  eorem  with  absolute  sway ; 
Who  taught  me  my  '  'rithmetic,  reading,  and  spelling. 
And  '  whaled  me  like  blazes '  about  every  day. 
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I  remember  the  ladder  that  swun^  in  the  passafre, 

Which  led  to  the  loft  in  the  pef&  of  the  house ; 
Where  my  flrand-mother  hung  up  her  '  pumpkin  and  saasagey' 

To  keep  them  away  from  the  rat  and  toe  mouse. 
But  now,  far  removed  from  that  nook  of  creation, 

Emotions  of  grief  big  as  tea-kettles  swell, 
When  Fanct  rides  back  to  my  old  habitation. 

And  thinks  of  the  kittens  we  drowned  in  the  weU. 
The  meek  little  kittens,  the  milk-loring  kittens, 
The  poor  little  kittens  we  drowned  in  the  well.' 

Is  n*t  that 'Old  Oaken  Bucket '-ish?  -  -  -  We  spake  of  TA^ /S'^mtuftdrry 
in  a  subsection  of  our  last  Gossipry;  and  now  let  us  do  honor  to  its  suc- 
cessor—  The  Ecupherry.  How  bountiful,  how  timely  in  its  bounty,  is 
Proyidencb!  No  sooner  has  one  yariety  of  fruit  Yanished  than  another 
appears,  to  take  its  place  and  anew  regale  the  palate.  A  day  or  two  ago, 
in  company  with  an  esteemed  friend  from  the  charming  village  of  Nyack,  on 
the  western  shore  of  the  Tappaan-Zee,  upon  which,  from  our  summer  sanc- 
tum we  look  down  as  it  were  upon  a  map,  we  ascended  to  the  Rockland 
Tovoer^  a  mile  or  so  distant,  from  which  a  yiew  is  obtained  second  only  to 
that  commanded  from  the  Ka&tskill  Mountain-House.  After  enjoying  the 
wide-spread  scene,  embracing  near  and  distant  mountains,  sefcluded  Tallies, 
Long-Island  Sound  and  the  lordly  Hudson,  with  the  villages  upon  their 
banks,  and  many  an  inland  town,  nestled  in  pleasant  yalcs,  so  it  was  that 
we  addressed  ourselves  to  descend.  As  we  sauntered  along,  beguiling  the 
way  with  much  pleasant  discourse,  we  were  made  aware  of  the  presence  of 
raspberries  in  all  the  region  roimd  about  The  whole  air  was  redolent  af 
them.  Thinking  of  the  dear  little  girl  who,  two  or  three  days  before,  had 
placed  a  small  plate,  containing  about  a  dozen  of  the  same  berry  upon  the 
breakfast-table,  as  a  siu^rise  *"  for  fether,*  we  made  a  big  cup  of  oak-leaves, 
and  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time  we  had  amassed  a  quart  or  more  of 
the  delicious  fruit  Insomuch,  that  when  we  reached  the  sanctum,  there 
was  sufficient  for  a  lunch,  with  white  bread  and  butter,  and  a  half  bottle  of 
*  Mum's  Cabinet,'  to  moisten  our  throats  withal,  after  our  long  walk — leaving 
enough,  moreover,  for  after-dinner  dessert,  and  especially  to  reward  the 
little  creature  whose  remembered  generosity  first  prompted  the  acquisition 
of  the  fruit    After  all,  how  much  of  true  enjoyment  one  can  take  *  as  he 

goes  along ! '    Is  it  not  so,  N of  Nyack?    -    -    -    We  think  the  lover 

who  should  attempt  practically  to  decide  the  following  ^Question  before  a 
Debating  Society^  would  see  before  him  a  *  divided  duty,'  which  would 
puzzle  him  not  a  little : 

'Thr  question  hefore  the  meeting  is  this:  If  a  feller,  what  is  a  feller,  and  his  gal,  are 
about  to  he  parted  for  a  time,  and  they  propose  to  exchange  daguerreotypes,  and  for 
that  purpose  the  feller  ^oes  with  his  gal  to  the  daguerreotype  shop,  and  is  to  pay  for 
harins:  the  '  pictures  to(^ ; '  and  he  only  has  money  enough  to  pay  for  one  nicture  in 
an  ordinary  case,  and  the  other  in  a  magnificent  case,  which  picture  should  ne  put  in 
the  magnificent  case,  his  own  ugly  mug  or  hern  ?  Would  it  be  gallant  in  him  to  put 
?ier  mufi^  in  the  ugly  case  ?  Would  it  be  jiuerous  in  him  to  put  his  mug  in  the  aglj 
case  which  she  has  to  keep?    That 's  the  question  before  the  meeting/ 

Who  shall  solve  the  difficulty  ?  -  -  -  We  state,  to  correct  an  impres- 
sion which  has  obtained  in  some  quarters,  that  the  ^Khicherboeher  Gallery  * 
will  be  an  entirely  original  work,  and  not  composed,  in  any  part,  of  article4a 
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thftt  have  before  appe&red  in  print  The  Eoitob  hereof  desires  also  to  add 
that  the  direction  of  the  work  is  wholly  in  the  hands  of  the  Goxjuttee,  who 
entirely  unknown  to  himself  commenced  and  carried  forward  the  generous 
and  gratifying  tribute.  -  -  -  Therb  is  a  touch  of  Hooo-like  simplicity 
aud  feeling  in  the  following,  which  will  recommend  it  to  the  heart  of  the 
reader.     '  Merct  Mors  '  must  send  us  *  some  more  : ' 

*  PooB  lone  Hakxab, 
Sitting  at  the  window,  binding  shoes: 

Gray  and  wrinkled, 

Sitting.  sUtcbing,  in  a  moumfnl  mnse. 

Brignt-ejed  Mautj  once  was  she, 

When  the  bloom  was  on  the  tree  — 

Faded  Hannah, 

Sitting  at  the  window,  binding  shoes. 

'Not  a  neighbor 
Passing,  nod  or  answer  will  refuse 

To  her  whisper, 
*  Is  there  from  the  fishers  any  news  ? ' 
Oh  I  her  heart 's  adrift  with  one 
On  an  endless  voyage  gone ! 
Lonely  Hannah, 
Sitting  at  the  window,  binding  shoes. 

'  Fair  roung  Hannah 
Bin,  the  sun-oumt  fisher,  gaily  woos. 

Hale  and  cleveiv 
For  a  willing  heart  and  hand  he  sues. 
May-day  skies  are  all  a-glow. 
And  the  wares  are  laughing  so ! 
For  her  bridal 
Hannah  leares  her  window  and  her  shoes. 

'Close  beside  her, 
Through  the  peach-trees'  bloom,  a  pigeon  coos. 

But  she  shudders, 

For  the  wild  south-easter  mischief  brews. 

Round  the  rocks  of  Marblehead, 

Outward  bound,  a  schooner  sped ; 

While  poor  Hannah 

Dropped  a  silent  tear  upon  her  shoes. 

*T*isNoTember. 
Now  no  tear  her  pallid  cheek  bedews: 
From  Newfoundland, 
Not  a  sail  returning  will  she  lose. 
Whispering  hoarsely, '  Fishermen, 
Hayeyou — haTeyou heard  of  Ben ? * 
Half-crazed  BLannah  ! 
Sitting  at  the  window,  binding  shoes. 

*  Twenty  winters 

Since  have  bleached  the  rugged  shore  she  views. 

Twenty  seasons  I 
Never  one  has  brought  her  any  news. 
Still,  with  dim  eyes,  silently 
Every  white  sail  watches  sne : 
Poor,  lone  Hannah  I 
Sitting  at  the  window,  binding  shoes  I ' 

To  <M<r  conception,  very  touching.  -  >  -  Wb  shall  remember  this  scorch- 
ing hot  fifth  of  July  for  many  a  long  day,  not  alone  for  the  heat,  but  for  a 
day-dream  that  we  had,  leaning  back  in  the  ' old  arm-chair'  after  saturating 
dip  afttf  slip  of  '  Gossip  '-paper  with  the  perspiration  that  actually  trickled 
from  'this  good  right  hand '  as  we  wrote.  Sleep  gradually  stole  over  our 
VOL.  XLIV.  14 
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senses,  *  and  as  we  slept  we  dreamed  a  dream  :'  It  seemed  but  a  moment, 
and  we  were  sitting  on  the  north  side  and  lower  shelf  of  an  ice-berg,  in 
company  with  Lieut.  Kane,  and  our  feet  were  dangling  in  the  water,  the  cold 
water  below.  Both  of  us  had  stepped  out  of  our  flesh,  and  were  sitting  in 
our  skeletons ;  when  suddenly  *  a  gust  of  wind  stert  up  behind'  and  whist- 
led through  our  ribs,  and  Kane  was  turning  toward  us,  with  satisfaction 
*in*s  aspect,'  when  suddenly  we  awoke,  *and  behold  it  was  a  dream  ;'  and 
like  *as  a  dream  when  one  awaketh '  passed  away  also  all  thought,  all  imagi- 
nation even,  of  any  thing  cooler  than  ninety  degrees  of  thermometrical  heat 
But  stay!  — here  comes  Maby  with  a  dew-besprent  pitcher,  the  chunks  of 
ice  clicking  and  clinking  against  its  sides,  tt  is  growing  cooler,  There  is  a 
decided  change  in  the  atmosphere  I  -  -  -  Coming  home  from  our  country- 
church  this  most  loyely  of  sunlmer  Sunday  mornings,  wo  sat  down  to 
repose  by  one  of  the  river-windows  of  the  sanctum ;  and  taking  a  good 
glass,  we  scanned  the  eastern  shore  of  the  Tappaan-Zee,  until  Sing-Sing 
prison,  some  eight  miles  distant,  entered  upon  the  field  of  vision.  A  sad  day 
is  Sunday  to  the  prisoners  and  captives  there  fast  bound  in  fetters  of  iron. 
No  work,  no  exercise,  no  conversation.  Semi-darkness,  total  silence,  a 
narrow  cell — and  these  are  all.  Nine  hundred  human  beings,  including 
both  sexes,  are  thus  immured,  as  it  were,  at  the  end  of  our  glass  1  And 
every  one  of  those  nine  hundred  wretched  persons  was  once  an  infant,  and 
smiled  in  its  vague  dream  of  joy  as  it  fed  itself  asleep  on  its  mother's  bosom. 
Every  one  of  them  awakened  love  in  some  less  or  larger  circle  of  related 
hearts,  and  was  cared  for,  toiled  for,  cherished.  Perhaps  some  one  might 
have  been  found  that  would  have  died  for  it  —  nay,  that  did  die  for  it  For  that 
the  mother  perished ;  or  the  manly  &ther,  pitted  unequally  against  poverty 
and  misfortune,  broke  the  overstrained  heart-string.  Take  the  sternest^ 
hardest  in  that  multitude,  and  samewhere  in  his  bosom  are  wrapped  up 
household  memories,  souvenirs  of  love,  gleams  and  glimpses  of  innocence, 
and  miniature  plans  and  picturings  of  hope.  Many  a  one  is  at  this  moment 
groaning  in  spirit  in  the  Sing-Sing  prison,  to  whose  dark  heart  the  key 
might  be  found ;  but  who,  aware  that  he  is  shut  out  alike  from  sympathy 
and  from  the  world,  feels  that  he  already  knows  the  utmost  which  fate  can 
give  or  take  away.  Hope  has  no  blandishments  in  store  that  can  seduce, 
nor  fear  a  threat  that  can  appal.  -  -  -  Theke  was  a  *  right  good  time ' 
at  Piermont,  on  the  last  *  Sabbath-Day  of  Freedom.'  From  the  commanding 
position  of  *  Old  Knick  Mount '  we  could  look  down  upon  the  long  proces- 
sion of  citizens  and  strangers,  as  it  wound  slowly  up  Seymour's  (late  Tall- 
kan's)  Mountain,  preceded  by  a  troop  of  Rockland  Dragoons  and  the 
handsome  '  Piermont  Guards '  of  *  our  town.'  In  company  with  several  agree- 
able friends,  we  joined  the  cavalcade ;  and  when  we  arrived  upon  the  ground, 
the  sight  was  a  cheering  and  beautiful  one.  In  the  still  woods,  overlooking 
'mountain,  field,  and  flood,'  was  erected  a  platform  for  the  speakers  and 
*  officers  of  the  day,'  around  which  was  an  amphitheatre  of  seats,  which 
were  filled  with  a  perspiring,  patriotic  crowd  of  both  sexes,  flanked  by  the 
military  of  the  day ;  a  fine  band  occasionally  filling  the  air  with  stirring 
music.    *The  Declaration'  was  read,  and  toell  read,  an  excellent  oration 
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was  delivered,  and  then  the  assembly  defiled  down  the  mountain,  and 
gradoally  dispersed.  A  supper  and  ball  in  the  evening,  and  uncounted  fire- 
works closed  *  the  day  we  celebrate.'  -  -  •  A  fbiend  at  a  for-off  point  of 
&r-off  Michigan  related  to  us  the  other  day  the  following,  which  may  be  consi- 
dered as  a  striking  example  of  Sharp  Practice  hj  a  Tenant^  whereas,  as  a  gene- 
ral thing,  the  sharp  practice  is  altogether  on  Hhe  other  side  of  the  house: ' 

'Squire had  leased  one  of  two  contiguous  houses  to  a  noted  character  in 

our  town,  a  lawyer  of  high  standing,  and  some  tew  years  ago  a  member  of  the 
L^^slature,  and  withal  a  desperate  and  incorrigible  wag,  and  a  hopeless 
debtor.  Quarter  after  quarter  passed  away ;  and  the  landlord  never  found 
bis  tenant  at  home  when  rent-day  came,  nor  provided  with  funds  when  he 
met  him  in  the  street ;  although  on  such  occasions  he  was  always  liberal  of 
promises.  At  last,  as  a  dernier  resort,  a  writ  of  ejectment  was  issued,  and 
notice  to  vacate  within  fourteen  days  (the  time  prescribed  by  law  in  Michi- 
gan) served  on  the  delinquent  tenant  No  notice  being  taken  thereof  on 
the  afternoon  of  the  day  specified  the  landlord  proceeded,  with  the  proper 
officers,  to  the  premises,  with  the  dire  intent  of  pitching  his  victim  into  the 
street,  'tieck  and  hccls.'  But,  on  arriving  at  the  place,  what  was  his  cha- 
grin to  'find  that  his  tenant  had  that  very  morning  removed  —  into  ths 
adjoining  house^  which  happened  to  be  vacant  just  then ;  a  note  being  left 
on  the  steps  of  his  late  residence,  politely  suggesting  the  propriety  of  cer- 
tain repairs  in  his  new  abode,  and  requesting  the  'Squire  to  see  to  it  as  soon 
as  convenient.  Of  course  new  proceedings  had  to  be  instituted,  and  there 
being  no  such  thing  as  *  distress  for  rent '  (except  in  the  landlord's  pocket) 
in  Michigan,  another  writ  of  ejectment  was  issued  and  served.  The  evening 
before  the  time  was  up,  the  landlord  called  on  his  debtor,  and  found  him 
just  sitting  down  to  supper  ia  Ida  old  liome^  to  which  he  had  again  removed 
that  very  afternoon!  He  was  profuse  of  compliments,  and  thanked  the 
Squire  heartily  for  the  improvements  which  had  been  made  in  the  dwelling 
during  his  absence.  A  new  process  was  at  once  issued ;  and,  this  time 
determined  not  to  be  tricked,  the  landlord  procured  occupants  for  both  build- 
ings, rent  free  for  a  full  quarter,  fearing  to  leave  either  empty  till  he  was 
iurlj  rid  of  his  customer.  On  comparing  notes,  he  found  himself  minus 
over  a  year's  rent,  beside  the  quarter  given  on  the  two  houses,  and  the 
expense  of  suits,  etc. !  A  beautiful  instance  of  the  uncertainties  of  the  law 
•  in  such  case  made  and  provided ! '  -  -  -  Wb  ran  out  the  other  day  to  *  Mast- 
Hope,'  on  the  Delaware,  in  Pennsylvania,  to  view  the  glorious  scenery  which 
is  oonomanded  fi*om  the  New-Tork  and  Erie  Railroad,  and  to  catch  some  fish. 
Never  was  there  a  better  *time.'  As  we  sped  along  in  the  large  airy  cars, 
upon  the  broad  gauge  (ah  I  departed  Setmour  I  how  much  do  rejoicing  tra- 
vellers owe  to  thee!)  there  were  daguerreotyped  upon  the  memory  summer 
pictures  of  largest  variety  and  rarest  beauty.  Arrived  at  *  the  Hope,'  and 
saielj  and  most  comfortably  'bestowed'  with  our  old  Binghamton  "host, 
Lord  Cliftok  Hall,  we  awaited  the  arrival  of  a  cherished  friend  from  the 
most  charming  town  in  all  the  lovely  county  of  Broome,  whom  we  had  *  come 
half-way '  to  meet.  In  fifi^en  minutes  the  train  came  rushing  eastward,  and 
he  was  with  us.    The  next  morning  early,  clad  in  such  garb  as  becomes  true 
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fishermen,  there  was  a  jolly  party  of  us  who  set  forth  in  boats  mounted  on 
wheels,  to  *  Wolf-Pond.'  Upon  what  we  saw  on  the  way,  what  we  expe- 
rienced at  the  '  Pond,*  and  what  we  saw  and  enjoyed  on  our  return,  we  shall 
dilate  in  another  number.  It  is  too  warm  to  writ«  another  word.  Gosh  !  Hot- 
test spell  of  weather  *  ever  was  in  the  world ! '  -  -  -  A  friend  of  ours  has 
just  been  mentioning,  that  on  one  occasion  he  was  addressing  *  the  Court '  at 
the  bar  of  one  of  the  Middle  States,  upon  a  subject  of  great  moment  to  his  cli- 
ent, when  his  attention  was  arrested  by  a  singular  circumstance.  He  observed 
that  whenever  he  dwelt  upon  the  particular  point  of  his  argument  which  he 
wished  especially  to  enforce,  *  the  Court's '  head  went  down  behind  his  ele- 
vated desk,  and  presently  arose  again.  Changmg  his  position  slightly,  he 
saw  the  mystery  of  this  singular  occurrence ;  and  when,  soon  after,  it  was 
repeated,  he  paused  in  his  remarks,  and  said:  *When  'the  Court'  has 
finished  eating  its  water-melon^  I  shall  proceed  with  my  argument,  not  with- 
out the  hope  of  being  at  least  partially  heard  I '  And  this  reminded  us  of 
the  reply  of  a  certain  *  Court'  at  the  West  to  a  question  *of  Counsel  :* 
'Does  the  Counsel  understand  'the  Court'  to  say  that  its  last  ruling  is 
according  to  lawf  *To  which  thus  then'  'the  Qourt:'  'If  'the  Court' 
understand  herself —  and  she  think  she  d(?  —  it  ar*  / '  There  is  much  talent 
and  also  '  some'  ignorance  on  the  western  '  bench.'  -  -  -  Situated  in 
the  beautiful  village  of  Binghamton,  in  Broome  county,  is  Mrs,  Backus^ s  School 
for  Young  Ladies,  which  deserves  especial  commendation,  not  alone  from  the 
fact  that  the  pupils  are  well  and  thoroughly  taught  in  all  the  various  branches 
of  the  languages,  sciences,  and  arts,  but  for  the  elevated  and  Christian  character 
of  the  Principal  and  her  Assistants.  Mrs.  Backus  is  a  lady  of  rare  accom- 
plishments, possessing  remarkable  ease  and  dignity  of  deportment,  and  her 
association  with  and  care  of  her  pupils  is  so  familiar  and  maternal  that  they 
invariably  imbibe  much  of  the  grace  of  manner  and  ease  in  conversation 
which  characterize  her8el£  Take  it  all  in  all,  we  know  of  no  similar  insti- 
tution which  combines  so  many  desirable  advantages  as  this ;  and  parents 
who  have  daughters  to  educate  would  do  well  to  consult  the  many  eminent 
references  of  this  school  —  or  visit  the  institution  itself  The  delightful  jour- 
ney thither  on  the  Erie  rail-road,  would  of  itself  repay  the  expense  of 
time  and  money.  -  -  -  A  SEEDV-looking  old  negro,  with  a  'brick' 
in  his  old  white  hat,  and  a  'weed'  round  it,  staggering  along  the 
street  the  other  day,  attracted  the  attention  of  some  youngsters,  who  imme- 
diately commenced  imitating  his  walk ;  calling  out  '  Uncle  Tom,'  and  other 
opprobrious  epithets.  The  old  fellow  bore  it  patiently  for  a  few  seconds,  but 
when  they  continued  '  heaping  coals  of  fire  on  his  head,'  he  could  n't  stand 
it  any  longer.  Sitting  down  on  the  curb-stone,  he  called  out:  'Who  you 
call  Uggle  ToB?  D-d-do  yer  know  wha'  got  de  b-boys  h-hoo  mockt  de 
p-propht  L-L-LisHA  ?  De  hars  et  'um  I '  '  Ya-as  1 '  answered  a  young  'un, 
'  but  you  ain't  no  prophet  'Lisha  though ! '  *  'Sides,'  chirped  another,  '  he 
never  got  drunk  I '  We  think  that  last  brick  '  knocked  him,'  for  when  we 
came  away  he  was  lying  flat  on  the  pavement.  -  -  -  Our  readers  have  lost 
much  if  they  have  fkiled  to  peruse  the  several  articles  upon  the  *Li/e  and  (Jh<v- 
racterof  William  Pitt,^  as  they  have  appeared  from  time  to  time  in  the  pages 
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of  this  Magazine.  The  series  is  concluded  in  the  present  nomber ;  and  we 
call  especial  attention  to  the  admirable  manner  in  which  our  correspondent's 
task  has  been  accomplished.  -  •  -  Our  esteemed  friend  the  *  Psasaot 
Bard/  whose  muse  is  as  simple,  fervent  and  direct  as  that  of  the  true  and 
natural  poet  whom  he  apostrophizes,  sends  us  the  subjoined  ^Eputle  to  Hugh 
AimUeJ*  Apropos  of  our  Scottish  bard :  we  hope  to  announce  the  speedy 
publication  of  his  volume,  now  passing  through  the  press.  Another  corre- 
spondent writes:  'What  a  BuRXs-like  hand  you  have  in  Hugh  Ainslie!  I 
bought  I  was  perusing  the  departed  Scottish  *  Son  of  Song's '  own  lines, 
when  I  read  the  following  from  the  *Merry  Maida  <f  Scotland^  in  your  last 
number: 

*  "When  dreary  days  o*  winter 

War  scailing  sleet  and  snaw, 
Your  fresh,  unfrosted  merriment 

Scmt  simmer  through  the  ha' : 

'  I  'm  far  awa',  I  'm  lang  awa', 
Aq'  mackle  'a  come  atween 
The  nights  we  reeled  it  In  the  ha', 
Or  linked  it  on  the  green,' 

et  cetera.'  But  to  the  lines  of  our  New-England  *brither,'  touching  which, 
we  have  gone  off  at  a  tangent  concerning  something  else : 


DBAS  Friknd  :  SnrpriM  yoall  doabtlesB  feel. 
When  this  yon  get,  and  break  the  seal ; 
Bot  one  who  wfabes  for  your  weal 

Sabficribes  the  writing; 
The  Moms,  flddMng  the  Soot^  reel. 

Do  the  Inditing. 

"T  is  sympathy  that  prompts  my  line : 
I  never  saw  your  fkce,  and  mine 
Ton  never  saw ;  bnt  I  opine. 

That 's  matter  small : 
"nie  children  of  *the  tnneftU Nine' 

Arebrothen  all. 

The  flowery,  green  Pamaasian  wav, 
What  cro^ras  oedost  it  in  our  day  1 
Faith!  they  *ye  laid  rails,  and  engines  play 

Te  DewiM  on  it, 
And  *t&cket  through '  all  who  can  pay 

A  third-rate  sonnet 

For  one,  all  independent  grown, 
I  'n  bare  Pamaasns  of  my  own ! 
OM  Holyoke.  or  *A8cntney'B  cone,* 

As  classic  sbonld  be, 
Or  grand  Monadnock's  r^al  throne  — 

Te  gods!  they  coald  be! 

now  few  who  try  the  rural  song 
Strike  notes  that  to  the  fields  belong  I 
Bat  lack  some  tmthftil  feature  strong: 

As  painters  clever 
Oft  pot  the  mllk-maid  on  the  wrong 

Side  of  the  heifer. 

The  &et  is,  he  who  doem't  know 
The  pro9&,  the  poetry  can't  show, 
Of  rural  life,  and  make  it  glow 

With  life-blood  warm: 
Whoe'er  that  saw  the  beaateons  bow, 

Saw  not  the  storm  r 
OiO,  (JfOM.,)  July  8, 1854. 


*  Mat  WABfona  I  *  •— I  would  rather  own 
As  mine  that  simple  gem  alone, 
Than  half  the  stilted  poems  thrown, 

With  flourish  grand, 
From  the  great  press,  and  puffed  and  blown 

About  the  land. 

Whatever  may  be  your  fortune's  grade, 

I M  take  it,  were  the  wager  laid. 

That  you  have  seen  both  '  light  and  shade 

Of  Scottish  life,' 
And  weary  has  your  heart  been  made 

By  worldly  strife. 

0  brother  bardl  canst  thou  explain 
Why  SoBsow  wakes  the  sweetest  strain  ? 
Just  as  we  hear  the  dear  refhun 

That  robins  ring. 
While  showers  down  the  drenching  rain 
In  time  of  spring. 

Blaw  sweetly  Bootla*s  pipes,  my  brither ! 

1  luve  her;  she  ^  my  great  grand-mither, 
Sae  there 's  a  sort  o'  kindred  tether 

Hands  me  to  thee ; 
But  mair  thy  sang,  for  sic  anither 
We  rarely  see. 

Fame's  eye  may  never  yet  have  seen  us; 
Fate  from  the  world's  applanse  may  screen  us ; 
But  shall  these  thinn  suffice  to  wean  us 

From  song 7    No!  never! 
The  heirs  of  tme  poetic  genius 

HoIdfiMt  forever! 

Adieu,  O  bard  of  Natubk's  making  I 
Some  day  thy  hand  I  may  be  taking: 
Do  nt  know :  fldn  would— bnt  Gabb  is  ehakinc 

FnU&stllfe'bsand; 
But  I  Ve  a  notion  we  11  be  waking 

In  the  leal  land. 

^Peabakt  Basd.* 


•  The  title  of  a  little  poem  of  Mr.  Aixslte's,  published  in  a  former  number  of  the  Knickbr- 
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'Maete  virtute^^  good  *  Peasant  ! '  -  -  -  Communications,  in  firesh  and  cor- 
dial letters,  pour  upon  us  in  these  sultry  days,  from  glad  town-friends,  errant 
in  cool  country  haunts ;  and  among  them  comes  the  ensuing  free-and-easy 
chat  from  an  old  friend.    He  dates  from  *  Up  North,*  in  mid-June : 

*  The  world  is  fall  of  beauty  just  now,  here  in  the  oonntiy.  Do  you  not  rercl  in 
space  and  freedom?  Your  town-sanctum  was  pleasant  exceedingly,  and  from  it  still 
speak  memories  that  delight  me  to  recall ;  but  yet,  do  you  not  give  the  oountty  tiiie 
preference?  Another  sanctum  you  have,  and  the  same  familiar  objects  are  about  you, 
and  not  a  few  of  the  same  friends  may  follow  you.  All  will,  if  not  in  bodj,  yet  in 
spirit :  and  so,  good  friend,  '  in  contentment  rest.' 

*  From  the  regions  of  the  north  I  write  you,  for  I  hare  taken  an  early  start,  and  shall 
not  return  before  autumn.  I  wish  you  could  be  present  with  me  for  a  few  days,  where 
I  am;  and  I '11  tell  you  why.  I  have  overhauled  our  old  friend,  'Kit  Ejeltin,'  who,  as 
you  know,  has  quitted  the  seas,  and  is  fast-anchored  amid  the  marble  of  Vermont 
He  has  selected  a  romantic,  quiet  comer  in  the  town  of  Rutland,  at  Sutherland  Falls, 
and  has  placed  his  hopes  upon  a  marble-mill :  a  good  investment,  for  the  marble  la  of 
that  kind  which  must  supersede  the  Italian.  It  m  Italian,  and  the  inexhaustible  quarry 
*  contingent '  to  the  mill  is  varied  in  style  and  shading.  There  it  beauty  even  in  a  stone. 
Gould  you  seethe  varied  shades  that  are  mingled  together,  exquisitely  blended,  the  fine- 
ness of  the  stock,  its  durability  and  elegance  of  finish,  you  would  desire  to  ornament 
your  cottage  with  mantels,  tables,  and  the  like,  that  would  please  the  eye  and  gratify 
the  taste.  There  is  also  a  fall  of  water  here,  sublimely  beautiful — Otter  Creek  —  tum- 
bling, whirling,  eddying,  bubbling,  dashing,  roaring,  and  leaping  a  distance  of  some 
hundred  and  twenty  feet  in  about  one  hundred  and  fifty.  The  banks  are  lined  with 
the  graceful  cedar  arbor  vitSB;  and  in  mid- winter  the  frozen  spray  and  pendant  icicles 
must  enhance  the  picturesque  beauty  to  fullness.  I  should  say,  with  positive  boldness, 
that  there  is  not  another  such  a  water-privilege  in  the  United  States.  Were  this 
secluded  spot  known,  (and  it  must  be,)  how  many  enterprising  men  would  seek  to  be 
benefited  thereby  I  A  hotel  is  needed  here,  and  it  would  be  crowded.  The  Boston  and 
Burlington  rail-way  runs  directly  in  front  of  the  office  of  the  Sutherland  Falls  Company, 
(of  which  Kit  Kelvin  is  one,)  and  every  facility  is  thus  offered  for  the  successful  pro- 
secution of  business.  The  company  ship  a  large  amount  of  inch-slabs  to  New- York, 
where  it  is  used  for  furniture  purposes,  and  distributed  throughout  the  Union.  Table- 
tops  and  interior  decorations  are  manufactured  from  this  Italian  vein,  and  are  perfect 
pictures  in  themselves.  Consumers  can  procure  this  marble  at  a  less  cost  than  the 
freight  and  duties  which  are  paid  upon  the  article  fh>m  Italy,  and  it  is  better  marble, 
and  will  eventually  take  the  precedence. 

'Sutherland  Falls  is  a  beautifhl,  romantic  place,  and  in  the  summer  and  autumn  it  is 
frequently  'called  upon'  by  visitors  from  the  large  towns;  and  I  know  of  no  place 
better  suited  for  such  pio-nic  parties  than  here,  among  the  cone-Uke  cedars.  Hard  by, 
you  find  a  hospitable  house,  where,  in  case  of  need,  the  stranger  is  refreshed  with  viands 
that  excel  the  forced  French  condiments  that  are  placed  before  us  in  large  hotels;  and 
the  motto  is,  *  Cry  aloud  and  spare  not !  *  The  New-York  daily  papers  are  left  here, 
and  amid  the  quietness  of  the  spot,  the  news  of  a  wrangling  world  come  fresh  and 
prompt  to  tell  the  daily  story  of  the  rise  and  fall  of  stocks  and  stock-jobbers,  the  unsa- 
tisfactory state  of  affairs  at  the  Capitol,  and  the  floating  buzz  of  unsettled  positions  in 
the  world  at  large.' 

Faknt  Kehble  gave  a  dramatic  reading  of  Shakspeare^s  Julius  Ojssajei 
in  Rome,  recently.  What  a  treat  it  must  have  been,  to  hear  tuck  a  delivery 
as  hers,  on  the  very  spot  where  the  deeds  the  great  bard  described  were 
enacted !  -  -  -  Our  anecdote  of  the  Western  judge  who  would  '  take 
a  mackerel,'  reminds  a  New-Hampshire  correspondent  of  a  similar  arrange- 
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ment  which  once  fell  under  his  obseryation :  'An  agent  of  a  manufacturing 
companj,  in  a  pleasant  village  of  *  Old  Rockingham/  New  Hampshire,  was 
rather  noted  for  his  meanness  in  money-matters.  He  also  combined  a  great 
dislike  of  alcoholic  drinks  with  a  weakness  for  hard-boiled  eggs.  Being  in 
Boston  one  day,  a  friend,  who  was  unacquainted  with  his  peculiar  tastes, 
met  him  near  the  'Reyere,*  and  asked  him  to  *  imbibe.*  '  Thank  you/  replied 
the  agent ;  *  I  don't  drink,  but  I'll  take  a  boiled  egg  and  three  cents  ! '  The 
iariter  immediately  *  broke '  for  Quincy-Market,  to  obtain  the  desired  refresh- 
ment I  -  -  -  ^An  Admirer  of  Poetical  Genius  *  sends  us  the  following 
*  emanation  *  from  a  Missouri  poet  who,  if  he  goes  on  as  he  has  begun,  will 
bid  iair  to  snatch  the  bays  from  the  brow  of  our  world-fiuned  contributor, 
E.  N.  Pepper,  Esq. :  The  reader  has  no  doubt  seen  a  statement  in  the  public 
prints  of  the  *  shooting  affair '  which  gave  rise  to  the  following  stanzas.  The 
author,  with  the  modesty  always  belonging  to  true  genius,  declined  publish- 
ing to  the  world  his  effusion,  and  therefore  only  had  a  few  copies  printed  and 
circulated  among  his  personal  admirers,  from  one  of  whom  we  obtain  the 
copy  which  we  give  below : 

*1.  As  I  WAS  ffoing  down  Fourth-street^ 
One  o'cfock  or  later : 
Mr.  UoFrMAN  I  did  meet, 
A  mnning  from  3Irs.  Bakbb. 

'2.  As  I  was  coming  up  Fourth-street, 
It  was  Mrs.  Baker  I  did  meet; 
She  looked  at  me  and  turned  around. 
And  shot  at  HorrvAN  on  the  ground. 

'8.  She  shot  at  him  upon  the  street, 
And  in  the  store  he  did  retreat; 
The  excitement  raised,  the  pistol  cracked, 
And  Horrif  AN  was  shot  in  the  hack. 

'4.  Then  in  the  store  she  sat  amazed, 
While  at  HorniAy  she  did  gaze ; 
She  sent  for  Baxsr,  and  when  he  come. 
He  said  *  JKj  God  !  Mary,  what  hare  you  done  ? ' 

'  5.  Then  a  oarnage  he  did  provide. 
For  to  take  a  pleasare-nde ; 
He  could  get  no  body  to  go  her  bail, 
So  they  took  her  'round  to  the  St.  Louis  Jail. 

'6.  The  Dutch  they  did  surround  the  Jail 
To  get  Mrs.  Bakkb  out  on  bail; 
The  watchmen  told  them  to  go  away. 
But  all  they  said  was  nix  furstay. 

,  *  7.  There  was  a  Dutchman  drove  a  slop-cart, 
Who  thought  himself  so  awful  smart; 
Ue  struck  Captain  Cozzkns  on  the  head. 
And  the  report  went  'round  that  he  was  dead. 

'  8.  About  eleven  o'clock  they  raised  a  riot, 
And  Mr.  How  told  them  to  keep  quiet ; 
Thej  throwed  rocks  in  all  wars, 
So  he  sent  for  the  St.  Louis  Greys. 

*  9.  The  Washington  Guards  were  ordered  out, 
And  Capt  Frost  Commander; 
Says  he,  old  Duche  you  are  lost 
If  you  do  raise  our  dander.' 
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*  Here  is  another  fanny  thing,*  writes  the  same  correspondent,  *  which  I 
think  is  worth  embalming  in  the  '  Gossip.^  A  lady-friend  who  was  inclined 
to  believe  in  spiritual  manifestations,  was  awakened  one  m'ght  by  her  hus- 
band coming  in,  and  when  he  spoke,  distinctly  heard  three  raps,  apparently 
upon  the  wall  of  the  chamber.  She  asked,  *  Is  there  a  spirit  present? '  No 
answer.  She  then  insisted  that  her  husband  should  question  the  mysterious 
visitor;  and  to  gratify  her,  he  did  so,  although  an  unbeliever.  *•  Is  there  a 
spirit  present  ? '  Tap,  tap,  tap !  *  Does  it  wish  to  communicate  with  me?  ' 
Tap,  tap,  tap  1  *  Is  it  a  matter  of  importance  ? '  Tap,  tap,  tap  I  A  host  of 
inquiries  of  a  like  nature  were  made,  all  of  which  were  responded  to  by  the 

three  mysterious  taps;  Mrs.  J at  intervals  putting  questions,  but 

receiving  no  replies.  At  last,  her  husband's  curiosity  became  aroused,  and 
he  arose,  struck  a  light,  and  commenced  a  thorough  examination  of  the  apart- 
ment, the  *  mysterious  knockings '  responding  whenever  he  opened  his  lips, 

but  remaining  obstinately  silent  when  Mrs.  J interrogated  *  the  spirits.' 

At  last,  on  approaching  the  bed,  the  taps  waxed  furious  and  faster,  and  upon 
raising  the  valance,  the  *  spirit  was  discovered  bodily,'  in  the  shape  of 

J 's  &vorite  bob-tailed  terrier  *Sam,'  who  had  ensconced  himself  under 

the  bed,  before  his  master  came  home,  and  whenever  spoken  to,  would  make 
a  *  waggin* '  of  his  stump-tail ;  and  this  appendage,  striking  upon  the  floor, 
produced  the  *  spiritual  manifestations!'  *Sam'  was  forthwith  obliged 
to  '  vamose  the  ranch,'  and  gave  no  more  manifestations  that  night     Mrs. 

J is  one  of  the  most  amiable  of  her  sex,  and  is  a  great  admirer  of '  Old 

Knick  ' :  but  if  you  should  ever  come  to  the  Mound  City,  and  be  introduced, 
as  you  value  your  eyes,  don't  mention  *  spirits '  where  she  is  I  *  -  -  -  A 
FRIEND  sends  the  following  veritable  extract,  in  commemoration  of  our 
national  and  respectable  fowl.  It  was  actually  delivered  by  a  military  colo- 
nel, *  down-east':  ^The  Bird  of  America^  with  one  foot  on  Bunker-Hill 
Monument  and  the  other  on  the  Rocky  Mountains,  spreads  his  wide  wings 
o'er  our  native  land,  running  his  beak  into  the  golden  sands  of  £1  Dorado, 
and  fiuming  with  his  tail  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North ;  thus  heraldically 
demonstrating  a  spread-eagle ! '  -  -  -  'Wat  up  where  the  Hackensack 
first  begins  to  Hwist  and  squirm  about  in  the  grass  and  the  woods,'  we  went 
the  other  day  with  an  exceedingly  pleasant  and  well-chosen  party,  to  take 
some  of  the  pickerel  and  perch  that  *  do  much  abound '  in  that  sylvan  region. 
What  a  day  it  was,  and  what  a  ^  season '  we  had  I  To  close  all,  there  was  a 
*fry'  in  the  *  grand  old  woods,'  of  fish  fresh  from  the  young  river  that 
meandered  by ;  and  at  the  bountiful  table  spread  in  that  primitive  forest, 
where  were  represented  clerical,  legal,  medical,  agricultural,  and  literary 
*  folks,'  there  were  stories  told,  songs  sung,  and  *  things'  said,  of  which  you 
shall  hear  more  hereafter.  What  a  day  it  was!  Enjoyment  without 
excess  —  hilarity  without  uproariousness  —  elation  without  folly.  *  Since  I 
have  been  in  America,'  said  a  reverend  prelate,  *I  have  never  passed  so 
entirely  pleasant  a  day.'  -  -  -  Our  town-readers  have  doubtless 
remarked  occasional  notices  in  the  daily  journals  of  a  forthcoming  picture, 
by  Mr.  Rembrandt  Lockwood,  a  young  American  painter,  for  some  time 
educated  in  the  celebrated  Art-School  of  Munich,  Bavaria,  but  for  several 
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years  past  located  at  Newark,  New- Jersey.  The  subject  of  the  picture  is  *  The 
Last  Judgment^  one  of  the  grandest  and  most  interesting  to  which  the  mind 
can  address  itsel£  Treated  variously  and  ably  by  Orcagua,  Michael 
Angelo,  Cornelius,  and  Martin;  and  being  the  theme  of  Angelo*s  sublimest 
work,  the  magnificent  fresco  of  the  Sistine  Chapel  at  Rome,  it  would  seem 
almost  sheer  presumption  for  a  young  American  to  attempt  the  subject  with 
the  hope  of  success,  or  even  to  be  tolerated  in  comparison  with  his  great 
exemplars.  Yet  we  are  assured  by  persons  of  undoubted  critical  acumen, 
that  Mr.  Lockwood,  whose  picture  is  just  completed,  has  produced  a 
work  almost  entirely  original  in  the  treatment  of  the  subject,  and 
entitled  to  the  honors  of  a  master-piece  as  a  work  of  art.  He  has  been 
engaged  nearly  eight  years  on  the  picture,  (cartoons  and  painting,)  which 
covers  a  canvas  twenty-seven  feet  by  seventeen  and  a  half  feet,  requiring  a 
studio  to  be  built  purposely  for  it,  and  embraces  about  two  hundred  conspi- 
cuous figures.  One  great  feature  of  the  picture  is  the  exclusion  of  the 
mythology,  paganism,  and  sectarianism  which,  theologically  and  morally  con- 
sidered, detract  in  our  day  from  the  creations  of  Angelo  and  Cornelius. 
The  picture,  we  understand,  is  soon  to  be  exhibited  in  New- York,  where,  if 
the  opinion  of  capable  judges  be  of  worth,  it  will  create  a  sensation,  and 
secure  an  honorable  niche  for  its  painter  in  the  temple  of  art-renown.  We 
hope  to  pay  it  an  early  visit.  -  -  -  *  While  I  am  writing  you  I  feel  impelled 
to  relate  an  incident  that  occurred  in  the  court  of  an  adjoining  county  not  long 
since.  I  must  premise  that  the  laws  of  this  State  prescribe  that  in  the 
trial  of  all  indictments  for  larceny  the  jury  are  obliged,  if  they  find  the 
defendant  guilty,  to  estimate  the  value  of  the  property  stolen ;  when,  if  the 
amount  is  five  dollars  or  over,  the  penalty  is  imprisonment  in  the  State 
penitentiary ;  if  under  five  dollars,  the  culprit  is  only  confined  in  the  county 
jaiL  A  fellow  was  under  trial  for  stealing  a  five-dollar  note  of  the  State 
Bank  of  Indiana;  and  his  counsel,  finding  an  acquittal  hopeless,  called  several 
brokers  to  testify  that  the  note  was  at  a  discount  of  one  per  cent  for  specie, 
which  testimony  the  prosecuting  attorney  rebutted  by  calling  several  busi- 
ness-men, who  testified  that  they  were  always  in  the  habit  of  receiving  and 
paying  such  notes  at  five  dollars.  In  summing  up  and  giving  the  case  to 
tiie  jury,  the  prosecutor,  a  man  of  but  little  cultivation  but  considera- 
ble shrewdness,  told  the  jury  that  this  defendant  was  Hhe  meanest  man  he 
ever  saw.  Why,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,'  said  he,  *  I  have  practised  in  the 
courts  of  this  State  twelve  years,  and  have  prosecuted  criminals  guilty  of 
all  sorts  of  crimes  and  meannesses,  but  I  never  before  found  a  rascal  so  *  all 
fired '  mean  that  he  would  n*t  be  willing  to  %teal  Indiana  money  at  par  I '  A 
new  and  welcome  correspondent  in  Illinois  vouches  for  the  foregoing ;  asssur- 
ing  us  that  it  is  *  true  in  every  particular.'  -  -  -  We  acknowledge  the 
receipt  of  two  speeches  delivered  by  Hons.  GnjsERT  Dean  and  Michael  Walsh, 
of  New- York,  in  the  House  of  Representatives,  upon  the  Nebraska  and  Kansas 
question,  and  another  of  Hon.  J.  N.  Mallort,  of  Florida,  in  the  Senate,  on 
*  Improvement  in  the  Navy.'  *  Mike  '  remarks,  characteristically  enough,  in 
opening :  *  I  have  listened  to  the  few  speeches  which  have  been  made  here 
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on  this  subject,  and  have  also  been  present  during  the  dull  delivery  of  nearly 
the  whole  tiresome  mass  of  prosy  re-hashes  which  hare  been  read  upon  it 
to  empty  benches,  and  subsequently  published  as  ^»peeche9,^ '  Mr.  Malloby's 
sound  remarks  upon  a  very  important  subject  may  be  referred  to  hereafter 
in  these  pages.  -  -  -  The  following  report  gives  the  state  of  the 
crops  at  *  Old  Knick  Mount,'  at  this  present  writing :  com,  *  Iowa  White ' 
and  *  Virginia,'  flourishing  and  rank :  cucumbers,  fresh,  healthy,  expanding 
and  lengthening :  tomatoes,  red  and  yellow  yarieties,  in  the  'upper  sphere '  of 
progress :  ^  water,'  *  mush '  and  other  *  millions,'  doing  tetter  than  '  could  be 
expected:'  beets,  *  lusty  and  strong:'  long  white  onions,  rather  slim,  but 
growing:  beans  —  well,  *'t  ain't  no  matter' about  the  6<ja7W.  -  -  -  *You 
are  perhaps  sometimes  inclined,'  writes  a  new  out-of-town  correspondent,  *  to 
smile  at  the  modem  doctrine  of  *  Woman's  Rights.  The  following  epistle 
will  show  that  there  are  phases  of  the  subject  not  to  be  laughed  at.  You 
will  understand  the  origin  of  this  epistle  when  I  inform  you  that  I  had 
agreed  to  visit  a  very  dear  friend,  residing  some  fifty  miles  from  here.  The 
day  was  appointed,  the  very  hour  was  fixed ;  for  this  exactness  was  rendered 
possible  by  raU-road  communication ;  but  instead  of  fulfilling  my  engage- 
ment I  sent  a  letter  of  apology  with  the  promise  of  making  good  my  inten- 
tion the  following  week,  and  here  is  the  answer  I  received : 

*  *  Dear  J :  Your  note  arrirod  yesterday,  but  not  in  time  to  save  me  the  cost  of  a 

very  excellent  and  rather  expensive  dinner,  out  of  a  somewhat  reduced  exchequer,  nor 
to  save  my  wife  the  trouble  and  toil  of  cooking  it,  orer  a  hot  fire,  on  a  warm  day,  with- 
out the  aid  of  a  servant ;  for  of  this  last-named  article  we  are  at  present  destitute.  I 
hope  you  will  ^et  married  as  soon  as  possible,  so  as  to  learn  expcnmentally  the  annoy- 
ance of  such  disappointments.  The  truth  is,  women  luivc  rights,  even  though  they  have 
been  caricatured  oy  some  would-be  modem  reformers ;  and  it  is  time  that  old  bachelon 
like  jrourself  should  know  it.  I  am  sorry  to  say  —  or  not  sorry,  I  hardly  know  which  — 
that  it  will  not  be  convenient  for  us  to  see  you  on  Monday  next,  as  I  expect  to  be  away 
from  home  on  that  day,  and  several  days  following.  At  any  convenient  time,  should 
you  see  fit  to  come,  wc  will  endeavor  to  welcome  you  with  a  mutton-chop,  or  a  piece  of 
fried  liver ;  but  for  a  joint  of  lamb  and  the  etceteras  you  must  not  look.  With  a  dispo- 
sition to  forgive  and  forget,  as  soon  as  a  becoming  expression  of  regret  on  your  part 
renders  the  exercise  of  such  a  disposition  proper,  and  with  all  the  regard  which  it  is 
possible  to  exercise  under  the  circumstances, 

*  *  I  am  yours,  as  ever,  c' ' 

A  very  curt  and  well-deserved  rebuke.  -  -  -  Dm  you  ever  remark  how  one 
garrulous  old  maid  in  a  company  will  set  scores  of  others  a-going,  untQ  by 
and  by  you  shall  hear  nothing  but:  *S'she,  't  is  n't  so;'  *S's  I,  't  is;'  *S's 
she,  't  can't  be  possible;'  *S's  I,  I  hww  it;'  *S's  she,  who  told  you?'  *S's 
I,  *  Nanct  Hopkins,'  etc.  This  is  *  Gossip.'  We  are  afraid  we  have  some- 
thing to  answer  for  in  this  kind.  Our  monthly  chat  with  our  readers,  which 
heralded  so  many  years  ago  this  species  of  familiar  converse,  seems  to  have 
become  an  epidemic  among  sundry  of  our  contemporaries,  in  various  parts 
of  the  country :  and  we  like  to  see  it.  Any  thing  but  a  dull  proser,  who 
*  looks  on,  hears,  and  keeps  close.'  Talk  away,  even  if  you  don't  say  any 
thing.  Something  should,  something  must  hit,  now  and  then.  Write  as 
you  feel^  and  let  all  the  rest  go.  -  -  -  *  Cosjing  down  the  Alleghanies 
not  long  since,  on  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad,  just  as  a  shower  was  passing 
off,  my  attention  was  attracted  by  what  appeared  to  be  wreaths  of  smoke 
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curling  around  the  tops  of  the  mountains,  l>ut  which  a  second  glance  showed 
were  only  flying  clouds.  While  looking  at  them,  a  moon-faced  countryman, 
leaning  over  and  pointing  to  them,  asked  with  great  earnestness,  *  Is  them 
'ere  WoLCAXOES?'  A /a<5f,  according  to  a  Philadelphia  friend.  -  -  -  The 
following  advertisement  was  found  by  a  correspondent  posted  in  a  store 
in  the  neighborhood  of  Fort  Wayne,  Indiana,  It  is  exactly  copied  from  the 
originaL  The  *  schoolmaster '  must  have  gone  *  abroad '  from  the  Hoosier 
State: 

*  N    O    T    E    8   . 

•  thare  will  be  a  sale  at  Sfsanah  Lefis  on  the  18  of  fednry  the  folem  Property  to  hit 
one  mare  too  pious  too  Bedea  an  Beden  ooe  Cook  stove  thirtee  Bashalsov  Corn  an  other 
property  too  tejeest  to  mencben  for  wicb  one  yere  Credet  will  pe  givn  the  sale  Com> 
I  at  ten  Cloc.' 


Is  there  a  spelling-school  in  that  region?  -  -  -  The  kind  favor  of  *D.  E.  N/ 
is  thankfully  acknowledged.  While  we  perfectly  agree  with  the  writer  in 
all  that  he  has  expressed,  and  expressed  felicitously,  we  yet  think  the  publica- 
tion of  his  observations  would  interfere  with  the  position  of  perfect  political 
neutrality  which  it  has  been  designed  that  this  Magazine  should  occupy 
from  its  very  commencement  Let  us  have  some  neutral  ground  upon  which 
all  parties  may  meet  without  difference  of  opinion.  Literature,  distinct  from 
politics  or  polemics,  is  our  *phitform.'  -  -  -  An  Exeter  (New  Hampshire) 
correspondent  sends  us  the  following  epitaph,  as  *one  not  altogether  overlooka- 
ble/  The  inscription  has  just  been  placed  upon  a  marble  grave-stone  by 
Mr.  MosES  Davis,  of  Nashua,  (N.  H.,)  to  be  placed  over  the  grave  of  Miss 
Sevillah  Jones,  who  was  murdered  by  Henry  N.  Sargent,  at  Boston,  last 
winter,  because  she  would  not  marry  hnn.  Sargent  shot  himself  at  the 
same  time: 

*i5  t  6  f  I  I  s  ti* 

•DAUGHTER  OP  OEOROB   AND   8AKAH   JON'ES. 

MIXBDrKZD  BT  HEXXT  BABOKNT,  JANUARY  18,  1854. 

AOtD   fBST-aXTtBlf     TSABa,    VIMB     SiOKTHS. 

*  Thus  fell  this  lovclv,  blooming  daughter 
By  the  revengeful  tand — a  malicious  Uexbt. 
When  on  her  way  to  school  he  met  her, 
And  with  a  six  self-cocked  pistol  shot  her ! ' 

Will  some  of  our  *  sharp-shooting'  friends  tell  us  what  a  *six  self-cockcd 
pistol '  is  ?  -  -  -  What  a  luxury  it  is,  in  this  fervid  season,  to  cross  to 
the  *Lamnrtine  Cottage '  at  Hoboken,  dine  under  umbrageous  trees  upon 
delicioosly-cooked  French  dishes,  with  delicate  light  wines,  and  then  sweep 
np  the  Hudson,  in  the  cool  of  the  early  evening,  on  our  old  favorite,  the 
•  Erik,'  discussing  a  mild  Havana,  and  chatting  with  the  *  officers  of  the  day ! ' 
Try  it,  some  day  —  one  or  both.  -  -  -  Publishers  and  correspondents 
must '  possess  themselves  in  patience.'  Favors  firom  old  and  acceptable  con- 
tributors await  insertion,  and  books  and  reviews  that  promise  well,  bide 
their  time  for  perusal  and  notice.  We  have  done  the  best  we  could  in  thi» 
hot  weather. 
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We  resumo  our  juyenile  side-table,  the  yiands  for  which  have  so  accumu- 
lated upon  our  hands,  from  every  section  of  the  country,  that  we  are  exceed- 
ingly embarrassed  in  making  our  selections.  We  must  postpone  them  occa- 
sionally, and  only  now  and  then  let  the  little  folks  come  in  and  'see  company.* 
Some  old  bachelors  haye  written  to  us  to  pretermit  them  altogether,  and  one 
strait-laced  curmudgeon  is  positively  abusive  of  our  little  side-table.  But 
incidentally  the  secret  of  his  reprehension  leaks  out  He  took  a  dear  little 
baby-boy  upon  his  lap  one  day,  and  while  pretending  to  admire  him  before 
his  mother,  he  *  felt  something  yellow '  upon  his  new  summer  pantaloons. 
And  this  little  circumstance  changed  the  whole  current  of  his  feeling  toward 
children!    But  let  him  wait  till  he  has  a  pair  of  blue  or  hazel  eyes  looking 

up  to  his  own,  out  of  the  heart  of  an  infant  child but  he  never  toill 

have  that  pleasure  in  this  world :  he 's  *  too  almighty  selfish : ' 

'  OuB  'Akn  '  has  a  little  girl  to  help  her  with  the  '  house-work  '—as  iui  ffeMris  a  little 
creature  as  the  sable  Topsr.  A  few  days  since,  when  'Ann  '  came  in  from  having,  as 
she  said,  a  short '  fhaiter*  with  a  friend,  she  detected  her  little  'help '  in  some  misde- 
meanor, and  proceeded  to  reprimand  her  for  it.  In  the  course  of  her  AifKA-'mad'- 
versions,  she  said : 

*  *  Do  you  think  you  are  fit  to  die? ' 

<  <  I  do*  no ! '  said  the  little  girl,  taking  hold  of  her  dress  and  inspecting  it,  *  I  guess 
80,  if  I  a  n't  too  dirty  I' 

*  Whsn  my  grand-mother,  (long  since  in  Heaven,)  was  about  three  years  of  age,  she 
was  taken  to  the  funeral  of  a  deceased  play-mate.  The  little  corpse  was  lying  in  its 
coffin,  around  which  flowers  were  strewn ;  and  she,  being  lifted  up,  kissed  its  cold 
cheek,  and  whispered: 

*  *  Please  give  my  love  to  God  ! ' 

'  This  strikes  me  as  one  of  the  sweetest  expressions  I  ever  heard  made  by  a  child.' 

*  Our  little  CnARLrB  has  always  been  in  the  habit  of  saying  a  little  prayer  before 
going  to  bed.  A  few  evenings  since,  all  things  being  ready  for  retiring,  and  when  he 
was  about  to  kneel  at  his  mother's  knee,  he  stopped,  and  looking  earnestly  into  his 
mother's  face,  said : 

''Mamma,  I  am  tired  of  saying  'some  body  else's  prayer';  mayn't  I  moke  one 
myself?' 

'  His  mother  said, '  Certainly,  my  boy,  if  you  really  wish  to.' 

'  He  knelt  very  reverently  and  clasped  his  hands;  then,  with  the  earaestness  of  unaf- 
fected childhood,  said  to  his  mother: 

' ' Mamma,  if  I  get  stuck,  will  you  help  me  out? ' 

'I  WAirr  to  beg  a  seat  at  your  little  people's  side-' table,'  for  a  little  sister  of  mine 
She  is  a  darling  '  scrap,'  named  Agnes,  and  is  eighteen  months  old.  She  can  walk  all 
about,  and  is  beginning  to  talk.  One  of  her  greatest  delights  is  to  look  at  the  big 
letters  in  the  'great  ha'  Bible.'  One  day,  I  tried  to  teach  her  the  letter  A,  which  she 
almost  learned.  Then  we  came  to  T,  and  she  called  that  A.  The  next  time  we  came 
to  T,  she  pointed  at  it,  and  when  I  said,  'What's  that? '  she  answered,  'J/itt.''  Tea 
and  milk  were  very  much  alike  in  her  mind.' 

'Mr  little  three-year-old  boy  never  sees  your  Magazine,  without  asking  his  mother 
or  me  to  read  to  him  about  the  *Khickerboei«r^8  BahUs* 
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<He  onee  uked  his  mother  to  pick  a  sliTer  out  of  his  hand,  'for/  said  he,  'I  don't 
want  to  grow  up  a  great  big  tree  I ' ' 

'Mt  tittle  boj,  after  listening  some  time  to  his  mother's  efforts  to  get  a  peddler  <to 
throw  in  something'  with  every  thing  she  purchased,  cast  his  longing  ejes  on  some 
primers  in  the  trunks.  The  peddler,  reading  his  wishes,  offered  to  ^five  him  one.  The 
little  fellow  hesitated,  and  when  urged,  said : 

' '  I  don't  know  as  I  will  take  it^  unless  jou  will  throw  in  wmeOiing* ' 

'Wb  hsTo  a  little  flaxen-headed  fellow  of  four  summers  who  is  always  bright,  both 
spring>tinie  and  winteivdays.  A  short  time  since  he  wasj  sitting  on  his  &ther's  knee. 
In  an  impulsiTe  moment  his  father  spoke  rather  quickly  to  some  one  who  had  Just 
ent^ed  the  room.  The  darling  boy  looked  up  into  his  fiither's  face  and  said,  'Father, 
the  angels  in  heaven  always  put  down  in  their  book  when  Jult  (his  sister)  was  bad, 
and  when  Gborgkt  is  bad,  and  they  will  write  down  to  your  name, '  Bad  Pa  I ' 

'  The  youngling  of  our  flock  was  lying  very  sick,  so  sick  that  we  thought  that  his 
tittle  spirit  was  going  to  wing  its  way  to  heaven,  there  to  meet  a  cherub  brother.  I  was 
telling  this  dear  child  that  his  baby  brother  was  going  to  die :  child-like  he  turned 
over  the  leaves  of  his  toy-book  which  he  held  in  his  hand  and  commenced  to  read.  I 
watched  him  closely,  as  none  but  a  mother  can  watch,  to  hear  his  words.  I  listened; 
they  w(»e  all  about  the  sick  baby.  Suddenly  there  came  forth  a  burst  of  indignation : 
'Bad  LoBD,  to  make  my  little  brother  sick.'  His  little  heart  could  not  long  retain  anger, 
so  he  stole  away  into  the  nursery,  unbidden  knelt  down  by  his  bed,  with  this  beautiiul 
prayer  upon  his  lips :  '  Gkx>d  Lord,  make  my  little  brother  well  again.'  What  a  lesson 
for  diildren  of  lai^r  growth! ' 

'A  UTTLB  girl  had  been  playing  in  the  street  until  she  had  become  pretty  well  covered 
with  dust  In  trying  to  wash  it  off,  she  did  n't  use  enough  water  to  prevent  the  dust 
rolling  up  in  little  balls  upon  her  arms.  In  her  trouble,  she  applied  to  her  brother  a 
little  older  than  herself,  for  a  solution  of  the  mystery.  It  was  explained  at  once  —  to 
'ku  sstis&etion,  at  least: 

*  *  Why,  sis,  you  're  made  of  dust,  and  if  you  don't  stop,  you  '11  wash  yourself  all 
away!' 

'  'This  opinion,  coming  from  an  elder  brother,  was  decisive,  and  the  washing  was 


'One  day,  a  little  school-mate  of  Willis's  was  in  here,  and  the  two  got  to  disputing 
about  the  number  of  days  in  a  week ;  Willis  persisting  that  there  were  seven,  and  his 
little  opponent  stoutly  maintaining  that  there  were  only  six.  '  Well,'  said  Willik,  '  you 
Bay  them  over,  and  I  will  count.'  So  the  days  were  named  and  counted,  from  Monday 
to  Saturday,  inclusive ;  and  then  there  was  a  pause,  which  Willis  broke  by  saying: 

*  'And  Sunday.' 

"  Ho ! '  said  his  diminutive  opponent,  with  a  look  of  supreme  contempt;  '  thai  heUmgs 
ia  ike  other  V)€tkr* 

'Mt  ddest,  about  eight,  one  day,  on  his  return  from  school,  ran  up  with  earnestness 
to  his  mother,  and  said : 

* '  Mother,  have  I  got  any  children  ? ' 

•*Why,  no!    Why  do  you  ask ? ' 

'  *  'Cause  I  read  in  the  Bible  to-day,  at  school,  about  'ehUdren^e  ekildren '/ ' 

*A  little  nephew,  named  after  me,  had  for  a  long  time  wished  to  wear  a  pair  of  boots 
left  at  his  house  by  the  boy  aforesaid,  but  had  been  told  by  his  mother  that  he  must  wait 
until  it  snowed.  Having  got  them  out  one  day,  he  told  his  mother  he  was  going  to 
wear  them  to-morrow. 

'  *  Why ! '  said  the  mother, '  I  thought  you  were  to  wait  until  it  snowed ! ' 

'  'Oh!  well! '  he  said,  'I  'm  goin'  out  to  ask  God  to  make  it  snow! ' 

'Was n't  that  fSuth?' 
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'  Johnkib's  older  brother  wiis  once  attempting  to  porse  the  word  love,  when  -Johxxie 
brightened  up,  saying, '  I  know  what  love  is — it 's  a  noun  I '  His  brother  to  the  con- 
trary notwithstanding,  Jobxnib  insisted  it  vxu  a  noun. 

*  *  Well,  what  makes  you  think  it  is  a  noun  ? '  says  Geobge  ;  *  can  jou  see  love? ' 

*  'Yes,  I  saw  a  fellow  kiss  Habribt  once,  and  that's  love ! ' 

*  Sister  Harriet  blushed,  and  Johnnie  looked  as  though  he  thought  he  had  proved  it 
to  a  demonstration.' 

'  Two  little  girls  of  my  acquaintance,  who  rejoiced  in  play-houses  and  rag-babiesy 
became  dissatisfied  when  they  found  the  babies'  fiu»8,  so  easily  soiled,  coold  not  be 
washed.  Those  were  not  the  kind  of  babies,  surely;  and  they  both  knelt  down 
together,  while  the  elder  one  devoutly  prayed,  over  and  over  again:  'Lobo!  0  Lobd- 
give  me  a  baby  I    Lobd,  pUoM  to  give  me  a  baby  —  a  meat  baby ! ' 

*  One  pleasant  day  last  summer,  I  took  my  seat  in  the  stage-coach  bound  from  Fall- 
River  to  C .    Among  the  passengers  was  a  little  gentleman,  who  had  possibly  seen 

five  summers.  The  coach  being  quite  full,  he  sat  in  the  lap  of  another  passenger. 
While  on  the  way,  something  was  said  about  pick-pockets,  and  soon  the  conversation 
became  general  on  that  interesting  subject.  The  gentleman  who  was  then  holding  our 
young  friend  remarked : 

*  *My  fine  fellow,  how  easy  I  could  pick  your  pocket  I ' 

*  *  No,  you  could  n't/  replied  he ;  *  I  've  been  looking  out  for  you  all  the  time ! ' ' 

*  Yesterday  at  our  dinner-table,  I  had  a  controversy  with  my  brother  and  sister,  OM  to 

whether  I,  being  the  eldest,  was  Mr.  R Number  One,  or  Number  Two.    They 

insisted  that  our  venerable  progenitor  was  Number  Que,  and  I  Number  Two ;  but  being 

R ,  Jr.,  I  held  out  against  them,  and  stuck  to  Number  One,  till  one  of  the  little  one^ 

remarked  that  he  had  heard  that  the  'down-east'  lumber-men  always  called  the  fir&t 
cut  a  9lab;  so  that  I  had  nothing  to  boast  of  I    I  said  nothing  more.' 

'  Can  you  find  a  small  space  in  your  children's  comer  to  record  an  anecdote  of  a  bright 
and  beautiful  little  one,  who  is  our  pride  and  joy  ?  I  say  '  our,'  for  although  not  of  me, 
she  still  is  mine.  There  never  was  so  large,  so  clear,  so  blue  an  eye  in  any  child ;  glo- 
rious, alike  when  beaming  with  the  fervent  expression  of  her  own  love,  or  when  the 
biggest  tears  that  ever  flowed  from  grief  come  coursing  down  her  cheeks.  Neaiiy  a 
year  has  now  elapsed  since  the  little  testator  duly  signed,  sealed  and  delivered  the 
instrument  which  I  send  you.    How  or  where  she  became  familiar  with  the  idea  of 

*  testamentary  devises,'  is  unknown  to  us,  unless  she  gained  it  from  some  books  upon 
my  desk  which  contain  forms  of  that  kind.  Be  that  as  it  may,  one  evening  last  spring 
she  was  very  intent  on  writing  something  which  she  insisted  on  concealing,  in  a  smiling 
manner,  from  her  mother  and  myself.  When  her  bed-time  arrived,  she  carried  it  with 
her;  and  shortly  afterward,  her  mother,  who  had  accompanied  her,  came  back  with  a 
full  heart,  and  placed  in  my  hand  the  little  legacy  of  love  and  affection  herewith  sub- 
joined, precisely  as  she  wrote  it : 

*  •  Tbb  will  of  B L ,  8  years  old  IT  day  of  April  1953  of  her  little  things.    She  had. .... 

*  *  nKRS  bboikktu 

*  •  to  my  sister  M I  leave  my  Paint-box,  and  to  my  dear  Mother,  1  leave  my  perl  Brest-pin 

and  to  my  darlins;  farther  I  leave  my  voyage  Round  the  world  and  all  my  books  the  words  aa  lay 
grave  are  to  be  this — Jisscs.'  •  •  •  •  •        ' 

*  Here  she  was  interrupted,  and  had  to  retire,  leaving  the  'testament '  unfinished.  I 
need  hardly  say  that  the  '  document '  as  originally  composed,  with  its  variety  of  hiero- 
glyphics, is  carefully  put  away  and  preserved  among  the  relics  and  treasures  of  her 
'  darling  father.'  ' 

'  On  one  occasion  our  little  boy  asked  his  mother  where  people  went  to  when  they  died. 

•  To  heaven,  my  son,  if  they  have  been  good.'  '  Well,  then,'  with  an  air  of  triumph 
'  why  do  they  dig  so  many  holes  for,  if  they  all  go  to  heaven  ?  ' ' 
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In  one   ▼olome,    12mo,    with   lUoBtrationB   from   oxiginal   designa. 


**Thle  neat  volume  is  tUe  most  enterUioing  book  of  weHt«rn  life,  and  human  nature  in  general, 
UmA  we  have  read  for  many  a  day.  It  is  plain  to  ^ee  that  the  charaeteri  are  drawn  from  renl  life,  by 
onm  who  haa  aeen  the  men  and  womdn  he  denoribes  with  so  much  piqoabcy,  humor,  and  apiiit."— 
John  G.  Saxtfintke  Sentinel,  Burlington,  Vt, 

**  Ita  leadhig  people  have  ea*-.  for  their  likeneases,  which  are  bare  giren  to  the  life.  They  may  be 
recognixed  at  onoc^—Doiiy  Tribune,  N,  Y. 

^'iryovean  get  throngh  its  kaleidosoopic  pictures  of  Puddleford  and  its  polities,  its  social  wars, 
edaeational  efforts,  trainings,  philanthropy,  and  camp  meetings,  without  cracking  a  rib  or  two,  you 
are  mwle  of  sterner  staff  than  flash  and  blood."— YanAr^e  Blade^  Boston, 

"  It  ia  M\  of  racy  humor,  wbidi  will  make  a  **hit*'  where  It  was  designed;  while,  at  the  psme 
tia^  the  reader's  face  is  kept  on  a  broad  smile  from  the  cnrlcatare  and  fancy  depicted  on  e? ery  page." 
-^wamuy^ial  Register,  Sandusky,  Ohio. 

**  Thim  I*  a  book  of  life  in  the  back-woods— sometimes  very  natural  in  its  description  of  incid  ent 
and  ehazaoMr,  and  sometimes  exaggerated,  yet  always  interesting."— i2epud//can,  Springjield,  Mass, 

"It  win  create  many  a  sntile  on  its  readers.  There  is  no  mallcions  pcsndal  in  it,  hut  a  quiet, 
genial  aatiret'that  extends  its*^  If  sometimes  upon  western  peculiariiley,  sometimes  upon  the  fipecta- 
(iOBa  and  dlaappomtments  of  fastidious  eastern  people  visiting  the  west.'^-^ovranf,  Bartfbrd,  Conn. 

*^  IVe  txriefiy  annolinced  this  work  as  in  press  in  onr  last  number.  It  is  now  published  and  resdy 
fer  the  pnahUc,  andthe  pnblic  will  want  it.  It  Is  not  one  of  the  kind  of  books  that  will  go  a  begging 
far  psifruoece,  bnr,  on  the  contrary,  a  book  that  will  command  success,  because  it  deserves  it."— 
Knickerbocker  Magazine. 

^  We  ahall  insist  on  holding  the  author  refiponslble  to  the  letter  for  all  the  ribs  that  may  be  burnt 
by  foree  orianghter  over  his  history  of  Puddleford."— i>ai/y  Union,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

*<Tlie  man  who  fathers  this  volnme  has  humor  In  him,  snd  bss  never  opened  bis  doors  to 
orjaundire.    We  advise  those  who  sre  in  the  h»blt  of  WTlnkling  their  foreheads,  to  take 


dympaS* 
a  rrip  to  I 


Puddleford  throngh  this  easy  and  admirsble  medium.  We  promise  them  a  fmootb  brow 
wheo  thcj  arrlTe  at  their  Journey's  ead.  TMs  is  the  very  bot  k  to  put  one  on  good  terms  with  himself 
and  the  rest  of  mankind.^— ^omin«'  Express,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 

**  Thim  is  SB  oi^nal  work  of  great  humor,  snd  showing  off  some  of  the  eharicterlstle^  of  thf> 
American  people  with  the  greatest  possible  sncww.^^J^orthern  Budget,  Troy,  N.  Y. 
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^  PmUui  •(  Jitintot  ini  ^. 

IN  ONE  SPLKNDm  8T0  TOI.,  OOMFEISINO  OEIOINAL   UTSKA&7  PAPSBS  BT  THK  M08T  KXDISMT 
LIVIJIO  AMERICAN  AUTBOBS,  WITH 

FORTY   PORTRAITS    ON   Sl^EEL, 

T  R  O  U      0RI01NAI>       PIOTURXB. 


A   GOMPLIMEKTART    TRIBUTE    TO    LOUIS  OAYLORD  CLARK,   BSQ.,    FOR   TWENTY   YEARS 
EDITOR   OP  THE   KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE. 


Oo^aiDxaiNQ  that  Lovis  Gatlord  Clash  basb^n,  for  the  UDPxamplcd  period  of  twenfy  years* 
Editor  of  a  leading  Literary  Magazine  in  tbis  coantry;  that  his  lahora  meanwhile  have  been  coir 
scant,  arduous,  and  ill-reqaited  ;  that  they  have  been  emtni-ntly  creditable  to  bis  abllii{«'a  and  chnr- 
acter,  and  of  great  aervice  to  the  Country  in  deTeloping  its  intellectual  resonrce»,  several  of  his 
frienda  met  together  last  December  to  devise  aoroe  auilabie  plan  for  tendering  to  him  a  sahsrantial 
CoMPLiMBNTABY  BiiiBriT,ln  all  respects  appropriate  for  the  Literary  Class  to  offer,  and  for  him  to 
receive.  The  result  was  a  project  for  publishing  sucb  a  work  as  is  above  described  ;  and  upon  Hub- 
mliting  th/e  plan  to  Wasuinoton  Ibvino,  Fitz-Grcirb  Halleck,  IIbiirt  W.  LonnFELLow,  and 
othPr  Literary  then  of  the  United  States,  it  rsceived  their  cordial  approval ;  so  that  the  Committee 
having  the  matter  in  band  are  able  to  announce  for  ihe  ensuing  season  a  Literarv  Soitvbhir,  be- 
yond all  parallel  in  the  eminence  of  its  writers,  and  In  mechanical  execution  equal  at  least  lo  any 
similar  production  ever  issued  from  the  American  press.  The  collection  of  Portraits  of  American 
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MY     CAMPAIGN     REMINISCENCES. 


PAPEE     SECOND. 


We  were  on  the  inland  march.  The  up-hill  tramp  was  as  invigorat- 
ing as  pure  Champagne,  and  the  caravan  did  not  halt  until  five  good 
leagues  had  been  measured.  Then  reposing,  some  with  half  and  some 
with  full-closed  eyes,  beneath  the  over-hanging  leafy  bowers,  fresh  and 
beautiful,  we  sought  and  found  full  protection  from  the  noon-tide 
warmth. 

But  few  cared  then  to  study  the  great  volume  of  Nature,  which 
spread  out  its  inost  delectable  of  prospects  before  us.  The  atmosphere 
was  laden  with  aromatic  odors,  inducing  somnolence ;  and  the  moun- 
tain-breeze stole  softly  down,  a-tempering  the  genial  clime,  and  fanned 
the  sturdy  troopers  to  sleep.  From  every  spot  whither  they  had 
climbed,  or  wind  or  bird  had  dropped  the  seeds  on  earth  or  exfoliating 
rock,  sprang  the  loveliest  of  flowers.  Deep  meditations  overcame  me 
while  gazing  down  on  the  sparkling  silver  ribbon  of  the  Bio  Antigua 
tar  beneath  us,  meandering  toward  the  ocean.  It  soon  became  quite 
indistinct ;  for  I  followed  the  example  of  the  greater  number  of  my 
trosty  comrades.  The  awakening  time  was  hastened  by  a  delightful 
choral  hymn.  So  sweet  was  it  tibat  it  inspired  me  with  an  irresistible 
inclination  to  treat  the  whole  as  a  pleasing  hallucination.  What  can 
touch  and  thrill  the  chord  leading  from  the  ear  to  the  heart  like  the 
voice?  Not  all  the  artificial  means  and  appliances  in  the  world. 
Was  it  the  vibrations  of  human  breath  that  filled  the  air  with  har- 
mony ?  All  circumstances  but  one  conspired  to  cheat  the  senses  and 
assimilate  the  scene  to  an  Arcadian  revel. 

A  score  of  fellows,  who  by  reason  of  having  no  music  in  their  souls, 
or  from  sheer  fatigue,  still  lay  there,  snoring  like  so  many  hippopotami, 
and  that  recalled  my  wandering  faculties.  David  was  regaling  himself 
in  an  early  concert  among  the  cool  ever-greens.  Sitting  alone,  and 
screened  from  vulgar  observance,  was  a  young  and  handsome  female^ 
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a  daughter  of  Germany.  The  music  had  called  up  memories  of  her 
girlhood  ;  for  it  was  a  melody  of  her  native  land  to  which  she  with 
emotion  listened.  Poor  creature !  she  was  weeping.  Katrina  had  fol- 
lowed her  chosen  one  over  the  seas  and  into  the  army  of  his  adopted 
country,  with  a  true  womanly  devotion ;  and  not  only  encountered  all 
the  perils  and  suSerings  of  war  with  cheerfulness,  but  actually  shared 
her  affection  between  the  splendor  of  a  military  life  and  her  spouse. 
There  was  none  braver  in  our  corps  than  Dutch  Kate,  as  she  was  called, 
and  that  those  who  have  seen  the  gaily-adorned  Amazon  rush  into 
action  on  her  tall  horse  well  know. 

Another  song.  It  almost  made  one  forget  the  toilsome  efibrt  required 
to  reach  that  place,  when  the  dust  flew  in  clouds  from  the  sandy  roads, 
so  heated  by  a  raging  vertical  sun  that  the  fluids  steamed  and  evapo- 
rated in  the  canteens,  and  all  our  nasal  organs  flamed  like  boiled  lob- 
sters ;  when  even  the  hum  of  the  insect  of  the  desert,  and  the  genuine 
little  republicansi  the  bees,  now  so  plenty,  was  unheard.  We  had 
reached  a  more  tolerable  region  —  no  fevers  and  a  profusion  of  fruits. 
Even  if  the  sun  at  times  were  a  little  too  hot,  there  was  a  cunningly- 
devised  remedy  at  hand,  to  serve  as  a  grateful  and  pleasant  shield  for 
the  nose ;  and  that  was  simply  to  aflix  thereto  a  morning-glory  blossom 
that  grew  by  the  way-side. 

The  combination  of  modulated  sounds  abruptly  ceased,  drowned  in 
the  roll  of  drums  for  the  march  to  continue.  The  duties  of  the  day 
were  arduous,  but  were  much  alleviated  by  the  contemplated  sport.  It 
was  rumored  that  at  a  village  more  than  ten  miles  farther  on,  there 
was  a  considerable  body  of  the  enemy  canteened ;  and  that  imparted 
new  energy  to  the  toil-worn  soldiery.  The  colonel  invited  the  fine 
singers  of  the  grenadier  company  to  give  one  of  their  merry  marching- 
r-ongs.  It  was  electrical.  Verily  it  reminds  me  of  the  incident  of  the 
brave  Swedish  troops  marching  into  the  action  of  Liitzen,  singing  as 
they  tramped  the  battle-hymn,  composed  by  Gustavus  Adolphus  him- 
self: 

'  Despair  not,  O  tbou  handful  small ! ' 

The.  familiar  airs  of  home  vied  with  those  culled  from  the  classic 
stores  of  '  Faderland,*  and  were  alike  exhilarating ;  and  the  parti- 
colored throng  joined  enthusiastically  in  the  burthen.  Who  led  the 
songsters  ?  David.  Ho  was  the  life  of  all.  A  singular  felicity  of 
invention  in  burlesque  made  his  wording  extremely  amusing.  When 
we  jogged  along,  the  paisonos  have  heard  the  dying  shrieln  of  their 
tortured  vemaeular,  as  it  writhed  in  the  jaws  of  the  invading  minstrel. 
What  cared  he  for  their  shrugs  and  grimaces  ?  The  approval  of  his 
comrades  was  law. 


Our  adversaries  wisely  postponed  the  cracking  of  their  calabashes  to 
a  day  uncertain ;  decamping  in  such  haste  that  a  bountiful  repast  wa« 
lef^  ready  for  our  use.  The  soroiess  of  disappointment  at  not  meeting 
the  &»  and  the  edge  of  fierce  appetite  were  both  taken  ofl*  by  the 
sumptuous  fare ;  and  then,  like  Mr.  Micawber,  we  patiently  w^aited 
'  for  sometliing  to  turn  up.' 
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The  time  came.  Oor  Boldiers  oHa&d  impatiently  to  be  let  loose  upon 
the  y^ow-skins,  then  within  sight.  Demd  had  been  detached  as 
bogler  of  the  advance,  the  order  &r  which  came  eo  suddenly  as  to  sor- 
pme  him  with  his  gnitar  in  hand.  "While  awaiting  the  signal  to  sonnd 
the  magical  blast  that  was  to  set  the  column  in  motion,  he  seated  him- 
self beneatii  an  umbrageouB  plantain-clump,  unstrung  his  instrument. 
and  commenced  an  adagio  movement.  That  excited  no  slight  degree 
of  pleasantry  among  the  lookers-on,  as  the  battle  had  already  begun, 
and  stray  bits  of  iron  and  lead  whizzed  by  their  ears.  Even  the  lip 
of  the  usually  stem  oonmiander  were  constrained  to  quiver  at  such  a 
comical  conceit  of  the  favorite  bugler.  It  was  so  funny,  thought  every 
body.  David  played  on  to  suit  his  own  ideas,  his  imperturbable  cool- 
ness asHJBting  not  a  little  to  compose  the  ruffled  tempers  of  the  gentle- 
men who  desired  the  overture  to  give  way  to  the  tragedy.  He  had  the 
eaD,  and  until  that  sounded,  the  scene  could  not  be  shifled. 

'  ^[irili-link-link,  oulo-sprink-a  link ! '  twanged  the  musical  hero,  as  an 
accompaniment  to  his  voice.  Rare  fellow !  It  makes  one  laugh  to 
think  of  it  now.  It  was  one  of  the  national  airs  on  which  the  Mexi- 
cans about  that  time  were  peipetually  harping.  We  had  listened  to 
it  with  a  feeling  akin  to  admiration  as  it  faintly  floated  through  the 
quiet,  rarefied  atmosphere,  across  long  intervening  fields.  '  Sprili-link- 
arlink,'  spoke  the  guitar,  as  a  load  of  grape-shot  whistled  by ;  but  that 
did  not  in  the  least  cause  him  to  break  the  time  of  the  perfimnanec. 
Others  might  grow  timcmnis  at  such  harsh  K)und8 ;  so  did  not  he.  The 
buajnees  was  getting  to  be  stupid,  as  the  firing  slackened.  Something 
was  in  the  wind,  however.  A  squadron  of  dragoons  was  seen  coining 
op  the  road  at  a  brisk  trot ;  and  within  a  yard  or  two  of  the  head  rode 
the  witch-like  Dutch  Kate.  Whenever  that  woman  appeared,  in  her 
close-fitting  hussar  jacket  and  but  semi-feminine  costume,  it  was  a 
pretty  sore  sign  of  a  fight.  Well,  ELate  and  the  dragoons  were  coming 
up  the  road,  and  mischief  was  brewing.  Just  then  a  heavy  gun  boomed 
out  in  the  distance. 

^  Column,  advance  1 '  roared  the  commander.  With  a  toss,  back  to 
its  place  fiew  the  guitar,  and  David's  bugle  rang  out  the  wished-for 
note.  Away  went  the  battalion  at  a  sharp  pace,  quickened  to  a  half- 
trot  as  the  excitement  warmed  the  blood ;  and  soon  the  young  smgeons 
ivere  getting  into  excellent  practice. 

'  Halt !  Prepare  to  resist  cavalry ! '  The  bugler's  signal-note  made 
the  order  intelligible,  and  it  was  carried  out  with  alacrity. 

Sweeping  over  the  fields  of  grain  came  a  long  line  of  lancers,  with 
gay  pennons  fluttering  and  weapons  gleaming.  Their  dilating  eye^ 
apparently  projected  on  inch  from  the  sockets,  so  wild  did  they  lock. 
Ri^aidless  of  the  streams  of  ftre  turned  upon  them  from  difierent  field- 
pieoes  and  detached  bodies  of  troops,  they  dashed  along  in  gallant  style. 
Our  side  had  no  occasion  to  ferm  square,  flanked  as  the  position  was  by 
ditches  and  cactus-hedges.  As  each  man  more  firmly  grasped  his  mus- 
ket, planted  his  feet  in  the  most  bracing  posture,  the  mass  was  like  r 
4olid  wall  in  strength.  On  they  came«  i^rieking,  when  within  jnstol- 
nmge,  like  devils  incarnate  —  or,  as  a  facetious  fellow  used  to  say,  devils 
in  a  clarionet — to  inspire  terror.    Those  were  not  the  deep-toned 
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cheers  which  like  volleying  thunder  were  wont  to  burst  from  our  lads 
on  a  chaige,  but  shrill,  long-drawn  imprecations,  contemptible  from  yery 
profanity.  They  sat  their  horses  as  if  part  and  parcel  of  the  same,  and 
moreover,  were  well-disciplined.  But  their  battlensry — pah  I  Kate 
could  equal  any  of  them. 

The  front  was  not  to  be  broken  by  men  with  such  voices.  Not  an 
infantry-man  moved,  although  the  firoth  from  the  mouths  of  the  foam- 
ing steeds,  as  they  reined  up  suddenly,  nearly  touched  the  American 
bayonets.  Such  a  rude  repulse  was  mortifying.  Falling  back  to  renew 
the  attempt  at  forcing  a  passage,  they  were  met  by  a  well-directed  round 
which  relieved  many  saddles  of  riders.  Then  came  off  a  grand  scrub- 
race.  Nothing  but  the  tops  of  their  plumes  and  the  tips  of  their  hones* 
heels  could  be  distinguished  through  the  pyramid  of  smoke,  as  they  fled* 
During  the  day,  the  field  of  action  was  not  unlike  a  chesft-boatd.  There 
were  as  many  unlooked-for  variegations,  or  uniforms  intermingled  and 
scenes  dissolved,  as  if  one  were  looking  into  a  huge  kaleidoscope. 
Artillerymen  danced  about  their  hoarse-mouthed  batteries,  cavalry  flew 
around,  and  the  infantry  bounded  along  the  uneven  ground,  the  sheen 
of  their  bright  arms  enlivening  the  scene ;  while  the  riflemen  skipped 
here  and  there  out  of  sight,  imtil  it  became  a  matter  of  mere  surmise 
as  to  their  whereabouts.  By  a  coup  de  main  the  day  was  won,  and 
Victory  no  longer  hovered  overhead,  but  descended  plump  upon  our 
standards. 

What  a  stirring  moment  it  was  when  the  lads  jumped  into  the  ditch, 
elambered  through  the  mud  up  the  far  side,  and  took  the  main  work ! 
Was  it  not? 

When  the  wounded  had  been  in  a  manner  provided  for,  the  rolls  were 
called.  That  was  partly  for  form's  sake,  and  partly  to  ascertain  what 
portion  of  the  superabundant  population  had  been  rubbed  out  of  exists 
ence.  Hundreds  marched  gaily  into  that  field,  upon  whose  grave-hil- 
locks the  setting  sun  played.  *  Where  's  David  ?  '  No  body  answered. 
He  was  unaccounted  for,  save  by  a  cabalistic  pencil-mark  in  the  orderly- 
book.  It  was  settled  that  he  had  blown  his  trumpet  for  the  last  time. 
Misfortune's  breath  had  doubtless  blown  him  away.  Some  one  called 
to  mind  a  glimpse  he  had  caught  of  the  absent  musician  about  an  hour 
before  the  termination  of  the  conflict.  He  was  then  engaged  in  a  sword- 
combat  with  a  Mexican  officer,  whom  he  had  unhorsed ;  but  a  rising 
powder-cloud  shut  them  both  from  view,  and  it  was  conceded  by  the 
most  sanguine  that  our  friend's  agility  had  been  overmatched. 

The  commotion  had  subsided  into  comparative  quiet,  when  two  of 
David's  admirers  set  out  in  quest  of  him.  In  some  instances,  they  had 
to  make  long  leaps  to  dear  the  heaps  of  mangled  braves  who  lay 

*  Thick  as  autumnal  leares  that  strew  the  brooks 
In  Vallambrosa.* 

The  King  of  Terrors  does  not  assume  his  gloomiest  guise  on  the  battle- 
field. No  hungry  scapegraces  are  there  to  shed  crocodile  teaiB  when  a 
kind  old  uncle  has  been  called  away  from  his  broad  acres ;  no  merce- 
naj^  blubbering  attendant, '  flap-mouthed  mourner,  black  and  grim,'  as 
heartless  as  noisy;  nor  prying  strangers,  to  make  the  occasion  more 
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dolefid  because  fonooth  earth's  bosom  is  to  receive  a  son.  The  soldier 
departs  uniacumbered  with  real  estate,  except  that  smaU  spot  occupied 
by  himself;  and  if  perchance  he  leave  nephews,  he  commends  them 
to  Uncle  Sam,  that  dear  plundered  old  gentleman. 

To  return  to  the  searchers.  They  passed  a  lugubrious  church- 
man —  his  corded  waist  and  sable  garb  bespoke  his  cidling  —  who  was 
piously  endeavozing  to  pour  consolation  into  the  ear  of  one  of  the  laity, 
who  was  hopelessly  wounded.  The  shriving  monk  raised  his  head,  and 
he  met  the  cold  stare  of  glassy  eyes.  Then  he  knew  that  even  while 
he  was  speaking,  the  spirit  had  fled  beyond  the  pale  of  the  church. 
Scores  of  upturned  faces  were  scanned  without  success.  David  had 
made  himself  a  conspicuous  mark,  by  playing  the  troubadour ;  and  all 
regrets  were  unavailing. 

'Such  a  pleasant  fellow T  quoth  one  of  the  searchezs.  'I  don't 
think  his  loss  can  ever  be  replaced.' 

'  No,'  sadly  returned  his  companion,  *  we  '11  never  again "What 's 

that  ? '  and  he  severely  clutched  the  arm  of  the  other ;  •  do  n't  you 
hear?  eh?— don't  you  hear ?' 

*  R-r-rulo,  sprink-arlink  I  *  and  the  words  of  *  Vivan  los  bravos  ! '  broke 
upon  their  astonished  hearing.  The  object  of  their  solicitude  and  grief! 
Following  the  sounds,  they  found  David  seated  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd 
of  prisoners-of-war,  while  with  his  characteristic  sangfroid,  he  led  the 
Mexican  song  of  victory  !  Who  ever  heard  the  like  ?  The  prisoners 
were  not  disheartened  by  the  turn  in  Fortune's  scale,  and  several  joined 
in  the  chorus.  Their  turn  might  come  on  the  morrow ;  who  could  tell  ? 
The  good-natured  Kate  had  acted  as  should  a  brave  Amazon,  and  had 
seen  that  a  plentiful  supply  of  provisions  was  served  out  to  the  unwilling 
guests.  With  their  mouths  full  of  bread  and  mouldy  cheese,  they 
sang: 

'  Viyan  los  bravos  I ' 

Well,  what  of  it  ?  *  The  soldier,  on  earth,  has  no  lasting  abode,'  he 
thought,  '  so  let  him  be  jolly ! '  w.  h.  bbowwi. 


CHARITY. 

We  always  should  be  slow  to  speak 
Of  fauUs  we  in  a  neighbor  see ; 

We  too  are  erring,  blind,  and  weak — 
Perhaps  we  're  even  worse  than  he. 

Each  heart  has  some  besetting  sin, 
Each  one  some  bad  propensity : 

Turn,  then,  our  view  on  faults  wUhin, 
That  others'  faults  we  may  not  see. 

So  scandal  shall  to  friendship  change, 
And  pride  become  humiiitj; 

Strife  shall  no  more  our  hearts  estrange : 
Our  lires  be  crowned  with  Charity. 
Syracuse,  (y.  T.) 
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HOFE      ever!      toil      BVEE 


BY    JSXMT   HACBtf. 


On!  the  yean  that  are  behind  mo  I 
Oh  1  the  few  that  are  to  oome  I 

Oh  1  the  seed-time  I  have  wasted, 
And  the  labor  left  undone  I 

Let  me  think  now  of  the  future : 

Of  the  present,  how  to  be, 
That  eadi  word  and  act  shall  rivet 

One  bright  link  in  destiny. 

Let  mo  steal  firom  'neaUi  the  shadows 
That  the  past  flings  o'er  my  heart; 

Let  me  mingle  now  with  toiling 
Yet  with  gladness  in  life's  mart ! 

Grief,  begone  1  a  brow  overshadowed 
God  ne'er  billed  for  mo  to  wear : 

Let  the  sun-shine  He  hath  sent  me, 
Ever  wreathe  its  halo  there  I 

Tears  are  meet  to  make  me  wortliy 
Of  the  blessings  Hx  hath  given  ; 
But  shall  sorrow  dun  my  vision, 
So  that  earth  shall  yield  no  heaven  ? 

Shall  the  beauties  God  hath  pencnDed 
On  the  meadow,  sky,  and  sea, 

Wear  no  glory,  since  in  mercy 
He  hath  taken  one  from  me? 

Taken  her,  the  hope-browed  maiden, 
Whose  light  step  vied  with  the  fawn. 

And  whose  presence  made  my  spirit 
Ever  like  the  dewy  dawn? 

Shall  I  chide  the  stars  for  dmmess, 
Since  I  meet  her  eyes  no  more? 

Shall  I  call  the  wide  world  dreary, 
Wishing  that  the  strife  were  o'er? 

God  forbid  I  but  let  me  thank  Hnr, 
Though  my  smile  break  through  a  tear, 

That  He  grants  me  jet  his  blessings. 
And  His  love,  to  give  me  cheer. 

Let  my  voice  e'er  gush  with  gladness, 
While  there 's  left  a  praise  to  sing 

Of  the  Heaven  that  bends  o'er  me, 
Of  my  Father,  Saviour,  KikgI 


RcchMUr,  (K  Y.) 
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»S!We     TBB    OBSERVATIONS    AT    HOME    AKD    ABROAD    OF    nVERS    >£E1£3ZAS    O^ 
THE     FUDGE     FAUILT. 


ES5DEEBD     IXTO     WBXTIXO      BT     TOVT      rVBOB. 


dlAPTBE   TUIET  f-TBIES. 
OUBRLIM        VERSUS         QUID. 

'A  UAB  begins  with  making  falsehood  appeai'  like  truth,  and  ends  with  making  truth 
itself  appear  like  falsehood.*  SmssvroKt. 

The  Gubrlin,  meantime,  pushes  her  claims  with  vigor.  She  has 
secured  a  very  proper  and  bnsinesfr-like  attorney.  His  name  is  Brazitt. 
He  ifi  well  known  aboat  town  for  a  somewhst  shabby  dxess  of  black, 
and  fi>r  the  great  fervor  and  success  with  which  he  pushes  on  a  dinn^*, 
or  a  suit,  or  an  election.  He  is  a  man  who  knows  the  people  '  about 
the  courts ; '  who  has  always  a  friend  in  the  newspaper  service  ;  who 
is  posted  up  in  the  Cuban  business ;  who  is  very  sly  ;  who  doesn't  want 
offiee  for  himself,  but  viiio  gets  offices  for  other  pec^le. 

He  does  n*t  live  diowily,  but  receives  laxge  fees ;  he  is  a  capital 
bbby-member,  and  is  frequently  at  Albany  during  a  ression — making 
a  judicious  distribution  of  champagne  at  £nner.  He  occasionally  finds 
his  way  to  the  inner  rooms  of  editors ;  sometimes  putting  his  hand  to 
an  article,  for  which  he  receives  no  pay.  In  short,  he  is  a  progreesiTe, 
eneigetic,  well-in£irmed,  rapid,  cautious,  social,  self-made,  successfril 
man. 

There  is  a  Bfzs.  Brazitt  ;  this,  however,  does  not  concern  the 
Fudges  ;  nor — very  much  —  the  attorney. 

Mr.  Brazitt  not  only  takes  up  the  cause  of  the  Guerlin,  which  bids 
fair  to  become  a  conspicuous  one,  but  he  befriends  her.  A  romantic 
Attoh  of  her  life,  and  trials,  and  expectations,  suddenly  appears  one 
Saturday  morning,  in  the  Herald.  The  afiair  is  talked  of.  A  pictorial 
paper  has  ffained  permission  (from  Brazttt)  to  engrave  a  wood-cut 
likeness  of  tne  Countess.  The  Pinkertons,  it  is  understood,  have  asked 
her  to  pass  a  day  at  their  *  fine  place  *  in  the  country.  The  Spindles 
anange  a  taldecm^vant,  in  the  course  of  which  an  episode  in  the  life 
of  the  Countess  is  lepresented,  and  the  Countess  weep. 

Sympathy  takes  a  strong  flow  in  her  favor :  '  mce  pe(^le  *  speak 
hardily  of  young  CtuiD.  It  appears  (from  newspaper  paragraphs)  that 
the  Countess  has  the  best  cause  in  the  world.  A  kind  of  Kossuth 
admiration  possesses  people.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  Mr.  Brazitt  is 
a  man  who  admires  and  encourages  this  feeling. 

He  has  no  special  admiration  for  titles,  it  is  true ;  he  does  n't  care 
far  titles  a  straw :  he  dislikes  titles :  but  was  it  the  poor  lady's  fault  ? 
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She  came  from  a  country  where  such  titles  were  respectable ;  he  might 
even  say,  desirable.     Was  he  to  shut  his  doors  upon  her  ? 

She  had  lived  a  life  of  hardships  —  of  great  adventure ;  she  had 
found  accidentally,  in  a  distinguished  young  townsman,  (Mrs.  Fudge 
bought  thirteen  copies  of  the  newspaper  in  which  this  mention  occurred,) 
a  fnend  and  a  relative ;  she  discovered  through  him  traces  of  her 
mother's  family ;  she  found  her  ties  upon  society  multiplied  ;  she  had 
come  to  claim  and  to  enjoy  her  own. 

Mr.  duiD,  indeed,  was  not  a  little  troubled  by  the  spirited  manner  in 
which  the  new  claim  was  brought  forward.  Upon  careful  examination, 
he  found  considerable  difficulty  in  securing  proof  of  his  having  married 
his  own  wife !  It  is  always  an  awkward  thing  to  be  driven  to  the 
search  of  such  proof;  it  is  still  more  awkward  —  not  to  find  it. 

The  papers  of  the  Countess  were  certainly  of  a  strong  character ; 
there  was  abundant  evidence  to  show  that  her  parent,  if  not  the  widow 
of  the  imfortunate  elder  branch  of  the  Bodoeks,  was  certainly  very 
intimately  allied  with  that  widow.  The  Countess,  moreover,  was  pos- 
sessed of  abundance  of  tender  letters,  from  the  Monsieur  de  Guerlin, 
who  had  subsequently  married  the  widow,  in  which  that  kind-hearted 
gentleman  speaks  pathetically  of  the  lasting  affection  he  entertains  for 
her  mother,  and  of  his  firm  determination  to  regard  her  child  as  his  own. 

In  short,  it  is  alleged,  on  the  paxt  of  the  vigorous  adviser  of  the 
Countess,  that  the  late  Mrs.  duin  was  nothing  more  than  the  daughter 
of  the  nurse  oxfemmede  chambre  of  the  proper  Bodgees  widow ;  who, 
in  virtue  of  tlus  connection,  became  possessed  of  the  family  Eecrets, 
letteis,  etc.,  and  finally  assumed  the  name  of  her  lady-patroness. 

This  representation  was  so  well  based  as  to  occasion,  as  I  have 
already  said,  infinite  annoyance  to  Mr.  dun) :  and  even  if  the  Guerlin 
claim  did  not  prove  altogether  sound,  it  certainly  appeared  to  the  dis- 
cerning eye  of  Mr.  Brazitt  to  possess  sufficient  force  and  plausibility  to 
warrant  prosecution ;  and  to  insure  the  levy  of  some  round  sum,  in  way 
of  compromise,  from  the  timorous  defendant. 

Mr.  dum,  however,  was  not  idle.  His  son's  character  in  the  fash- 
ionable world  was  at  stake ;  there  were  hints  of  his  having  been  already 
black-balled  in  an  up-town  club,  by  reason  of  the  low  and  disagreeable 
suspicions  cast  upon  his  parentage.  Mr.  duiD  senior  had  a  friend  in 
Paris,  who  has  already  been  once  or  twice  brought  to  notice  I  allude 
to  Mr.  Jenkins,  the  father  of  Miss  Jenkins,  who  had  carried  his  fortune 
and  his  daughter  to  the  French  capital,  in  the  hope  of  achieving  an 
agreeable  social  eminence.  A  full  purse,  a  pretty  daughter,  frequent 
suppers,  with  a  passable  knowledge  of  French,  are,  I  am  told,  pretty 
sure  to  secure  the  companionship  of  a  considerable  bevy  of  middle-aged 
Parisian  gentlemen,  well-informed,  single,  and  '  distinguished.' 

To  Mr.  Jenkins,  Mr.  duiD  made  application ;  setting  forth  the  embar- 
rassments of  his  position ;  directing  him  to  the  proper  quarter  to  secure 
evidences  of  his  marriage,  to  be  forwarded  per  mail ;  and  begging  him 
farther  to  give  such  information  as  could  be  relied  upon  in  re^ird  to  the 
character  and  history  of  a  certain  Countess  de  Guerlin,  one  time  of 
the  Rue  de  Helder,  and  more  recently  embarked  with  Mr.  Washington 
Fudge,  at  the  port  of  Havre,  en  route  for  New-York. 
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Nor  is  tiliB  the  only  precautionary  measure  of  Mr.  Qasw,  He  feels 
that  the  question  of  parentage  of  stray  European  ladies  at  the  German 
spas  and  elsewhere  is  a  very  delicate  one,  not  susceptihle  always  of 
legal  tracery.  As  a  young  man,  he  was  not  scrupulous  on  those  points. 
Events  might  show  that  he  was  less  eo  than  a  cautious  man  should  he. 
To  tell  truth,  he  did  not  feel  poeitiye  assurance  that  his  wife  may  have 
been  altogether  what  she  pretended  to  he.  The  Gueblin  afiair,  unex- 
pected as  it  was,  might  prove  a  very  awkward  one. 

In  such  event,  his  hope  lay  in  Adolfhe.  He  therefore  spurred  on 
his  son  to  increased  vigilance.  He  begged  him  to  make  a  '  dashing 
campaign.'  He  took  a  romantic  interest  in  his  excursions  and  in  his 
reports.  He  even  ventured  into  a  visit  of  reconnaissance  on  his  own 
part  to  the  quiet  village  of  Newtown.  He  was  charmed  with  the 
agreeable  and  conciliating  manners  of  the  old  lady,  Mrs.  Fleming,  who 
put  on  her  best  cap  to  do  honor  to  the  distinguished  visitor.  She  talked 
of  Aix>LFH£with  a  motherly- afiection,  and  dropped  hints  about  the 
attachment  of  the  young  people,  in  away  that  quite  charmed  and  satis- 
fied Mr.  Q;um.  Even  Kittt  herself,  mindful  perhaps  only  that  the  old 
gentleman  had  been  kind  in  extending  to  them  a  home,  was  full  of  her 
tittle  tokens  of  respect  and  gratitude,  and  to  the  chance  inuendoes  of 
the  admiring  father,  she  lent  such  pretty  and  easy-coming  blushes  as 
fairly  captivated  the  old  man. 

Ma.  Flehino  was  satisfied,  in  her  own  mind,  that  he  had  come  for 
no  other  purpose  than  to  ask  the  hand  of  Kitty  for  Adolphe  ;  and  she 
had  an  answer  prepared  —  arranged  in  her  mind  since  the  time  she 
caught  the  first  glimpse  of  Mr.  QLxjtd  through  the  curtidns  of  her  cham- 
ber-window. And  Kitty,  in  virtue  of  her  mother's  winks  and  smiles, 
had  a  fear  that  the  affidr  of  Adolphe  might  become  very  soon  one  of 
serious  question  and  answer :  but  she,  even  yet,  blush  as  she  might,  had 
no  answer  ready.  •    — 

Howbeit,  the  old  gentleman  was  in  capital  humor  (as  he  had  abun- 
dant reason  to  be)  with  the  present  aspect  of  afiairs.  The  chances  of 
Adolfhus  appeared  good.  It  seemed  plain  that  the  proj)erty  in  any 
event  would  revert  to  the  dun)  name ;  and  even  supposing  his  own 
possession  established,  in  opposition  to  the  Gueblin  claim,  the  most 
graceful  gift  that  he  could  confer  upon  his  pretty  daughter-in-law  would 
be  (he  thought)  her  own  rights.  He  even  allowed  himself,  in  a  cheerful 
vein,  to  paint  the  delicate  and  fatherly  manner  in  which  he  would  per- 
ferrn  that  service ;  the  blushes  of  the  bride,  the  wild  enthusiasm  of  his 
son,  the  admiration  of  society,  and  the  confusion  of  both  Blihmeb  and 
the  Countess.  Not  for  many  days — I  might  even  say  weeks  —  had 
there  passed  a  happier  body  down  through  the  walk  which  is  skirted 
with  hollyhock  blossoms  all  the  way  from  the  Bodgers'  door  to  the  gate, 
than  passed  that  day  in  tho  person  of  Mr.  duiD  senior. 

But  it  occurred  to  this  gentleman,  when  the  gate  was  closed  upon 
him,  and  his  plisasant  imaginative  burst  had  subsided,  that  to  secure 
this  pleasant  diversion  of  the'  Bodgebs  property,  to  the  pretty  prospect- 
ive Inide  of  Adolphu^,'  it  would  be  essential  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
for  the  preservation  and'  the  proving  of  the  will,  now  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  BuuiiEB.     Heretofore  indeed,  up  to  the  date  when  the  Gueblin 
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fiiBt  made  her  appearance,  and  befoio  he  had  gained  his  present  satisfied 
state  of  feeling  in  respect  to  the  gallant  advances  of  Adolphus,  he  had 
looked  upon  the  paper  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Blxmher  with  an  evil 
eye.  At  present,  however,  he  felt  a  peculiar  regard  for  that  document. 
He  was  anxious  to  arrange  preliminaries  by  which  it  might  be  grace- 
fully  and  naturally  brought  into  notice. 

With  this  view,  he  determined  to  pay  a  friendly  visit  at  the  oflSce  of 
Mr.  BiviNs  the  attorney. 


CHAPTCB  TBXBTT'FOITXTH. 
MR.      BIVIKS      MAKES      A      DI800YE&T. 

This  chapter  deals  ^-ith  such  a  variety  of  eircumstaiioes,  that  I  can  find  no  proper 
motto  to  set  before  it.  Acthob*s  Apologt. 

What  could  Mrs.  Dyke  mean,  by  saying  that  '  the  dums  had  no 
right  to  the  property,  and  she  could  prove  it  ? '  Good  Mrs.  Flbming 
wondered ;  wondered  very  much ;  wondered  so  much,  that  on  a  certain 
morning,  when  Kitty  was  busy  with  her  buzzing  choir,  she  slipped  on 
her  black  widow's  bonnet,  set  off  with  crimped  tabs,  and  sallied  acroes  to 
the  office  of  'Squire  Bivins,  for  the  sake  of  informing  him,  confiden- 
tially, of  het  wonder  as  to  what  Mis.  Dyke  could  mean. 

Mr.  BiviNS,  in  confidence,  wondered  too. 

Mrs.  Fleuing  wondered  what  Mr.  Bivins  wondered  at  \ 

Mr.  BiviNS  wondered  what  Mrs.  Dyke  could  mean. 

Thereupon  Mrs.  Fleming  wondered  if  there  was  any  thing  in  it  f 

Mr.  BiviNS  wondered  too. 

Mrs.  Fleming  then  wanted  to  know  if  he  thought  there  was  any 
thing  in  it  ? 

Mr.  BiviNS  thought  there  might  be. 

'Squire  Bivms  has  the  reputation,  among  the  people  of  Newtown,  of 
being  *as  smart  as  a  steel-trap.'  He  certainly  is  keen;  a^ad  even 
though  he  had  a  less  keen  pair  of  eyes,  his  sharp  daughter  Mehitabel 
would  not  have  failed  to  inform  him  of  what  was  going  on  between 
the  little  schod-mistress  of  the  old  Bodgebs  house,  and  the  dashing 
Adolphus  CIuid. 

This  matter  has  not  a  little  surprised  the  'Squire ;  he  has  reflected 
upon  it  profoundly :  his  demand  upon  the  village  stock  of  Yixginia  twist 
has  been  unprecedented.  He  does  not  rightly  know  how  to  reconcile 
the  earnest  addresses  of  the  heir-apparent  to  the  poor  girl,  (Mehitabel 
says  far  from  pretty,)  with  the  indiflerence  he  had  manifested  on  their 
first  interview. 

He  associates  with  it  all,  Blimmer's  earnest  inquiries,  and  Blimmer's 
negotiations  with  the  CluiDS.  Mrs.  Fleming's  motherly  anxiety  about 
the  duiD  right  of  succession  is  a  new  phase ;  and  the  reported  observa- 
ticm  of  Mrs.  Dyke  ha«  its  weight.  Mr.  Bivms  pats  his  wig  very  oflen. 
He  gives  his  pantaloons  the  usual  toilet-hitch,  (notwithstandmg  the 
presence  of  Mrs.  Fleming,)  with  nervous  frequency. 

He  derives  from  that  lady,  in  a  cautious  manner,  a  knowledge  of  the 
circumstances  under  which  Mrs.  Dyke  hod  given  expression  to  her 
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opiiiioa.  He  suggests,  from  hifl  own  ezperienoe,  that  the  allegaticm  may 
have  been  only  an  amiable  womanly  fiction,  bioagfat  &rmid  fiir  the 
sake  of  mortifying  the  pride  of  Ifrs.  Flemino.  Mrs.  Flehino,  however^ 
indignantly  repels  that  idea,  and  will  not  allow  that  Mn.  Dtkb  is 
capable  of  miDdng  a  fiction. 

'  Mortify  my  pnde»  indeed ! '  said  Mrs.  FusMUfo,  straightening  herself 
in  the  office-chair. 

'  Yoa  think,  then,  she  must  be  tmthful  ?  '  porsned  Bnmvs. 

' Not  in  the  least,  Sir!  *  said  Mrs.  Flemino,  witii  a  little  temper. 

'  Pray,  madam,  what  do  you  think,  then  f '  uiged  the  'Squire,  toying 
with  a  bit  of  twist  upon  the  table. 

'  I  think,'  said  Mrs.  Flemimo,  with  a  womanly  sort  of  logic,  '  that 
she  is  insulting,  and  that  she  knows  more,  perhaps,  than  she  pretends 
to ;  and  that  she  has  no  business  in  the  house  at  all ;  and  that  if  Anm 
has  n't  a  right  to  the  property,  who  has  ?  and  that  it  is  no  business  of 
hers,  and  that  if  she  knows  any  thing,  she  should  be  made  to  tell  it ; 
and  that  it 's  all  false  from  beginning  to  end.' 

Mr.  BiviNS  patted  his  wig,  mildly. 

He  pacified  Mrs.  Flehcco  by  promising  to  seek  an  interview  with  Mrs. 
Dtke,  and  to  make  a  searching  inquiry :  at  the  same  time  he  recom- 
mended to  the  old  lady  strict  secresy. 

The  logical  powers  of  Mrs.  Dtke  were  of  much  the  same  standard 
with  those  of  Mrs.  Fleming.  By  dint  of  art,  however,  and  amiable 
allusion  to  Mrs.  Dyke's  great  respectability  of  character,  Mr.  Biviks 
succeeded  in  arriving  at  an  important  fact  or  two,  which  lay  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  housekeeper's  explosive  declaration.  It  appeared  that  the 
old  lady,  in  her  household  duties,  had  fallen  upon  a  certain  leather-bound 
memoiandum-book  of  the  deceased  gentleman,  only  partly  filled  up  with 
pencil-writing,  and  which  she  had  determined  to  convert  to  her  own 
private  uses.  In  fumbling  over  the  leaves  of  the  note-book,  Mrs.  Dtke 
had*  only  recently  come  upon  one  or  two  stray  items,  which  her  quarrel 
with  Ifts.  Fleming  had  converted  into  thunder  against  the  dums. 

The  book  was  produced  before  the  scrutinizing  eye  of  Mr.  Bivins. 
The  first  entry  which  had  attracted  the  notice  of  Mrs.  Dtke  was  this : 
'  Sign  my  vidll,  have  it  witnessed.'  At  the  end  of  this  was  a  little  cross 
in  pencil,  signifying  in  the  'Squire's  iashion,  as  the  previous  pages 
showed,  that  the  thuig  was  done. 

Some  leaves  farther  on,  and  indeed  very  near  the  end  of  the  book, 
was  the  fiillowing  entry : 

*  Mem.  :  To  ask  the  ^Squire  if  one  witness  to  a  trill  is  enough :  if 
not — get  another,' 

There  was  no  pencil-cross  after  this. 

Mr.  Bivms  thought  Mrs.  Dtke  had  been  hasty  in  her  conclusions. 
Mrs.  Dyke  thought  perhaps  she  might  have  been ;  but  *  she  did  n't  like 
folks  to  be  uppish,  as  if  they  were  better  than  every  body  else ;  and  for 
her  ovm  part,  she  had  no  doubt  that  the  'Squire  did  made  a  wUl,  and 
a  good  one ;  and  that  Mr.  duro  was  n't  once  thought  of,  fimm  beginning 
to  end.' 

Mr.  Bivms  guessed  it  might  be  so,  but  could  n't  say.  He  recom- 
mended prudence  to  Mrs.  Dtke,  and  slipped  the  memorandum-book  of 
the  'Squire  in  his  pocket. 


232  The  Fudge  Papers,  [September, 

He  had  the  memonuidum-hook  in  his  pocket  when  Mr.  dum  did  him 
the  honor  of  calling  at  his  office. 

Mr.  BiviNs  received  his  visitor  with  even  more  than  his  usual  courtesy. 
He  took  occasion  to  express  his  regret  that  the  affair  of  the  Bodgers 
estate  had  been  somewhat  disturbed,  and  that  a  new  claimant  should 
have  appeared  in  the  person  of  a  foreign  lady.  Ho  hoped  things  were 
getting  on  passably  well. 

Mr.  Ctum  said  they  were';  and  sneered  at  the  Countess  as  an  impostor 
who  might  deceive  such  people  as  the  Fudges  and  Brazitt  ;  '  but/  pur- 
sued he,  '  men  like  you  and  I,  Mr.  Bivins,  who  have  seen  the  world, 
are  not  so  easily  taken  in.' 

*  No,  to  be  sure  not,'  said.  BrviNS,  giving  a  side  cast  of  his  eye  to  the 
comer,  as  if  he  were  looking  for  some  body  with  whom  he  might 
exchange  a  quiet  wink. 

'  By  the  way,'  said  Mr.  Ctiru),  *  if  I  remember  rightly,  Mr.  Bivins, 
you  spoke  on  one  occasion  to  my  son  about  having,  on  a  certain  occasion, 
drawn  up  a  will  for  the  late  BIodgebs.' 

*  I  did,*  said  the  attorney. 

*  Which  was  not  executed  ? ' 

*  Which  was  not  executed — at  the  time.' 
*0h!' 

'  Just  so ! '  said  Mr.  BrviNs  in  a  confirmatory  manner,  and  with  an 
air  of  attention. 

*And,  Mr.  Bivins,*  pursued  his  visitor,  *  might  I  —  ask  if  you  hear 
any  thing  more  of  that  will  ? ' 

*  Occasionally,'  said  Mr.  Brvms,  eyeing  keenly  his  visitor. 
'  You  think,  perhaps,  it  is  in  existence  ?  *  said  CtuiD. 

'  I  should  n't  greatly  wonder  if  it  was,'  returned  the  attorney,  speak- 
ing in  a  very  slow  and  measured  tone. 
'  In  favor  of  Miss  Fleking,  I  believe  ? ' 

*  In  favor  of  Kittt  Fleming,'  said  Bivins. 

*  Mr.  Bivins,'  said  the  visitor,  with  an  air  of  self-denying  resignation, 
*  I  feel  an  interest  in  that  will.' 

'  Just  so,'  said  the  attorney,  with  an  altogether  incautious  wink. 

'  You  perhaps  mistake  me,  Sir,'  said  Ctum ;  '  I  am  anxious,  if  the  will 
exists,  that  it  should  be  made  known  and  proved.  I  might,  it  is  true 
be  a  large  loser  ;  but  I  have  no  desire  to  controvert  what  may  have 
been  the  wishes  of  the  late  Mr.  Bodgers.  'Fiat  justitia,  mat  oadum,' 
is  a  motto  with  which  perhaps  you,  Mr.  BrviNS,  as  a  legal  man,  aie 
familiar.' 

Mr.  Bivms  said  he  was,  and  gave  the  old  sympathetic  glance  to  the 
office-comer. 

*  I  should  be  happy,'  continued  the  visitor,  *  to  do  all  in  my  power  for 
the  recovery  of  this  will,  if  it  exists ;  and  must  beg  of  you,  Mr.  Bivins, 
to  act  with  the  same  purpose.' 

Mr.  BrviNS  said  he  would ;  and  ventured  to  ask,  in  a  somewhat  sly 
way,  if  by  chance  he,  Mr.  Ctum,  hod  evet  possibly  heard  any  mention 
of  such  an  instrument  in  other  quarters  ? 

Mr.  CluiD  replied  (with  a  little  confusion,  it  is  trae)  tha:t  fie  had.  -  A 
third  party  had  on  one  occasion  spoken  of  it ;  indeed,  had  given  him 
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leaaon  to  believe  that  he  had  fallen  upoa  some  traces  of  it.  He  should 
lose  no  time  in  pursuing  the  inquiries ;  and  if  he  should  succeed  in  dis- 
oovering  it,  he  would  take  great  pleasure  in  placing  it  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  BiviNS,  as  a  magistrate,  and  administrator  upon  the  estate.  He 
would  thus  satisfy,  he  said,  his  sense  of  justice,  b^de  doing  a  favor  to 
a  very  charming  young  lady. 

Mr.  QUaiD  took  farther  occasion  to  suggest  an  inquiry,  as  to  whether 
he  might  hope  for  the  reimbursement  of  such  sums  as  had  been  neces- 
sarily expended  by  him  in  the  defence  against  foreign  claim,  in  case  the 
will  should  be  brought  to  light  through  his  efforts  ? 
.  Mr.  Bivms  was  not  qualified  to  speak  with  authority  in  such  a  mat- 
ter, bat  he  thought  the  gentleman  might  safely  rely  upon  the  generosity 

of  Miss  Fl^BHING. 

The  two  gentleman  took  leave  of  each  other  in  a  highly  amiable 
manner. 

'Squire  BnriNs  being  alone,  replaced  himself  in  his  comer  officoKshair, 
elevated  his  left  foot  upon  the  right  knee,  (a  favorite  position  of  the 
'Squire's,)  threw  his  head  back  upon  the  top  of  the  chair,  (in  a  way  not 
to  derange  his  wig,)  and  indulged  in  a  low,  humorsome,  cackling  kind 
of  laugh,  expressive  of  a  very  high  estimate  of  his  own  intelligence. 
He  felt  Uuit  he  had  probed  the  matter  to  the  bottom.  His  reflections 
were  somewhat  of  this  cast : 

*  duiD  is  growing  shy  of  the  Guerlin,  but  thinks  her  an  impostor, 
which  is  all  very  well.  He  has  a  strong  liking  for  the  Bodgees  pro- 
perty :  if  the  Gueblin  should  succeed,  the  testament  will  upset  her 
claim,  and  Kittt  Flemino  will  become  the  lucky  holder  of  the  estate. 
Q^uiD,  therefore,  sets  on  his  dashing  son  to  make  a  capture  of  Miss 
Kittt,  and  meantime  keeps  the  will  of  Mr.  Bodoebs  in  his  oicn 
pocket.* 

How  far  'Squire  Bivms  was  right,  I  leave  the  reader  to  judge  for 
himself.  It  is  certain  that  he  is  fully  possessed  of  this  view  of  the 
case ;  and  he  forms  his  plans  accordingly.  Mrs.  Fleming,  he  thinks, 
should  be  advised  of  the  mercenary  nature  of  Mr.  CLuid's  attentions ; 
and  he  very  safely  trusts  to  the  zeal  of  Meuitabel  to  make  the  same 
thing  known  to  Miss  Kittt. 

This  accomplished,  he  trusts  to  the  agency  of  the  law  to  compel  Mr. 
dum  to  produce  before  Probate  the  will  of  the  late  Mr.  Bodgers. 
Great  caution,  however,  he  foresees,  will  be  necessary  in  eflecting  this 
latter  movement.  Too  great  eagerness  might  lead  to  a  destruction  of 
the  papers. 

And  if  Mr.  Bivms  had  been  as  penetrating  in  matters  afiecting  female 
pride,  as  in  the  wiles  of  a  bankrupt  claimant  of  a  large  estate,  he 
would  have  foreseen  great  difficulty  in  his  negotiations  ^ith  the  Fle- 
hikgs  themselves. 

Indeed,  Mrs.  Fleming  resented  indignantly  the  kind  intimation  of  the 
'Squire,  in  regard  to  the  views  of  the  younger  Cturo.  She  knew  what 
a  young  man's  attentions  were ;  she  could  see  whether  they  were  ear- 
nest or  not ;  she  wanted  no  instructions  about  her  daughter.  Did  Mr. 
Bivms  pretend  to  suppose  that  there  was  nothing  to  attract  a  young 
man  about  Kittt,  except  her  chance  of  getting  a  fortune  ?     It  might 
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be  BO  with  other  people's  daughtexs,  but  she  thanked  her  stars  that  it 
was  not  so  with  hen ! 

I  regret  to  be  compelled  to  write  down  what  'Squire  Bivins  said ; 
but  he  did  say  it :  he  said,  *  D — n  it  I ' 

As  for  Miss  Kittt,  the  next  Sunday,  afler  service,  she  winced  fearfully 
under  the  sharp  tongue  of  Mehitabel,  and  retaining  her  composure 
onl^  long  enough  to  ti^ank  that  maiden  lady  for  her  amiable  expression 
of  mterest,  and  to  make  her  escape,  she  fell  afterward  into  a  fit  of  tears, 
which,  like  the  good  daughter  that  she  was,  she  hid  in  the  solitude  of 
her  own  chamber. 

As  for  the  influence  of  Miss  Bivins*  communication,  I  do  not  think  it 
'  was  any  better  than  that  of  the  'Squire's  to  Mrs.  FLEMiNa.  Kittt 
grew,  indeed,  into  a  sudden  charity  for  the  gay-hearted  Adolphe  ;  a^  if 
some  such  amiable  interest  were  needed  to  protect  him  from  the  fearful 
gossip  of  the  village.  And  when  he  made  his  next  visit  to  Newtown, 
I  do  believe  that  tiie  sympathies  of  both  mother  and  daughter  made  his 
chances  look  far  sunnier  than  they  had  ever  looked  before.  Nor  would 
it  greatly  surprise  me  if  my  cousin  Kittt  should  have  an  answer  ready. 
whenever  the  gallant  Adolphus  is  disposed  to  press  his  inquiries. 

When  a  young  girl  assumes  the  defence  of  a  suitor  against  the  tongue 
of  scandal,  it  is  my  opinion  that  she  is  unconsciously  weakening  her 
own  defences. 

Mr.  Bivms'  strategy  has  failed  in  one  direction ;  we  shall  presently 
see  if  it  succeeds  in  the  other. 


P    A    N    N    I    B    . 


Oh  !  vaj  beart  la  full  of  sadnoea^ 
And  mr  sonl  Is  ftill  of  woe ; 

For  thejrVe  fled  ftwfty  with  Fakvii, 
Where  I  can  never  go : 


For  they  Ve  ta'en  away  my  FAKKn, 
)  naught  but  woo. 


And  left  me  X 


Oh  t  I  would  I  were  a  zephyr 
From  the  soft  and  sonny  south, 

I  would  play  among  her  treasea, 
And  lluger  round  her  month : 

I  would  lore  to  lift  her  tresses, 
And  kiss  her  merry  mouth. 


I  would  breathe  upon  her  forehead, 
I  would  whisper  In  her  ear ; 

I  would  fan  her  throbbing  temples, 
And  dry  the  scorching  tear: 

I  would  cool  her  throbung  temples, 
And  diy  «he  fldthfU  tear. 


For  I  know  the  lore  die  bean  me, 
And  I  know  she  weeps  for  me ; 

And  I  know  she  *d  fly  to  meet  me. 
Were  she  but  ftirly  ft«e ; 

Like  the  soft  and  soothing  zephyr, 
Were  FiLVim  only  free. 
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MY       RUSTIC        FRIEND 


I  HAVB  a  farmer-friend,  whose  virtues  pure, 
Unconscioua,  have  become  my  cynosure ; 
Whoso  love,  above  the  love  of  other  men. 
My  high  ambition  and  reword  hath  been. 


Where  willows  bend  above  the  quiet  stream. 
Sharing  with  sun  alternate  shade  and  beam, 
His  wsdk  was  wont  to  be ;  there,  hour  on  hour, 
*  Sweet  Silence  'guiled  him  with  her  pensive  power.' 


Nor  there  alone  the  willing  grasses  shed 
Their  morning  tears  beneath  his  early  tread : 
On  slopes  of  green,  in  meads  and  oowslip-fells, 
He  heard  fond  welcomes  from  the  pasture-belL«. 


As,  sailing  unto  Indies  frequently, 

The  pilot  knows  the  currents  of  the  sea, 

So  knew  he  all  the  choicest  nooks^  and  where 

To  sun  himself  at  noon,  in  bahniest  air. 


His  home  a  cottage  white,  and  neat,  and  small 
In  forest  grand,  of  oak  and  maple  tall ; 
Yet  there  it  was,  his  nature  best  to  please, 
That  he  might  dwell,  like  birds,  amid  the  trcc^s. 


Sweet  soul  I  may  every  bud  and  leaf  of  Spring 
Thrill  out  for  thee  a  Jot  on  perfumed  wing ; 
And  with  each  sere  and  Autumn  leaf  be  shed 
A  gorgeous  blessing  on  the  poet's  head! 


He  sat,  Bcrene  and  pure,  at  Natxjre^s  feet. 
As  child  sits  at  its  mother's — posture  sweet ; 
And,  looking  fondly  up  with  faith  and  love, 
Compels  approval  from  the  Ete  above. 


True  was  his  heart,  and  faithful  to  the  Rigut  ; 
His  faith  was  ardent,  and  his  hope  was  bright ; 
He  loved  the  skies  above  and  earth  he  trod; 
H»  Mother  Nature,  and  his  Father,  God. 


Wouldst  see  his  riches  ?  —  for  tlioy  're  all  untold  - 
Go,  ask  of  him  h»  gems  and  heaps  of  gold : 
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He  points  you,  smiling,  to  his  garden-bowers — 
*  Yes  1  yes  I  thank  Him,  I  'm  rich  1  —  I  'm  rich  in  flowersl ' 


I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  so  it  seemed, 

That  lavish  Heaven  on  his  young  soul  gleamed ; 

A  sun-rise  of  true  poetry;  so  hi^ 

On  Fancy's  plume  his  mind  was  wont  to  fly. 


Seer-like,  with  eye  of  fire,  would  he  upstart, 
And  from  dull  earth  and  sense  dwell  long  apart  ; 
Till  some  bird's  note,  sudden  and  dear,  would  rise, 
Or  leaf  would  fall,  and  snatch  him  fh>m  the  skies. 


To  him  no  gift  of  utterance  was  given : 
He  saw,  but  sang  not  of  the  opened  heaven : 
Himself  a  poem,  filled  with  thought  sublime, 
His  days  were  verses,  and  his  actions  rhyme. 


Yet  deem  him  not  ideal  and  of  air: 
He  Uvea;  and  under  his  strong  hand  and  care, 
Gay  fields  of  golden  grain  and  ripened  com 
Await  the  sickle's  edge  on  han^cst  mom. 


The  song  of  larks,  out-warbled  from  the  blue, 
The  blast  of  barn-yard  warder,  tried  and  true, 
The  bleat  of  lamb,  far-wandered  on  the  hill, 
The  rush  of  waters  at  the  great- wheeled  mill: 


These,  and  all  music  of  the  morning  hour, 
Filled  his  rapt  soul  with  deep  poetic  power; 
But  none  the  less  they  summoned  him  away, 
The  breakfast  o'er,  to  labors  of  the  day. 


God  never  was  forgot    The  evening  prayer 
Of  wife  and  blue-eyed  child  ascended  there : 
Sweet  Sabbaths  saw  a  gentle  train,  betimes, 
Obey  the  summons  of  tlie  village-chimes. 


And  in  aU  seasons  of  the  day  and  night, 
He  saw  his  God,  and  *  worshipped  him  aright' 
True  poet-souls  have  vision  penetrant, 
And  see  a  God  in  all  things  militant 


Such  is  my  farmer-fnend;  whose  soul  so  pure. 
Unconscious  has  become  my  cynosure ; 
Whose  love,  above  the  lovo  of  other  men, 
My  high  ambition  and  reward  hath  been. 
Pitttiburgh,  Jfatjy  1854. 
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LAUGHTE     R. 

Before  setting  sail  upon  a  serious  dissertation  concerning  so  mirth- 
ful a  subject,  it  may  perhaps  be  well  to  ballast  our  bark  with  a  defi- 
nition, so  that  amid  the  cross-winds  which  may  blow  over  our  mind 
we  may  have  that  which  shall  impart  a  steadfastness  of  purpose  to 
our  vessel,  and  thus  enable  us  to  steer  clear  of  all  digression,  and  to 
reach  our  haven,  though  drenched  and  battered  by  the  voyage,  yet  not 
altogether  a  caput  morttrnm. 

But  now  the  task  we  have  set  before  us  assumes  a  magnitude. 
Laughter  being  (in  one  sense)  a  child  of  wit  is,  by  a  natural  consequence 
of  its  paternity,  next  to  indefinable.  But  do  not  therefore,  dear  reader, 
give  vent  to  any  risible  emotions  which  our  undertaking  may  excite, 
and  anticipate  us  in  our  humble  efibrt  to  enlighten  you ;  but  be  sober, 
discreet,  and  let  us  believe  that,  though  our  subject  is  the  commonest 
occurrence  of  daily  life,  you  have  given  little  or  no  attention  to  it. 

Our  lexicographers,  with  their  usual  perspicuity,  have  with  a  round 
of  words  disposed  of  it.  Walker  defines  Laughter,  '  Convulsive  merri- 
ment :  an  inarticulate  expression  of  sudden  joy.'  Webster  calls  it  'An 
expression  of  mirth  peculiar  to  man,  consisting  in  a  peculiar  noise  and 
configuration  of  the  features,  with  a  shaking  of  the  sides  and  expulsion 
of  the  breath.'  According  to  an  old  author  it  is  'An  abundance  of 
pleasant  vapors  which  break  from  the  heart  and  tickle  the  midriff,  by 
which  titiUation  the  sense  being  moved  and  arteries  distended  or  pulled, 
the  spirits  from  thence  move  and  pass  the  sides,  veins,  countenance, 
eyes ; '  an  elucidation  which  modem  physiologists  would  probably  not 
much  afiect.  Laughter,  according  to  Steele,  is  '  a  vent  of  any  sudden 
joy  which  strikes  upon  the  mind ;  which,  being  too  volatile  and  strong, 
breaks  out  in  this  tremor  of  the  voice.'  He  also  calls  it '  The  visible 
symptom  of  inward  satisfaction.'  However,  the  gravest  authority 
which  we  have  upon  this  laughable  matter  is  undoubtedly  Hobbes.  He 
says,  *  The  passion  of  laughter  is  nothing  else  but  sudden  glory  arising 
from  some  sudden  conception  5f  some  eminence  in  ourselves,  by  com- 
parison with  the  infirmities  of  others,  or  with  our  own  formerly  ;  for 
men  laugh  at  the  follies  of  themselves  past,  when  they  come  suddenly 
to  remembrance,  except  they  bring  with  them  any  present  dishonor.' 
Addison  has  pinned  his  faith  upon  thb  last  definition,  while  Dr.  Campbell, 
in  his  *  Philosophy  of  Rhetoric,'  has  entirely  overthrown  it,  but  without 
being  able  to  aidvance  a  better.  For  our  own  part  we  give  credit  to  all 
of  the  foregoing,  as  each  one  in  its  turn  definmg  a  species  of  laughter, 
but  all  &iling  to  convey  a  general  idea  of  the  subject.  One  objection 
which  we  would  advance,  among  others,  is  that  they  do  not  sufficiently 
recognize  the  power  of  laughter.  By  laughter  is  not  alone  meant  that 
hilarious  cachumation  which  bursts  upon  the  ears,  but  also  that  tickling 
of  the  midrifii  and  that  trembling  of  the  air  in  the  throat  which  the 
person  moved  by  genuine  laughter  may  vainly  endeavor  to  repress,  and 
may  completely  lude  behind  a  solemn  countenance.  To  restrain  it  is 
like  binding  up  the  winds  in  a  sack.     Nay,  so  great  was  its  power  that 
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the  ancients  erected  temples  to  the  god  of  laughter,  and  propitiated 
the  divinity  with  ceremonies  of  jovialty  and  mirth ;  an  account  of  one 
of  the  festivities  being  given  by  Apuleius,  in  his  *  Metamorphoses.'  As 
for  ourself,  we  are  inclined  to  define  laughter  to  be  an  involuntary 
expression  of  gladness  or  mirth  conceived  within  a  person  through 
sight,  hearing,  or  thought ;  of  something  being  in  itself  or  by  compari- 
son with  other  things,  either  pleasant,  joyful,  grotesque,  odd,  small, 
mean,  or  ridiculous.  We  venture  this  with  all  modesty,  assuring  our 
reader  that  we  do  not  intend  to  force  him  to  put  iaith  in  what  we  have 
said.  Nay,  we  will  be  generous  ;  and  here  we  do  give  him  liberty  to 
cull  from  our  garland  of  definitions  any  flower  he  may  choose  ;  while 
at  the  same  time  we  will  be  bold  enough  to  point  to  our  own,  desiring 
him  to  look  at  its  general  texture,  and  to  place  the  nose  of  1^  reason 
in  close  proximity,  that  he  may  inhale  its  perfume  before  deciding 
which  he  will  place  in  his  button-hole. 

Laughter  has,  properly  speaking,  four  degrees,  namely : 

First.  The  smile. 

Second.  The  grin. 

TmRD.  The  laugh-proper. 

FouKTH.  The  sudonic,  or  as  it  is  more  commonly  called,  the  horse- 
laugh. 

The  smile  may  be  defined,  an  incipient  laugh.  It  is  produced  by 
the  very  slightest  emotion  of  pleasure  or  mirth.  Thus,  two  friend^ 
meet  in  the  street :  the  joy  occaaoned  by  the  sight  of  loved  and  fiAmi- 
liar  features  takes  this  method  of  expressing  itself ;  while  strangers 
pass  and  repass  without  that  interchange.  Some  persons  habitually 
wear  a  smile.  This  arises  from  a  heart  surcharged  with  pleasant  fan- 
cies. Others  afiect  it.  The  smile  is  the  surname  of  quite  a  family. 
The  difierent  members  are  christened.  Lady  Greeting  Smile ;  Sir 
Applausiye  Smile;  Don  Defiant  Smile;  Lord  Contemptuous  Smile; 
and  6ood-Humored  Smile,  Esq.,  Gent. 

Lady  Greeting  is  possessed  of  great  wealth,  and  keeps  open  house, 
where  she  is  ever  most  happy  to  entertain  her  friends,  and  her  friends' 
friends.  She  is  a  finely-formed  lady,  with  a  most  winning  countenance, 
engaging  manners,  and  a  fine  set  of  teeth,  and  dresses  in  the  most 
approved  style. 

Sir  Applausiye  is  now  old  and  gouty,  very  much  given  to  whims  and 
caprices,  and  withal  a  little  vain  and  conceited  ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  a 
very  good-intentioned  gentleman.  He  is  more  sought  afler  and  courted 
than  any  other  member  of  the  family,  so  .much  so  that  he  has  oflen 
been  known,  after  being  completely  worn  out  with  entertaining  his 
visitors,  to  compel  his  little  daughter,  Encouraging  Smile,  to  receive 
guests,  and  excuse  his  presence  on  the  ground  of  indisposition.  In  his 
testy  moods,  which  are  not  unfirequent,  he  has  been  known  to  thrust  out 
of  doors  those  whom  he  had  previously  welcomed.  Still  the  world 
seems  willing  to  overlook  these  rudenesses  on  account  of  his  other 
good  qualities. 

Don  Defiant  is  a  large,  close-knit,  and  splendidly-formed  gentleman, 
who  in  the  most  quiet  times  goes  armed  to  the  teeth,  merely  to  gratify 
his  weapon-bearing  and  using  propensities.     Still,  unless  provoked,  he 
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is  yeiy  harmless  and  agreeable,  and  is  much  to  be  admired  for  his  fear- 
lessness of  character  and  independence  of  soul.  We  advise  you,  dear 
readeiB,  to  cultivate  his  friendship  and  esteem ;  for  he  ivill  prove  a 
tower  of  strength  to  you  in  dark  and  trying  moments. 

Lord  Contemptuous  Smile  (nicknamed  Sneer)  is  the  scape-grace  of 
the  family,  although  he  has  risen  to  some  distinction  and  acquired  con- 
siderable power.  His  chief  aim  is  to  pull  down  those  placed  above 
him,  and  with  the  aid  of  Envy,  Us  inseparable  co&djutor,  he  has  been  quite 
Bnooessfal.  Especially  when  he  has  prevailed  upon  Detraction  to  assist 
him,  victory  has  been  certain. 

Good-Humored  Smile,  Esq.,  Gent.,  is  a  country  gentleman  enjoying 
a  large  estate.  He  has  a  hearty  welcome  for  every  one,  keeps  horses, 
honndB,  is  fond  of  hunting,  of  cheerful  disposition,  and  makes  those 
around  him  happy.  He  believes  there  is  a  bright  side  on  every  thing 
black,  and  imagines  that  he  sees  it.  He  is  an  inveterate  joker,  and  has 
considerable  reputation  as  a  wit  in  the  country  about  him. 

The  Smile  family,  taken  together,  is  perhaps  the  most  powerful  of 
all  the  branches  of  the  house  of  Laughter.  Its  influence  also  is 
easily  obtained  by  any  person,  aa  the  various  members  of  it  are  never 
so  happy  as  when  engaged  in  displaying  their  wealth  and  power. 

Havmg  thus  viewed  the  whole  portrait-gallery  of  this  &mily,  let 
us  proceed  to  the  second  division  of  our  subject,  which  is 

The  grin.  This,  in  its  widest  acceptation,  is  denominated  the  broad 
grin.  It  is  a  smile  deepening  into  a  laugh-proper  without  sufficient 
cause ;  and  for  this  reason  it  gives  to  the  wearer  a  silly  look,  plainly 
showing  that  there  exists  no  commensurate  internal  satisfaction.  In 
fact,  let  a  grin  be  closely  scanned,  in  good  earnest,  by  a  person  that 
can  withstand  its  pecnliady  powerful  contagion,  and  he  will  be 
impressed  with  a  sense  of  pam.  The  smile,  adequately  provoked,  has 
like  a  fair  stream  overflown  its  banks,  and  spread  over  a  large  field, 
and  become  a  dead,  shallow  pool.  It  might  have  become  a  laugh  had 
not  its  source  dried  up.  It  cannot  return  into  the  gentle  and  becoming 
smile.  A  grin  it  has  become,  a  grin  it  must  remain.  It  can  be  of  no 
use  to  a  person  unless  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  a  fine  set  of  teeth ; 
bat  in  such  cases  let  the  wearer  be  wary,  lest  his  eflbrt  be  nothing  more 
than  an  extended  snule,  giving  him  an  air  of  affectation,  which  sits 
with  less  grace  upon  the  visage  than  a  veritable  grin.  This  species  of 
laughter  is  common  to  fops,  boors,  monkies,  hyenas,  and  animals  of  that 
ilk ;  the  two  latter  being  unable  to  divest  themselves  of  that  peculiar 
configuration  of  the  features. 

Between  the  grin  and  the  laugh-proper  may  be  found  the  Snicker 
and  Giggle.  These  may  be  defined  grins  which,  having  received  some 
new  impulse,  or  which  happily  have  strengthened  themselves  with  a 
new  conceit,  intrude  upon  the  domains  of  Laughter,  and  trick  them- 
selves out  in  a  garb  much  resembling  his  which,  however,  fails  to  con- 
ceal their  pretensions,  since  they  expire  in  attempting  a  garment  that 
operates  on  them  as  a  poisoned  shirt.  They  are  peculiar  to  school-boys 
and  girls.  Perhaps  the  most  oflensive  form  in  which  merriment  expresses 
itself  is  that  of  the  female  giggle ;  while  its  most  beautiful  manifesta- 
tion is  in  the  smile  of  woman. 
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We  now  come  to  the  laugh ;  the  genuine  hearty  laugh ;  the  property 
of  man  alone  ;  at  once  his  pride  and  his  darling  —  like  his  speech,  his 
reason,  and  his  tears,  denied  to  all  inferior  forms  of  existence.  What  it 
is,  why  it  is,  whence  it  is,  we  cannot  determine.  It  is  mostly  the  over- 
flowing and  the  music  of  good-nature  ;  the  '  chorus  of  ccmversation,* 
as  an  essayist  hath  it — the  only  physician  which  can  *  minister  to  a 
mind  diseased.'  *T  is  a  charm,  a  joy,  a  glory !  The  more  we  contem- 
plate it  the  more  are  we  impressed  with  its  beneficent  properties.  It 
seizes  upon  our  senses  and  bears  us  onward  with  a  wild  rapture !  Even 
while  attempting  a  grave  discourse  upon  it,  we  are  winging  out  into 
the  regions  of  fancy.  Why  it  is  let  those  learned  in  the  construction 
of  that  being  so  wonderfully  and  fearfully  made,  say.  Why  an  inward 
conception  of  pleasure  or  mirth  should  cause  the  midriff  to  flutter  like 
a  pump-valve,  and  force  from  our  lungs  the  air  necessary  to  respiration, 
prostrating  us  temporarily  as  completely  as  a  raging  fever,  is  a  marvel 
past  all  finding  out.  Nay,  so  great  a  mystery  hafii  laughter  been  to 
the  world,  and  so  highly  hath  it  been  esteemed,  that  the  ancients 
believed  their  deities  were  possessed  of  this  paission,  and  defined  the 
laughter  of  ^e  gods  to  be  the  exuberant  energy  in  the  universe,  and 
the  cause  of  the  gladness  of  all  mundane  natures ;  and  this  energy 
being  never  failing,  the  laughter  of  the  gods  was  said  by  Homer  to  be 
unextinguished.  And  as  the  laughter  of  the  old  divinities  conferred 
glory  and  beauty  upon  the  earth,  so  that  of  man  throws  around  his 
fellows  joy  and  happiness.  And  as  in  water  face  answereth  to  face, 
so  among  mortals  laughter  answereth  to  laughter.  It  cannot  spring 
from  a  heart  replete  with  sorrow,  nor  from  a  conscience  filled  with  bit- 
ter reflections.  The  sick  cannot  laugh.  We  remember,  just  recover- 
ing from  the  prostration  of  a  bilious  fever,  to  have  taken  up  Horace 
Smith's  *  Pic-Nic'  We  had  not  read  but  a  portion  when  it  became 
necessary,  firom  actual  pain,  to  close  the  book ;  our  powers  being  too 
small  to  give  adequate  expression  to  our  mirth.  To  sum  it  all  up,  in  order 
that  a  person  may  enjoy  a  genuine  laugh,  he  must  be  in  good  health, 
free  from  all  cares  and  disquietudes  both  of  mind  and  body,  otherwise 
he  can  only  as  it  were  snuff  the  savory  smell  of  the  feast. 

The  sardonic  laugh  was  so  denominated  from  a  belief  that  a  spas- 
modic aflection  of  the  muscles  of  the  face  which  gave  it  a  homble 
appearance  of  laughter,  was  produced  by  eating  the  herba  sardonicaj 
a  species  of  ranunculus  that  grows  in  Sardinia.  This  appearance  of 
the  features  often  occurs  in  tetanus,  or  locked-jaw,  and  other  convulsive 
affections.  The  horse-laugh,  as  it  is  more  conmionly  called,  is  a  genu- 
ine smile,  grm,  or  laugh-proper,  with  an  affected  cachinnation  super- 
added, accompanied  with  contortions  of  the  countenance.  It  is  a  mis- 
take to  give  every  boisterous  laugh  the  equine  prefix.  This  species  is 
but  little  used,  except  by  men  known  as  blusterers  and  bar-room 
politicians  ;  by  whom  it  is  used  to  supply  the  place  of  argument,  or  as 
a  mantle  for  discomfiture.  Men  of  education  and  refinement  are  never 
heard  to  give  vent  to  it.  The  reason  of  its  vulgar  appellation  doubtless 
is,  that  in  order  to  give  it  expression  the  mouth  must  be  opened  to  its 
utmost  extent,  so  as  to  display  the  teeth,  throat,  and  palate  ;  thus  giv- 
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ing  to  its  poflBeasor  very  much  the  look  which  we  might  imagine  a 
hone  would  lusume  in  attempting  to  smile. 

Haying  thus  taken  a  hrief  and  particular  view  of  the  varioua  diyisions 
of  our  subject,  we  will  now  proceed  to  treat  upon  it  generally. 

The  salutaiy  and  sanitaxy  eflecta  of  laughter  upon  the  human  sys- 
tem have  long  been  pioverlnal.  It  aansta  digestion,  promotes  the  secxe- 
tioDs*  expands  the  hrngs^  and  stin  and  hastens  the  lagging  blood.  The 
whole  l^ion  of  pulmonary  aflections  flee  befeie  laughter,  as  chafi* 
before  the  fan  of  the  husbandman.  Ye  who  pepsin,  piUs,  and  oxygen- 
aled-hitteiB,  and  the  whole  rank  and  file  of  patent-medicines  have 
called  unto  your  aid ;  who,  having  cast  out  whdLe  colleges  of  physicians, 
gioaa  in  unalleviated  anguish — ho  I  all  ye  dyspeptics !  '  thicow  physic 
to  the  dogs.'  Laugh  1  liuogh !  and  pleasant  dap  shall  return,  made 
glorious  with  smoking  dinneis ;  ana  peaoefUL  nights,  sweetened  with 
hLiflsfbl  slumber,  shaU  shower  their  blessings  upon  you.  Better  for  you 
is  a  volume  of  the  KmcKSBBocxsn  than  seas  of  medicated  liquids,  or 
a  night  at  Burton's  than  continents  of  pilb.  Laughter  is  also  a  relief 
against  choking.  However  complete  the  strangulation  may  be,  if  the 
person's  nsibilities  can  be  provoked,  so  forcible  will  be  the  expulsion  of 
breath  that  the  offending  food  or  other  article  fixed  in  the  throat  will 
be  either  expelled  therefirom,  or  the  sufieier  in  v^aining  it  will  be 
compelled  to  swallow  the  cause  of  his  pain.  It  also  gives  strength 
and  tone  to  the  ^stem.  Let  physicians  vaimt  their  specifics  and  quacks 
bawl  their  nostrums ;  give  us,  as  an  antidote  to  the  ills  the  flesh  is  heir 
to,  laughter,  sweet  and  genuine  laughter ;  laughter  coming  from  the 
heart ;  and  calomel,  jali^,  and  rhubarb,  saxsapaiiUas,  panaceas,  and 
certain  cures  shall  no  more  enter  into  our  system  to  wage  war  with 
nature  and  her  mysterious  ways  and  convert  us  into  stalking  gallipots. 
To  those  unaccustomed  to  this  prescription,  it  may  at  first  prove  a  nau- 
sea ;  but  rest  assured  perseverance  will  conquer  your  qualms,  custom 
make  it  pleasant,  and  use  repay  you  with  robust  health.  But  laughter, 
beside  being  a  curative,  is  also  a  preventive ;  and  those  given  to  it  are 
blessed  wi&  an  exuberant  eneigy  of  the  bodily  functions,  insomuch 
that  corpulence  is  alwap  ascribed  to  it,  and  '  laugh  and  grow  fat '  is  a 
proverb. 

But  fax  beyond  and  exceeding  all  this,  it  can 

*  HiNiSTBR  to  a  mind  diseaited ; 
Pluck  from  the  memorj  a  rooted  Borrow ; 
Baxe  oal  the  written  tioobleB  of  the  brain ; ' 
and  aa 

'A  BwiKT  obliriofu  antidote, 
Cleanse  the  stuffed  bosom  of  the  perilous  stuff 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart ; ' 

and  therein  is  its  high  oflice.  Te  upon  whom  misfortune  lowers  its  hor- 
rid front,  whom  summer-firiends  leave  cheerless  in  the  winter  of  the 
soul,  it  b  to  you  that  laughter  is  given,  a  comforter  and  a  blessing. 
Cherish  it.  Look  abroad  through  the  world,  you  shall  find  that  which 
in  your  deepest  affliction  shall  bid  you  smile.  Summon  up  your  spirits 
and  smile ;  and,  as  after  the  drop  comes  the  shower,  so  shall  laughter 
come  upon  you  with  healing  in  its  wings.    Laugh,  and  Fortune  shall 
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smile  upon  you  again ;  again  will  new  and  better  firiends  rally  around 
you ;  all  nature  shall  laugh  with  you,  and  over  the  clouds  and  dark* 
ness  of  the  future  the  radiant  bow  of  Hope  shall  bend. 

Our  subject  is  also  an  index  of  character.  As  a  tree  is  known  by 
its  fruits,  so  is  a  man  known  by  his  laugh.  That  of  the  cold  and 
formal  is  cold  and  formal ;  of  the  blusterer,  fierce  and  boisterous ;  of 
the  selfish,  heartless  and  chary  ;  of  the  hypocrite,  hollow ;  and  so  on 
through  the  whole  category  of  man.  We  can  trick  ourselves  out  in  no 
plumage  which  shall  hide  or  disguise  our  native  organization,  while 
there  remains  within  us  one  flutter  of  genuine  laughter.  It  strips  us 
of  all  circumspection,  takes  firom  us  aU  restraint,  levels  all  the  walk 
which  custom  and  the  thousand  things  of  earth  have  built  around  us, 
and  displays  us  to  mankind  in  the  perfect  nudity  of  our  character.  He 
who  will  study  laughter  with  a  view  of  acquainting  himself  with  the 
idiosyncrasies  of  his  fellows  will  find  hin^lf  in  a  short  time  amply 
repaid  for  his  application,  and  can  rest  assured  that  the  opinions  which 
he  forms  are  fi»e  from  error ;  for  men  abandon  themselves  to  nature 
when  they  surrender  their  minds  up  to  laughter.  We  recollect  to  have 
seen  somewhere  an  illustration  of  various  kinds  of  laughter  after  this 
fashion :  Ha !  ha  I  is  the  expression  employed  by  gentlemen ;  he !  he ! 
that  by  women  and  children ;  hi !  hi  I  by  the  old  ;  ho  !  ho !  by  the 
boorish  and  uncivilized.  The  horse-laugh  might  after  the  same  man- 
ner  be  exemplified  by  He-augh  I  or  Whaw-haugh.  It  were  possible 
to  proceed  and  illustrate  every  audible  laughter;  but  as  we  have 
already  exceeded  the  limits  we  had  originally  assigned  onrself  we  for- 
bear. The  consonants  made  use  of  may  be  briefly  stated  to  be,  H 
principally,  and  occasionally  K,  Y,  and  WH. 

Let  us  now  take  a  cursory  glance  at  men  as  afiected  by  laughter. 
They  may  be  divided  as  follows  : 

FmsT.  Those  who  laugh  without  cause. 

Second.  Those  who  laugh  without  sufficient  cause. 

TmsD.  Those  who  do  laugh. 

Fourth.  Those  who  laugh  only  on  good  grounds. 

Fifth.  Those  who  never  laugh. 

Under  the  first  division  we  may  class  indifierently  idiots,  lunatics, 
persons  demented,  weak,  and  simple.  Such  having  none  or  but  little 
mind  are  incapable  of  sufiering  from  a  temporary  sadness,  much  less 
from  a  settled  sorrow ;  and  being  so  constituted  that  their  greatest  hap- 
piness cannot  exceed  mere  content,  and  that  content  being  theirs,  their 
features  are  always  distorted  by  the  grin. 

Those  who  laugh  without  sufficient  cause  are  perhaps  the  most  nume- 
rous of  all  our  divisions.  They  are  of  those  hearty,  good-natured,  lazy 
folks,  who  *  canH  help  it ; '  who  laugh  in  season  and  out  of  season,  and 
believe  every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining.  Such  persons  have  a  quick 
perception  of  the  mirthful  and  ridiculous.  Doctor  Johnson  denominated 
them  *  The  Laughers,'  and  said  to  Boswell,  that  a  man  should  pass  a  part 
of  his  time  with  them,  by  which  means  any  thing  ridiculous  or  particular 
about  him  might  be  presented  to  his  mind  and  corrected.  This  remark  of 
the  literary  elephant  suggests  an  idea  here  which,  though  out  of  place, 
we  must  insert ;  and  that  is,  as  Socrates  used  the  mirror  for  the  purpose 
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of  improTeineBt  in  moral  culture,  bo  a  man  ahould  use  laughter  for 
adYanoement  in  intellectual  Inining. 

Of  tliofie  who  do  laugh,  little  need  be  said,  eixcept  that  they  form 
that  hand  of  choice  spirits  without  whom  the  world  were  little  better 
than  a  wildemeeB.  Whatever  joys  society  afiords,  whatever  beauties 
nature  presents,  whatever  ofierings  genius  hath  laid  upon  the  altar  of 
the  heart,  had  been  unappreciat^  and  lost  but  for  them.  They  are  the 
gah  of  the  earth. 

Those  who  laugh  onl^  upon  good  grounds  are,  thank  Heaven,  but 
few.  Beware,  reader  mme,  if  thou  shouldst  chance  to  deal  with  them. 
They  are  sly  koA  unscrupulous ;  regarding  truth  as  a  doak  to  lay  off 
and  put  on  at  pleasure.  When  they  are  moved  to  mirth  they  express 
it  constrainedly,  holding  on  to  their  laugh,  as  it  were,  with  their  teeth. 
You  may  know  such  men  by  their  long,  gaunt  forms,  hollow  cheeks, 
heavy  bmmi,  wiry  hair,  and  beetling  eye-brows.  Shakspeare  has  painted 
in  CajBsius  one  of  those  persons : 

'  Skloom  he  nniles.  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mocked  nimselfy  and  scorned  his  spirit 
That  could  be  moredto  smile  at  anything.' 

Those  who  never  laugh!  Yes,  there  are  such,  iee*beigB  which 
having  broken  fiom  the  polar  seas  float  down  into  the  warm  and  balmy 
ocean  of  life,  light,  and  rapture — lonesome  and  loathsome  forms,  rear- 
ing their  dark  fronts  amid  the  summer  isles,  unloved  and  loving  none. 
By  slightly  changing  the  words  of  the  great  master  we  shall  have  their 
character: 

'  Thi  man  that  hath  no  laughier  in  himself 

Is  fit  for  treasons,  strataeems,  and  spoils ; 

The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night, 

And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus : 

Let  no  such  man  be  trusted.' 

But,  thanks  to  a  generous  F&gvidence,  such  persons  are  rarely  found. 
Make  no  compact  with  such  ;  shun  them  as  you  would  a  leper.  The 
king  who  never  smiled  again  after  the  '  Eoyal  George '  went  down,  died 
of  a  surfeit  on  lampreys ;  and  it  is  of  such  stuff  these  non-laughers  are 
made.  The  finer  feelings  of  humanity  are  swallowed  up  in  their 
darker  and  baser  passions.  '  TVliip  me  such  stoics,  great  Governor  of 
Nature!' 

Finally,  laughter  must  be  considered  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  earthly 
blessings.  It  is  the  sun-shine  of  humanity  that  brightens  and  vivifies 
the  pa^way  of  life.  Sarah  of  old  said,  *  God  made  me  to  laugh,  so 
that  all  that  hear  vdll  laugh  with  me.'  Yes,  divine  PnovmENCE  made 
us  all  to  laugh,  to  cheer  one  another  through  the  troubles  and  adversi- 
ties of  this  world,  and  to  fill  each  others'  hearts  with  gladness  and 
rejoicing.  Let  us  then  one  and  all  cultivate  this  goodly  gift  to  man  ; 
and  so  shall  extend  the  empire  of  peace  and  good-will,  till  warm  hearts 
and  beaming  countenances  shall  gladden  and  illume  the  dreariest  and 
remotest  r^ons  of  earth. 

We  purpose  at  some  future  time  to  consider  our  subject  more  exten- 
sively ;  intending  to  show  when  and  where  it  is  proper  to  laugh,  at 
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what  we  should  laugh,  how  we  should  laugh,  and  how  and  by  what 
means  laughter  may  be  cultivated  ;  and  also  to  expose  certain  audible 
and  inaudible  expressionfl  which  have  taken  to  themselves  the  name  of 
laughter  to  merited  contempt  and  ridicule.  If,  m  this  brief  essay,  we 
have  helped  to  while  away  a  few  idle  moments,  and  have  not  impressed 
you  unfavorably  with  our  subject,  then  have  we  not  written  m.  vain ; 
we  are  content. 

And  now,  dear  reader,  join  with  us  in  a  good  round  laugh — £[a! 
Ha !  Ha  I  —  and  so  good-bye.  Czjlvm  HAx.au>. 


ITA9KA        LAKE. 

THB        SOVKCB        OF       THX       MISSISSIPPI. 

Th>  MiaslBslppl  hs8  its  soaroeln  Itaska  Lake,  In  Mianesota,  a  beantfflil  sheet  of  water  aboat  eigh^ 
miles  in  extent,  and  eleTated  one  thonaand  six  hundred  feet  above  the  Mexican  Gul^  and  diaUn^ 
flrom  it  nearly  three  thousand  miles.  Where  It  issoes  fWnn  the  lake,  the  river  is  sixteen  feet  wide* 
very  transparent,  with  a  swift  current 

Fab  hidden  in  the  wfldemess, 

Itaska  Lake  in  beauty  rests: 
As  if  its  orystal  &ce  to  bless, 
Old  oaks  around  its  cradle  presa^ 

And  nod  their  plumy  crests, 
f  And  when  red  Autumn  stains  the  year, 

In  princely  garments  they  uprear; 
They  droop  above  the  limpid  tide, 
Their  banners  deep  in  scarlet  dyed, 
As  ifrarders  grim  tiieir  vigils  keep, 
To  guard  an  infant  monarch's  sleeps 

Some  royal  couch  beside. 

The  cone-shaped  cedar,  spire-like  yew, 

And  spectral  hemlock  rise  around, 
And  yearly  by  that  lake  renew 
The  wreaths  wherewith  their  brows  are  crowned. 
From  tree  to  tree  the  mighty  vines, 

Like  twisting  serpents,  cast  their  fold, 
And  each  in  autumn-time  entwines 

Those  tree-tops  with  a  coil  of  gold. 

Sweet  flowers  of  rarest  hue  and  scent, 
All  round  in  radiant  pomp  are  blent ; 
Down  the  moist  meadow-land, 
Where  through  the  flowery  greensward  creeps  the  brook, 
Sweet-smelling  blooms  their  odorous  leaves  expand. 

In  every  bowery  nook ; 
The  golden-berried  wax-work  weaves  its  wreath 

Of  verdure ;  and  the  clematis 
Shoots  its  soft  fibres  the  thick  boughs  beneath ; 
And  oft  the  South -Wind  stoops  to  kiss 
The  modest  snow-drop  in  tiie  grass. 
0  V  the  clear  stream  the  gaudy  mosses  lean, 

To  see  reflected  in  that  ludd  glass 
Their  velvet  fringes  and  their  festoons  green. 
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And  here,  by  gelid  font  and  icy  pool, 

The  Great  Stream  first  begins  its  way, 
Whore  Otter-taU  its  waters  oool 

Pours  out,  and  Winnepeg  smiles  gay. 
Far  up  that  lone  and  unknown  realm, 

By  thousand  sparkling  lakes  inlaid, 
Few,  save  the  Indian,  guide  the  helm. 

Or  ply  the  flashing  bladei. 
By  lone  8t  Croix  and  Crow-Wing  blue, 

Tlie  hunter's  smoking  camp  is  seen, 
Or  twinkle  of  his  birch  canoe, 

From  isle  to  islet  green. 

Itaskal  o'er  thy  dear  expanse 

The  white  swan  lores  to  lead  her  brood ; 
The  wild-geese'  pinions  o^er  thee  glance ; 

The  wood-dudc  haunts  thy  wood ; 
And  oft  at  gdlden  shut  of  day, 
The  wild  stag,  in  thy  conring  bay, 

Sports  with  the  dappled  roe. 
Or,  plunging  in  thy  crystal  tide. 
With  branching  horn,  and  tawny  hide, 
In  pdftrty  showen  he  scattereth  wide 

Thy  cunrent's  peaoefol  flow. 

And  Indian  damsels  tbere  are  seen ; 

The  Ohippeways,  with  &wn-like  tread, 
Who  come  the  juicy  rice  to  glean, 

Or  plums  and  berries  ripe  and  red. 
And  when  the  fi:osty  winter  blows, 

The  Sioux  maiden  plies  her  sledge. 
Or  skims  with  snow-iiioes  o'er  the  snows, 

Or  hews  her  fagots  from  the  hedge. 

Gnmd  streami  majestic  in  tiby  rast  career  f 

I  marvel  much  this  puny  stream 
The  bounding  antelope  might  dear, 

This  lake,  resplendent  as  a  dream. 
Whose  CT3r8tal  round  the  eagle's  wing 
Might  drde  in  one  swoopuig  ling, 
Should  be  thy  source,  the  in&nt  tide 
From  whence  thy  yeins  are  flrst  supplied  t 

Vast  stream  I  with  wonder  I  pursue 

Thy  rolling  tide's  eternal  flow 
From  these  clear  lakes  of  heavenly  blue. 

To  where  the  Mexic  billows  flow. 
Rolling  for  ever  I    Through  dark  woods, 

Whose  vaulted  depths  no  step  invades; 
By  craggy  rocks,  wild  solitudes. 

Where  silence  reigns  in  pallid  shades ; 
By  fixmtier  fort  and  border  town. 
By  squatter's  cabin,  rough  and  brown, 
By  flowering  prairies^  by  the  flrea 
That  flash  back  from  the  dties'  spaeB^ 
Until  I  lose  thee  in  the  sullen  roar, 
Where  the  Caribbean  beats  the  yellow  shore. 

Isaac  tfACLCLLAX. 
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LETTERS     FROM     POPLAR-HILL. 


LSTTEK  XXOUTn. 

Poplar- jnu,  ITovembert  IS— 

Dear  Emily  :  Your  little  note  Harold  brought  me  yesterday.  I  am 
sorry  you  are  going  away  from  home,  and  for  so  long  a  time.  I  ear- 
nesUy  hope  that  iSie  bond  of  affection  between  us  may  not  by  this  sepa- 
ration be  weakened.  Although  I  do  not  often  see  you,  it  is  a  oomrort 
to  write  and  know  that  I  will  be  appreciated  and  understood :  increased 
distance  between  us  cannot  deprive  me  of  this  enjoyment.  I  dread  the 
long  winter  that  has  already  begun,  for  I  fear  I  must  lose  Henry,  also. 
He  often  says  he  must  not  waste  his  energies  at  home ;  but  Poplar-Hill 
is  dearer  to  him  than  he  fancied  :  he  cannot  bear  to  leare  it. 

Did  Harold  teU  you  how  I  treated  him  yesterday  ?  I  was  vexed 
with  myself,  but  I  was  dreadfully  aggravated.  Early  in  the  morning, 
I  was  sitting  in  the  parlor  by  the  window,  looking  over  a  new  book. 
The  shutters  were  only  open  to  admit  a  few  rays  of  light,  and  the  rest 
of  the  room  was  dark  and  cheerless.  After  a  while,  &ther  came  on 
the  piazza,  and  sat  down  directly  before  the  window.  By-and-by,  I 
heard  steps  too,  and  mother's  voice  in  a  surprised  tone. 

*  What !  are  you  here  ? '  she  said  to  him  ;  'don't  you  feel  cold? ' 
Father  said  he  did  not ;  the  vrind  was  piercing,  but  the  sun  warmed 

him.     '  Won't  you  sit  down ! '  he  added,  good-naturedly. 

'  I  'm  almost  afraid ;  my  shawl  is  not  very  thick,'  she  returned ;  then 
I  heard  her  draw  a  oludr  beside  him,  and  sit  down. 

They  talked  some  time  on  indifferent  subjects.  I  paid  no  attention, 
for  I  could  not  alwap  hear  &ther's  voice,  he  spoke  so  low :  mother's 
was  pitched  higher  than  usual.  The  wind,  plaintively  sobbing  among  the 
trees,  and  the  dry  leaves  pitilessly  pursuing  each  other  across  the  gravel- 
walk,  did  not  drown  the  sound  of  horse's  hoofs  on  the  road.  We  all 
listened,  with  widely  different  sensations. 

'Who  is  it?'  father  asked. 

'  I  do  n't  know  who  it  is,'  said  mother,  '  he  passed  down  the  river- 
road.' 

Thero  was  a  moment's  silence ;  then  she  added : 

'  I  thought  it  was  Harold  Monteath ;  he  comes  here  very  often.  Does 
he  intend  to  mairy  Bertha  ? ' 

My  book  dropped  from  my  lap,  and  I  broathlesaly  listened. 

'  I  do  not  know,'  my  father  answered  ;  '  Bertha  is  too  young  to  be 
married.' 

'  She  is  over  eighteen,'  said  mother ;  '  she  seems  to  be  very  fond  of 
him.' 

Father  moved  his  chair  uneasily,  and  I  wished  unutterable  things. 
'  I  never  remarked  it,'  he  said ;  '  I  never  thought  she  cared  for  him, 
except  as  Emily's  brother.' 

*  From  appearances,  I  should  think  they  were  to  be  married  imme- 
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diately.    Night  before  last,  he  was  here  until  eleven  o'clock.    You  had 
better  aak  what  his  intentuma  are.' 

Father  answered,  bat  his  voice  had  fallen  to  a  whisper,  and  I  could 
not  distinguish  his  reply.  I  did  not  care  to  hear  more.  Ilaiddownthe 
book,  crooed  the  parlor,  closed  the  door  noiselessly  behind  me.  There 
was  no  one  in  my  room.  I  was  so  thankful.  I  sat  down  and  strove  to 
compose  my  agitated  nerves.  I  had  seemed  to  be  fond  of  Harold  Mon- 
teath !  my  actions  had  expressed  an  aflection  for  him !  Oh !  subtle 
insinuation !  was  it  true  ?  I  could  recall  many  instances  when  I  had 
evinced  a  firiendly  feeling ;  perhaps  conscience  accused  me  of  deeper 
emotions.  And  my  father  was  to  inquire  his  intentions  !  It  was  too 
much! 

When  Harold  came  in  the  evening,  I  could  not  meet  him  as  usual. 
I  knew  that  my  manner  was  constrained  and  that  he  noticed  it.  I 
never  passed  so  uncomfortable  an  evening.  Mother  was  in  the  room, 
sitting  in  one  comer,  and  without  taking  part  in  the  conversation,  list- 
ened, I  thought  scornfully,  to  all  that  was  said. 

Harold  happened  to  speak  of  the  increasing  trade  of  Beverley,  and 
mother  asked  what  business  occupied  him. 

'  I  am  with  Mr.  Langworthy  at  present,'  he  answered.  *  I  was  aware 
of  the  superior  advantages  he  ofieied  me,  and  could  not  conscientiously 
decline  them.' 

'Ah !  indeed ! '  said  mother,  *  you  are  studying  law,  then.' 

'  I  have  practised  law  for  the  last  two  years  in  New-York.'  Harold 
said  this  with  a  dignity  I  could  not  but  admire.  Henry  asked  him 
about  Lamra  Langworthy,  and  then  followed  a  long  dissertation  upon 
beauty  and  grace,  during  which  mother  rose  and  fiaistened  the  parlor- 
windows.  Hearing  Huold  speak  very  complimentary  of  Laura,  she 
asked  him  why  he  did  not  marry  her  ?  it  was  time  for  him  to  marry, 
unless  he  intended  to  remain  a  bachelor  all  his  life. 

'  Such  is  not  my  intention,'  said  Harold ;  <  I  am  young  enough  yet.' 

'  We  were  talkuig  of  Bertha  this  morning,'  said  mother.  '  Mr.  Elli- 
cott  thinks  her  too  young  to  marry;  what  is  your  opinion,  Mr.  Mon- 
teath?' 

Had  the  floor  opened  to  receive  me  at  that  moment,  I  could  not  have 
been  too  thankful.  I  dared  not  look  up.  Harold's  answer  came  at 
last :  <  I  agree  vidth  Mr.  Ellicott.'  Mother  laughed  to  conceal  her  mor- 
tification, and  then  left  us.  Some  time  after,  when  I  met  Harold's 
eyes,  he  was  gazing  at  me  with  an  expression  I  could  not  define.  He 
left  us  earlier  than  usual,  but  he  found  opportunity  to  ask  me  if  I  dis- 
liked to  see  him  at  Poplar-Hill.  I  answered  *  No.'  Nevertheless,  I 
bope  he  will  not  come  soon  again.  1  have  told  Henry  what  I  over- 
heard, and  he  assures  me  that  father  shall  not  mention  it  to  Harold. 

Henry  cannot  imagine  why  mother  should  act  so  unkindly.  The 
other  day,  he  came  up-stairs  with  Maggie's  bonnet  and  shawl  in  his 
hand.     '  Maggie,'  said  he,  *  do  n't  leave  your  things  in  the  parlor  again.' 

*  Where  did  you  find  them — on  the  floor  in  the  hall  ? '  ! 

'Yes,'  he  returned,  '  I  saw  mother  throw  them  out  of  the  parlor ;  I 

has  she  ever  done  it  before  ?  '  I 

'  Frequently.    I  seldom  leave  any  thing  in  the  parlor,  without  finding 
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it  on  the  hall-floor.  Once  I  foond  my  work-haafcet  standing  in  the 
dust; 

*  Is  it  possible ! '  exclaimed  Henry  ;  '  why  does  she  act  so,  Bertha  ?  I 
can  see  no  object  that  Mrould  induce  her  to  treat  you  so  unldadly.' 

'  I  Understand  it  all.  She  striTes  to  make  our  home  as  uncomfortable 
aa  poBsihle,  hoping  we  will  leaTO  it,  and  she  have  undisputed  power 


'  But  ytm  neyet  trouble  her.  It  seems  to  me  you  are  constantly  giv- 
ing her  a  severe  letting-alone.' 

'  I  stoive  not  to  interfere  with  her,  and  wonder  why  I  should  excite 
so  much  uncomfortable  feeling  in  her,  as  she  is  the  head  of  the  estab- 
lishment, and  father  has  settled  the  estate  on  her.' 

'  He  has ! '  exclaimed  Heniy. 

*  Yes,'  I  replied ;  *  I  heard  her  say  so.' 

Henry  walked  away  into  the  hall,  back  and  forth  through  the  west 
room.  By*and-by  he  came  back,  kneeled  down  bv  my  side,  laid  his 
head  on  my  shoulder.  *  Bertha,  dear,'  he  began  softly, '  you  will  never 
doubt  my  love  for  you,  no  matter  what  happens.'  His  tone  touched 
me :  I  folded  my  arms  around  him,  kissed  him  again  and  again. 

He  went  on :  '  Through  long  absence,  evil  report,  every  thing  that 
can  injure  me,  yoa  will  remember  that  I  loved  you  and  Maggie  best  in 
the  whole  world :  that  I  would  do  any  thing  to  make  you  happy.' 

I  was  frightened.    'Please  don't  talk  to  me  so,  Henry! '  I  siud. 

*  Gome  here,  Ikfaggie,'  he  said  to  her,  not  heeding  me.  She  obeyed, 
and  he  fdided  his  other  arm  around  her.  *  There  axe  three  of  us  in  the 
wide  world,  more  than  orphans,  wero  it  not  for  the  love  we  bear  each 
other.  I  promise  you.  Bertha,  yon  and  Maggie,  that  I  will  live  a 
totally  difierent  li&.  I  will  be  a  good  man ;  finr  I  am  not  deserving  of 
you.' 

I  could  not  answer :  my  tears  were  f&lling  fast  on  the  dear  head 
reclining  on  my  breast. 

'  You  will  remember,  Bertha,'  he  continued,  *  that  I  never  had  a 
mother  to  guide  me,  and  if  you  hear  dreadful  things,  you  will  not  love 
me  the  less.' 

I  wept  violently.    Maggie  left  his  side  to  console  me. 

'  You  shall  not  shed  thme  tears  for  me,'  said  Henry,  regaining  the 
conscious  manliness  that  had  so  often  sustained  me,  *  I  am  not  worthy 
of  them ;  but  I  must  leave  Poplar-HLll.  I  will  no  longer  spend  my 
energies  on  my  own  amusement,  but  will  make  a  home  for  you  and 
Maggie.' 

His  self-possession  calmed  me  ;  we  talked  a  long  time.  His  deter- 
mination was  fixed,  that  he  must  leave  us ;  he  had  no  right  to  stay 
longer.  But  he  has  promised  to  remain  until  I  can  get  lus  wardrobe 
in  order,  and  that  will  occupy  a  week  or  more.  He  has  several  times 
found  me  engaged  while  thus  employed,  and  the  dear  boy  has  since  sat 
by  me  while  I  was  engaged,  and  by  his  lively  conversation  diverted  my 
attention.    How  can  I  part  with  him ! 

I  can  scarcely  foifgive  mother  all  that  she  has  done,  and  yet,  those 
well-remembered  words  of  Aunt  Mary  return  reprovingly  to  me.  •  It 
is  strange,'  she  said, '  that  we  are  so  unwilling  to  forgive  each  other's 
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trespasses.  I  oonld  forgive  a  friend  any  weakness  to  ^/^ch  human 
nature  is  subject.  He  might  place  my  honor,  my  reputation  in  jeopardy, 
yet  I  could  forgive ;  for  I  feel  every  day,  every  hour,  how  hard  it  is  to 
resist  temptation.  How  much  more  unwilling  people  are  to  pardon 
than  our  Heavenly  Father  I  If  a  creature  only  repent,  and  come  to 
Him  in  humility,  he  is  forgiven ;  yet  man,  the  powerless  creation  of  His 
hand,  denies  the  same  to  his  fellow-man.  His  feelings  are  grieved,  his 
pride  is  wounded,  his  dignity  must  be  preserved ;  never  thinking  that  he 
transgresses  in  thought,  word,  and  deed,  every  hour  that  he  lives ;  or, 
perchance,  if  he  bends  his  knee  with  a  plea  for  forgiveness,  when  he 
rises,  and  lies  down  to  sleep,  he  heedeth  little  that  solemn  sentence, 
'  Forgive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  forgive  those  that  trespass  against  us,' 
or  thjnks  that  his  own  lips  seal  the  denial  of  his  prayer  ! ' 

I  shall  certainly  see  you  before  you  go  :  until  then,  believe  me,  as 
ever,  yours  sincerely,  bxbtiia  Elucott. 

USTZXB   XtlCTH. 

PopUxr-nm,  J>€cemUr,  Ifr- 

Deah  Emilt  :  I  came  up  to  my  room  to  watch  Harold  go  down  the 
Beverley  r»ad.  He  stopped  at  the  nut-woods  longer  than  usual,  then 
turned  his  horse's  head  and  rode  swiftly  away.  I  may  not  see  him  for 
years,  perhaps  never  again !  The  solitary,  snow-beaten  road,  the  naked, 
shivering  trees,  look  more  solitary,  more  naked  than  ever.  It  is  dark 
and  bleak  without,  but  it  is  drearier  in  my  own  heart.  When  Harold 
came  in  this  afternoon,  he  found  me  alone,  and  he  told  me  many  things 
concerning  you.  Yet  it  was  not  until  the  rest  of  the  family  appeared, , 
that  he  mentioned  his  intention  of  leaving  the  country.  He  told  Henry 
all  his  plans,  in  a  voice  so  low  and  calm,  I  could  scarcely  distinguish 
what  was  said.  Perhaps  he  did  not  intend  me  to  know  them ;  he  cer- 
tainly did  not  think  me  an  interested  listener. 

He  went  into  father's  room,  and  bade  him  good-bye.  Mother  -was 
pleased  to  wish  him  pleasant  journeys  and  prosperous  fortunes.  I  shall 
long  remember  his  '  God  bless  you.  Bertha ! '  and  the  fervent  grasp  of 
his  hand  in  parting.  The  wild  ocean  will  swell  between  us,  and 
Poplar-Hill  be  forgotten  in  morte  exciting  scenes.  His  words,  that  came 
so  often  like  a  benediction  on  the  restless  current  of  my  li&,  will  seem 
more  sacred,  mellowed  in  the  deep  voice  of  the  past. 

N    I    O    H    T    . 

I  am  alone  again.  It  is  later  than  usual,  and,  agitated  and  weary, 
I  have  recourse  to  my  only  comfort.  We  are  separated :  yet  how  ear- 
nestly, across  this  sheet,  I  look  up  into  your  loving  eyes,  and  read 
sympathy  and  consolation.  Oh  I  that  you  were  beside  me,  *  with  your 
aim  around  my  waist,  as  it  used  to  be  when  we  were  school-mates ; 
those  were  happy  days,  were  they  not  ? '  But  it  cannot  be.  I  can  only 
take  this  stiff  pen  and  paper,  and  send  it  forth  weary  miles,  ere  it  can 
bring  a  sigh  finom  your  bosom.  Alas  I  how  many  heart-histories  are 
daily  passing  around  the  world !  If  bitter,  murmuring  tears  often 
fill  my  eyes,  it  were  not  strange.  It  is  '  wondrous  pitiful,'  poor  heart, 
that  Uiou  canst  nowhere  find  a  resting-place !  Before  I  knew  the 
value  of  a  firiend,  my  mother  was  taken  fiom  me ;  and  then  the  loss 
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of  Aunt  Mary  opened  the  flood-gates  of  grief,  that  will  never  more  be 
closed.  At  Poplar-Hill,  I  am  denied  your  frequent  companionship ;  my 
poor  com&rt  in  Sparrow-bush  has  been  taken  from  me ;  Harold,  now 
that  I  have  begun  to  regard  him  as  a  friend,  has  left  us  for  an  indefi- 
nite period,  for  he  said  Mr.  Jiangworthy's  business  might  require  atten- 
tion for  an  unlimited  time ;  and  now — how  can  I  write,  or  think,  or 
utter  it  ?  -~  Henry,  too,  is  going  away !  I  must  give  him  up,  must  see 
the  bright  dream  that  I  might  keep  him  at  least,  dispelled  before  the 
cold  reality  of  circumstance  and  change.  '  Who  can  measure  the 
extent  of  our  capacity  to  sufier  and  live  on? ' 

Henry  had  a  conversation  this  afternoon  with  father,  that  has  decided 
him.  Mother  has  for  a  long  time  been  very  curious  to  know  Henry's 
plans,  and  has  questioned  continually.  This,  doubtless,  has  exceedingly 
annoyed  father.  So  he  called  Henry  to  him,  and  asked,  impatiently, 
perhaps,  if  he  meant  to  idle  his  best  days  ?  Henry  replied  with  some 
spirit,  that,  as  he  was  of  age,  he  had  some  right  to  choose  his  hours  of 
leisure  and  of  employment. 

'  This  flippery  of  precious  time,  beside  being  unworthy  of  your  name, 
is  a  gross  wrong  done  to  yourself  and  me.  You  see  me  declining,  and 
must  not  imagine  there  will  be  wealth  in  store  for  you.  My  property 
is  burdened  with  debt,  and  Poplar-Hill  is  no  longer  mine.' 

Henry  left  him  in  anger,  and  came  to  me. 

'  Never  fear.  Bertha,'  he  said,  '  that  I  shall  disgrace  my  family.  If 
the  name  of  Henry  Whitman  EUicott  may  not  be  associated  with  these 
ice-bound  fields,  that  name  shall  grace  a  higher,  more  fertile  sphere. 
You  shall  esteem  and  respect  as  much  as  you  now  bve  me,  and  genera- 
tions of  EUicotts  yet  unborn  be  proud  to  own  me  a  progenitor  of  their 
race  I* 

Flushed  with  conscious  ability,  he  talked  extravagantly  of  his  favor- 
ite schemes,  and  thus  revived  our  mutual  tendency  to  depression.  But 
toward  night,  the  dire  certainty  of  anticipated  parting  flung  a  melan- 
choly shade  over  him,  that  I  remarked  with  sadness.  All  the  evening 
he  lay  on  the  sofa,  seldom  speaking,  and  gaadng  into  my  face  with  a 
yearning  tenderness  truly  touching.  I  strove  with  varied  subjects  to 
interest  him,  and  if  I  sometimes  won  a  smile,  his  features  soon  relapsed 
into  meditative  sorrow.  When  we  separated  for  the  night,  he  came 
with  me  to  my  room,  and  scarce  would  sufier  me  to  leave  his  arms. 
And  now  I,  of  all  the  household,  am  waking.  Is  this  lonely  sorrow  a 
precursor  of  deeper  grief?  A  voice  from  the  dim  future  answers  *  Yes ! ' 
The  long-gathering  shadows  seem  concentrated  over  my  unprotected 
head.  Oh !  for  some  refuge  from  the  impending  storm  !  I  have  been 
denied  earthly  friends  that  I  might  be  led  heavenward  :  0  weak  and 
wavering  heart,  why  refuse  the  ofiered  shelter  ? 

•  •  •  •  • 

Three  hours  have  passed  since  I  penned  the  last  sentence.  I  am 
calmer  now.  I  trust  I  have  found  a  Feiend  willing  to  shield,  and 
love,  and  guide  me,  all  unworthy  as  I  am.  That  Gracious  Love  so  long 
ofiered,  so  long  rejected,  shall  not  fail  me.  Oh !  heavenly  comfort ! 
mine  in  storm  and  sunshine,  in  good  or  ill,  for  ever,  ever  more  I 

I  have  just  been  to  Henry's  room,  to  take  a  last  look  at  him  to-night. 
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He  slept  Bweetly.  The  exciting  events  of  the  day  agitated  not  the 
dreams  that  visited  his  pillow.  As  I  bent  over  lum,  his  life  passed 
before  me,  firom  the  time  when  we  had  parted  in  the  gaiety  of  child- 
hood. He  had  been  in  peril,  and  had  outlived  the  storm  ;  a  merciful 
PiovmENCE  had  spared  and  brought  him  to  me  :  should  I  not  acknow- 
ledge that  PowEB  all-wise  that  would  take  him  away?  My  heart 
rel^Ued.  So  unwilling  to  trust  my  God  and  Savious  ?  A  gush  of 
teaiB  proclaimed  the  sacrifice !  I  kneeled  down  and  |>rayed  for  resigna- 
tion. 0  Emilv !  weak  and  faltering  as  was  the  petition,  it  was  heard. 
I  arose  tranquil  and  subdued.  One  light  kiss  upon  his  brow,  and  I  left 
Bim.  I  have  given  him  up — the  last  earthly  friend  I  had  to  lean 
upon.     Hence&rth,  0  Father,  my  soul  shall  rest  on  Thee ! 

M  O  R  N  I  N  O  . 

0  subtle  human  heart !  who  can  confidently  trust  in  thee  ?  When 
I  aroae  this  morning,  and  went  to  Henry's  room,  he  was  not  there  ;  a 
little  note  upon  the  table  told  me  all : 

*  I  AM  going.  Bertha  dear.  I  cannot  bear  the  pangs  of  parting.  I  was  awake  in  ihe 
night  when  Yoa  came  to  my  room;  your  kiss  yet  lingers  on  my  orow,  my  most  sacred 
memory  of  nome.  God  have  yoa  in  his  holy  Keeping,  and  unite  us  soon  I  I  will  write 
jOQ.    Trost  me,  and  all  will  be  well.  Hekbt.' 

His  tmnk  was  packed,  his  books  gone  from  the  table,  his  gun  and 
fishing-rod  from  the  wall ;  they  were  but  the  tokens  of  a  dearer 
departure.    I  wept  passionately  1 

But  had  I  not  confided  hun  to  my  Heavenly  Father  ?  I  vainly 
dreamed  /  could  have  shielded  him  with  the  mighty  protection  of  my 
love.  God  had  revealed  my  self-deception.  I  searched  my  own  heart, 
and  from  the  agony  of  that  moment  found  strength  to  look  upward.  I 
can  trust  Hoc  now ! 

Good-bye,  Emily  dear !  think  and  pray  often  for  your  poor 

Bebtua  Ellicott. 


12IPR0MPTU 


Bvo-sxDS     oy     ▲    aioz 


Sat  not  eo  mournfiBy,  dear  brother  niloe. 
That  to  thy  stay  on  earth  tho  end  Is  eet ; 
Too  closely  linked  are  other  Uvea  with  thine ; 
Odd  knows,  dear  one,  we  cannot  spare  thee  yet 
And  erer,  when  reminding  me  of  thee, 
The  star  of  lore  ahines  hn^htly  fk>esh  at  even. 
My  hearts  prayer,  fervent,  risea  silently : 
*0h!  late,  late  may  it  he  ere  thy  retom  to  heaven!'  — 


Ijite  in  a  life  that  would  be  lone  without  thee ; 

Late  in  a  day  whose  morning  yet  is  bright ; 

Not  while  the  hopes  that  love  has  wreaihed  about  thee 

Shed  in  my  heart  so  rich  and  pure  a  light, 

Even  though  the  kindred  angels  wait  for  thee, 

And  hope  to  sec  thy  earthly  fetters  riven : 

Brother!  dearest  or  all  thou  art  to  me  I 

Oh !  late,  late  may  it  be,  ere  thy  return  to  heaven  I 
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AN         EPITAPH. 


His  was  a  poor  and  common  lot 

Whose  dust  is  buried  liere : 
Some  hours  of  joy  and  some  of  grief, 
Cares  soon  foi^^  and  pleasures  hnet, 
The  changeful  smile  and  tear. 


All  youth's  illusions  o'er  and  past, 

The  work  of  nmnhood  done, 
He  sleeps  right  well,  and  takes  no  thought 
Of  all  the  good  or  ill  he  wrought 

Beneath  the  sacred  sun. 


And  were  his  dust  placed  side  by  side 

With  dust  from  Cjesaji'8  urn, 
*T  is  doubtful  if  the  keenest  eye 
The  kingly  atoms  could  descry, 
Or  each  from  each  discern. 


Some  tears  wore  slied  upon  his  grave 
From  eyes  that  smiled  the  morrow, 
Kre  Nature's  kindly  hand  had  spread 
A  Fobe  of  green  above  his  head 
All  had  forgot  their  sorrow. 


His  kinsmen,  with  becoming  grieC 

Their  legacies  received ; 
The  doctor  took  his  fee,  and  sighed, 
Explaining  sagely  why  he  died ; 

But  none  knew  why  he  lived. 


His  friends  still  talk  of  him  sometimes, 

Complacent  and  serene, 
As  of  some  buried  Pharaoh, 
Forgotten  many  an  age  ago, 

And  vanished  from  the  scene. 


What  more  he  was  or  did  on  earth. 

By  Fate's  supreme  decree ; 
Wliate'er  with  busy  hand  he  wrought^ 
To  him,  0  passei^by  1  is  nought ; 

What  is  It  more  to  thee  ?  Ztta. 
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BVENINO-TALK 


VEAJnhATMD  FBOX  mi   QKSMAV    Or  mOK. 


Tn  stoiy  from  whtcb  the  followliig  extimct  Is  eelectod  repretentB  the  eonTenallon  which  pasBtt 
b  A  ftmily-drdei  seated  round  the  flre  on  a  winter's  erenlng.  For  the  entertainment  of  the  others, 
flseh  one  teDs  a  stoiy,  or  relates  some  incident  from  his  own  experience.  The  Ueotenant  Yon 
LnDTDOKr,  whose  tale  is  first  translated,  is  betrothed  to  the  danghter  of  the  master  of  the  honse. 
The  tecond  tale  is  told  by  a  visitor,  Baron  OinssBKXO,  a  strange  old  man,  whose  mind  has  been 
weakened  and  distorbed  by  the  sodden  death  of  his  wife  and  child,  and  the  ingratitude  and  nnldnd 
traatment  wUch  he  has  experienced  from  near  relations. 

'  It  has  always  been  an  earnest  wish  of  my  heart,'  began  the  Ideu 
tenant,  'just  for  once  to  see  a  ghost,  or  some  kind  of  supernatural  appear- 
ince.  I  envy  the  men  who  can  relate  such  wonderful  stories  as  having 
happened  to  themselves,  and  I  have  often  walked  round  church-yards, 
and  places  reported  to  be  haunted,  in  the  hope  of  seeing  a  strange  light, 
or  some  unaccountable  vision ;  and  I  have  with  all  the  strength  of  my 
vill  invoked  evil  spirits  or  ghosts  to  appear  to  me,  but  always  in  vain. 
At  night,  when  sitting  in  my  chamber  alone,  I  have  read  such  fearful 
tales  that  my  hair  stood  on  end  with  horror ;  I  have  put  down  my  book 
and  listened,  straining  every  nerve,  in  the  full  behef  that  a  spirit,  or  at 
least  a  hobgoblin,  or  elf,  half-comic  and  half-terrible,  would  rise  up 
before  me.  I  was  prepared  for  any  thing,  and  yet  not  the  most  distant 
appearance  that  could  be  called  supernatural  ever  came  to  me.  An  old 
mend  of  mine,  to  whom  I  once  complained  of  this  neglect  of  the  spirits, 
thus  explained  it  to  me.  He  said,  *  You  have  destroyed  your  power  of 
seeing  spirits,  if  you  ever  possessed  any,  by  an  over-zealous  search  for 
them,  and  by  your  constant  cultivation  of  all  that  part  of  your  nature 
which  rejoices  in  the  horrible  and  supernatural.  A  certain  naive  indif- 
ference is  the  true  ground  upon  whioh  that  singular  faculty  rests,  or 
rather,  it  is  a  careless  unconsciousness  on  our  part  which  excites  that 
Bjmpatlfy  or  magnetism  by  which  spirits  are  attracted  to  our  neighbor- 
lu)od.  In  almost  all  true  ghost-stories,  the  spirits  come  unexpectedly, 
when  the  mortals  whom  they  visit  are  thinking  of  wholly  diffirent 
things.  Indeed,  there  is  something  in  that  shuddering  fear  of  the 
flopematural  which  we  so  willingly  excite  in  our  own  minds,  and  which 
gives  us  a  kind  of  fearful  pleasure,  which  is  highly  displeasing  to  the 
spirits ;  for  genuine  ghosts  are  rather  afraid  of  a  man,  and  only  like  to 
appear  before  him  when  they  feel  sure  that  surprise  and  terror  will 
deprive  him  of  the  fuU  use  of  his  powers.  You  will  never  see  a  ghost 
while  you  are  constantly  on  the  look-out  for  one.  The  spirits  will  not 
*  oome  when  you  do  call  them,'  but  forget  that  there  are  such  things,  and 
one  day  you  may  be  terrified  to  your  heart's  content.'  These  words 
made  a  deep  impression  on  my  mind ;  and  although  they  have  never 
been  entirely  fulfilled,  still  I  have  had  one  rather  wonderful  adventure 
since,  of  which  I  will  tell  you  now : 

'About  six  miles  from  this  city,  in  the  midst  of  a  beautiful  wood, 
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standB  a  little  wayside  inn.  It  is  a  small,  insignificant  house,  the  resort 
of  carters  and  laborers,  and  ofiers  a  cool  resting-place  on  a  hot  sun- 
mer's  day  to  the  wearied  foot-passenger.  This  place,  I  hardly  know 
why,  has  always  poesessed  great  attractions  for  me.  The  landlord,  a 
jovial,  burly  fellow,  always  reminds  me  of  '  mine  Host  of  the  Garter,' 
Falstafi^s  friend  in  the  *  Merry  Wives  ; '  and  I  like  nothing  better,  of  a 
Bummer's  aflemoon,  than  to  drive  out  through  the  pine  woods  to  his 
quiet  little  inn,  and  have  a  chat  and  a  glass  of  beer  with  him  in  the 
low,  shaded  paxlor.  To  a  man  who  has  passed  most  of  his  life  in  the 
city,  there  is  a  very  peculiar  charm  in  leaving  behind  him  for  a  time 
all  the  noise  and  bustle  of  the  town  ;  in  forgetting  parties  and  company, 
gossip  and  news,  and  all  that  makes  up  the  daily  life  of  a  city,  and 
giving  himself  up,  for  a  few  hmus,  to  the  simple,  healthy  life  oi 
nature. 

*  To  reach  this  secluded  spot,  you  pass  horn  the  city  through  the  pine 
woods  until  the  highway  is  crossed  by  a  narrow  path  which  opens 
invitingly  to  the  left.  If  you  follow  ih^  windings  of  that  path,  you 
will  come  at  last  to  the  house,  standing  with  its  bams  and  cattle-fiheda 
half-hidden  in  a  grove  of  oak  and  beach*trees.  And  there,  too,  yoa 
will  most  likely  see  mine  host  standing  in  the  doorway,  and  whistling 
you  a  merry  welcome. 

*  I  had  not  been  there  for  some  months,  when,  one  morning  last  Spring, 
moved  by  the  warm  air  and  the  bright  sun-light,  I  decided  to  give 
myself  a  whole  day  of  pleasure,  and  to  go  on  foot  to  my  quiet  little 
house  in  the  wood.  My  longing  for  nature  was  perhi^^s  the  stronger, 
because  I  was  just  recovering  from  a  nervous  fever,  which  had  confined 
me  for  some  weeks  to  my  chamber  and  bed.  It  was  a  most  lovely 
May  morning,  when  I  set  forth  on  my  walk.  The  powers  of  enjoying, 
of  thinking,  and  of  feeling,  axe  always  strengthened  and  quickened  by 
sickness,  and  I  drew  in  with  infinite  delight  through  my  newly-awakened 
senses,  the  soft,  mild  air  of  spring,  the  fragrance  of  the  trees,  and  the 
rustling  of  the  light  wind  in  the  branches. 

'  I  had  received,  only  the  day  before,  my  first  letter  firom  my  betrothed ; 
and  thinking  of  this,  and  of  her  beauty,  as  I  gaily  strolled  along  through 
the  fresh  dewy  wood,  I  could  not  help  singing  cdoud  for  joy.  I  felt  as 
if  no  other  spring  ever  had  been  or  could  be  so  beautiful  as  this  one. 
My  song  excited  the  emulation  of  a  sky-lark  in  a  neighboring  field, 
who  rose  to  heaven,  showering  down  upon  me  a  perfect  flood  of  melody, 
and  my  weak  notes  were  soon  hushed  before  that  imequalled  hymn  to 
joy.     He,  too,  felt  the  spring  in  his  heart. 

'  But  now,  as  the  sun  rose  higher,  I  began  to  feel  taxed  and  hot,  for  I 
was  not  wholly  strong  yet,  and  I  thought  with  some  uneasiness  of  the 
long  hour's  walk  still  before  me.  To  beguile  the  way,  I  composed  a 
poem  in  honor  of  my  Charlotte,  and  recited  it,  verse  by  veise,  to  the 
birds  and  the  trees.  I  was  very  busily  employed  in  admiring  my  own 
composition,  when,  on  suddenly  raising  my  eyes  from  the  ground,  I  saw 
before  me  m^  little  inn  in  the  wood.  The  landlord  stood  in  the  door^ 
way  and  whistled,  the  cock  sat  on  the  roof  and  flapped  his  wings,  the 
hens  gathered  round  the  threshold  —  every  thing  was  as  it  usualfy 
appeared  to  me  when  I  arrived  there,. except  that  the  house  stood  close 
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opmi  die  Ingliway,  and  on  the  Tigfa^band  side  intfte&d  of  the  left,  and 
aho,  there  was  no  wood  behind  it.  It  often  happens,  tiiat  when  all 
our  preconceived  notionB  are  suddenly  confused,  we  donbt  abont  what 
was  before  a  fixed  idea  in  our  minds,  and  the  impression  of  ^e  moment 
seems  the  right  one.  So,  for  a  little  time,  I  was  perfectly  bewildered, 
beHieving  that  I  must  have  wholly  mistaken  the  situation  of  the  house. 
The  lao^ord  bed[oned  to  me,  and  I  sprang  across  tiie  ditch  at  the  side 
of  the  road  in  order  to  join  him ;  but  being  rather  weak  from  my  ill- 
nesB,  UEid  fatigued  with  my  walk,  I  missed  my  distance  and  fell  into 
the  (fitch.  I  rose  slowly,  thinking  how  the  roguidi  landlord  would 
laugh  at  my  mishap,  when,  lo !  mine  host,  with  his  house,  cock,  and 
hens,  had  estitely  disappeared,  and  I  still  had  my  long  hour's  walk  in 
prospect,  beforo  I  reached  the  real  inn,  with  the  cock  crowing  on  the 
nx^,  and  the  jolly  landlord  whistling  in  the  door-way.  And  this  is  the 
nearest  approach  to  a  ghost-story  which  I  can  relate  to  you  from  my 
own  expenence ;  although  I  confess  that  I  still  cherish  the  hope  that 
in  some  mprepared  moment  I  may  be  visited  by  a  veritable  revenant.' 

'  I  believe  uat  what  you  have  related  is  true,  my  young  friend,'  said 
the  old  Baron  (reiersberg,  <  for  it  is  only  as  real  events  that  such  stories 
poesefls  any  interest.  I  will  not  say  that  the  state  of  your  nerves, 
weakened  by  fever,  can  explam  this  wonderful  appearance,  because  a 
supposition  is  no  explanation.  But  probably  the  picture  of  the  house 
aad  its  surroundings  was  vividly  impressed  upon  your  fancy,  and 
unconaciondy  to  yourself,  made  a  bac^-ground  to  all  your  thoughts  and 
imaginings.  But  by  what  magic  a  picturo  which,  perhaps  without  our 
knowledge,  is  rieeping  in  the  deepest  comer  of  our  minds;  suddenly 
rises  up,  and  with  overpowering  roality  takes  visible  form  and  motion 
before  our  eyes,  has  never  yet  been  explained  by  philosopher  or  seer. 
And  now,  as  you  aro  so  fond  of  ghost-stories,  I  'mil  tell  you  somethiog 
which  once  happened  to  myself,  and  if  you  can  give  me  as  probable  an 
explanation  of  my  apparition  as  I  have  given  you  of  yours,  I  shall  feel 
very  gratefol  to  you.' 

'  If  we  aro  going  to  have  another  ghost-story,'  said  the  father,  '  do 
let  it  be  a  genuine  frightful  one.  I  do  n't  think  much  of  your  ale-housd 
ghosts.' 

'At  any  rate,  you  must  confess,'  said  the  Lieutenant, '  that  it  would 
he  rather  *  frightful '  if  all  the  miserable  little  ale-houses  iat  which  we 
may  have  chanced  to  drink  sour  beer  in  our  lives  should  be  continually 
oomuig  back  to  haunt  us.' 

A  laugh  went  round  tbe  cirole  at  this  idea,  and  then  Baron  Geien- 
berg  began  his  story : 

'  1  lived  for  a  long  time  in  the  town  of  A ,  which,  as  you  all 

know,  is  pleasantly  situated  on  the  sea-shore.  I  had  there  many  friends, 
who,  knowing  my  infirmity  of  absence  of  mind,  treated  me  with  great 
forbearanee  and  kindness.  Bspecially  good  to  me  was  the  Counsellot 
Baner,  v/ho  was  a  friend  of  my  college  days,  and  who  was  ever  on  the 
watch  lest  my  weakneas  or  my  distraction  (lu)W  shall  I  call  it  ?)  should 
lead  me  into  harm.  It  is  to  tiiis  excellent  man  that  I  owe  the  poeser- 
vation  of  my  estates,  my  health,  and  even  my  life ;  for  my  relationa 
were  noore  than  once  on  the  point  of  putting  me  under  guanMaudiip,. 
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on  the  plea  that  I  was  incapable  of  mana^ng  my  own  afiain.    I  stood 
alone  in  the  world,  without  wife  or  child  ;  and  thev  wanted  my  money 

and  estates,  and  so ;  but  all  this  is  no  part  or  my  story.    I  mnst 

try  to  forget  those  vexatious  times. 

'  Fiom  my  youth,  I  have  taken  great  pleasure  in  long,  solitary  walks. 
I  never  like  to  have  my  pleasant  reveries  in  the  open  air  disturbed  by 
conveisation.  Therefore,  trees  and  fields,  the  wind  and  the  sun,  axe 
my  most  congenial  companions,  for  their  gentle  sympathy  is  never 
obtrusive,  and  always  welcome.  But  the  place  which  delights  me 
most  is  a  sea-beach  where  I  can  walk  fcr  miles  on  the  hard  sand,  and 
watch  the  maich  of  the  waves  slowly  but  surely  advancing  up  the 
shore,  and  inhale  the  cool,  fSresh  breeze  which  seems  to  bring  health  and 
strength  on  its  wings.  Each  wave  contains  within  itself  a  Httle  histoiy. 
How  it  rises  and  foams  far  out  on  the  sea,  tossing  its  white  crest  as  it 
advances  in  the  bright  sun-light,  gathering  finesh  power  with  every 
onward  motion  I  Nearer  it  comes,  glorious  in  beauty ;  and  now  for  one 
moment  a  glittering  wall  of  emerald  stands  upon  the  beach,  to  be 
shattered  into  diamond  fragments  in  the  next,  and  the  low  sighing  of 
the  water  rippling  back  over  the  pebbles  is  the  only  requiem  of  its 
perished  glory. 

*  The  sounds  by  the  sea-shore  are  also  peculiarly  pleasant  to  me :  the 
gentle  murmur  and  play  of  the  waves,  when  the  wind  is  low,  as  well 
as  their  stormy  roar  in  rougher  weather.  At  all  times,  I  love  the  sea. 
In  the  magicid  morning-light,  or  when  the  moon  throws  her  wonderful 
golden  bridge  across  its  waves.  I  have  often  thought  of  building  a 
house  near  the  sea,  and  have  oidy  been  prevented  by  my  troubles  and 

quarrels  with  my  relations ;  but  this  is  neither  the  place  nor  time 

to  speak  of  that  subject :  let  us  pass  it  over  in  silence. 

*  One  afternoon,  I  was  surprised  on  the  beach  by  a  violent  storm.  I 
had  often  noticed  an  old  ruined  tower  which  stood  in  a  field  above  ^e 
beach,  and  which  seemed  to  be  the  last  remnant  of  a  castle  of  some 
size ;  and  once  I  asked  an  old  countryman  if  it  was  inhabited.  He 
said  that  when  he  was  a  boy,  it  had  been  sometimes  used  by  the  family 
to  whom  it  belonged  as  a  summer-residence,  but  that  it  had  now  been 
deserted  for  a  long  time,  and  was  fast  falling  into  ruins.  The  increas- 
ing violence  of  the  storm  brought  this  tower  to  my  mind  as  the  nearest 
place  of  shelter,  and  I  hastened  across  the  desolate  field  in  which  it 
stood.  To  my  surprise,  I  found  the  door,  which  was  of  oak  bound  with 
iron,  standing  open,  and  I  quickly  passed  through  the  narrow  entrance. 
To  one  overtaken  by  a  pouring  rain  in  the  open  air,  the  smallest  shelter 
is  welcome ;  and  I  felt  very  comfortable  in  the  little,  damp,  cellar-like 
room  in  which  I  found  myself,  and  for  some  time  watched  the  scene 
from  the  open  door  with  great  delight.  The  storm-spirit  seemed  to 
have  let  loose  all  his  demons,  the  sea  was  lashed  into  fury,  the  wind 
roared,  and  torrents  of  rain  fell.  As  I  withdrew  farther  into  the  tower, 
to  shield  myself  more  efiectually  from  the  rldn,  I  Stumbled  against  a 
stair-case.  The  first  few  steps  seemed  in  good  preservation,  and  led  on 
by  curiosity,  I  climbed  up  ih  the  darkness.  When  I  had  nearly  reached 
the  top,  a  hole  in  the  wall  gave  me  a  glimpse  of  the  gloomy,  tossing 
ocean,  and  by  the  light  thus  admitted,  I  ako  saw  before  me  a  closed 
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door.  I  opened  this  antiqiie-looldng  portal,  detennined  to  lest  in  the 
apeztment  to  ivliioh  it  would  probably  admit  me,  nntil  the  stonn  was 
over.  But  how  was  I  astonished  to  find  myself  in  the  presence  of  an 
(dd  gentleman,  who,  seated  at  an  old-fashioned,  wonn-eaten  table, 
■eemed  very  mucn  engaged  in  reading  some  manuscript  papers.  His 
&ce  was  ashy  pale,  and  his  eyes  were  dim ;  he  wore  agray  dress,  and  had 
Ysry  white  haur.  Now  you  all  look  at  me,  my  kind  friends,  as  if  yon 
thooght  this  description  fitted  me  tolerably  well ;  but  I  assure  you  that 
I  am  not  going  to  end  my  story  in  such  a  .common-place  manner  as  to 
torn  my  ghost  into  a  reflection  of  myself.  Also,  I  give  you  my  word, 
this  strange  little  man  did  not  please  me  so  very  much  that  I 
should  tiy  to  imitate  him,  either  in  the  fashion  of  his  dress,  or  his  fea- 
tures. No ;  my  face,  such  as  it  is,  is  just  as  I  received  it  from  Nature, 
and  I  had  some  time  before  chosen  this  gray,  unsightly  dress  to  mortify 
my  relations,  who  were  always  tormenting  me  to  get  a  court^dress  and 
go  to  court  — ;  but  that  matter  does  not  belong  here :  let  us  pass  it 
over. 

'When  I  entered  the  little  room  and  found  the  old  gentleman  sitting 
there,  I  politely  took  off  my  hat  and  apologized  for  my  intrusion,  assur- 
ing him  that  I  should  not  have  made  myself  so  much  at  home  in  the 
tower,  had  I  not  been  told  that  it  was  uninhabited.  He  smiled  rather 
qoeerly,  but  with  a  friendly  nod  pointed  to  a  chair  which  stood  near 
ti&e  window.  I  saw  that  he  did  not  wish  to  be  disturbed,  and  quietly 
obeyed  his  sign.  He  gave  me  another  friendly  nod,  and  went  on  with 
his  reading.  Clearing  the  dust  away  from  a  pane  of  the  little  window 
at  which  I  sat,  I  saw  spread  before  me  a  most  glorious  view ;  and  I 
was  soon  fully  occupied  in  watching  the  breaking-up  of  the  storm-clouds 
over  the  sea,  and  the  gradual  quieting  of  nature,  until  the  sun-light,  at 
first  pale  and  fearful,  but  at  last  brilliant  and  unclouded,  gave  a  new 
and  sparkling  beauty  to  the  whole  scene.  I  turned  to  call  &e  attention 
ci  the  old  gentleman  to  this  beautiful  landscape,  but  found  him  so 
busily  engaged  in  packing  away  his  law-papers,  or  whatever  they  were, 
in  a  chest  which  seemed  let  into  the  wall,  that  I  forebore  to  disturb 
him.  I  noticed,  too,  that  he  took  other  papers  from  this  chest,  which 
he  carefrilly  read  over,  shaking  his  head  thoughtfrdly  all  the  time. 
When  at  last  I  turned  from  the  window,  and  rose  to  go,  my  old  friend 
had  disappeared.  I  suspected  that  he  had  gone  out  through  another 
door  which  was  near  the  chest  in  the  wall,  and  waited  some  time  for 
his  return,  in  order  to  thank  him  for  the  shelter  I  had  received.  But 
he  did  not  come  again,  and  I  was  obliged  to  go  to  my  home  without 
taking  leave  of  him. 

'  I  thought  no  more  of  this  little  incident  until  some  weeks  afler, 
when  one  evening,  as  I  was  walking  on  the  beach,  I  caught  sight  of 
the  ruined  tower  standing  out  very  clearly  against  the  bright  western 
sky,  and  I  was  seized  with  a  desire  to  see  once  more  the  beautiful 
view  from  its  window.  The  apparent  friendliness  of  the  little  old  man, 
I  thought,  warranted  another  visit,  and  I  was  soon  on  the  tower-stair- 
ease,  standing  before  the  carved  door  of  the  room.  I  knocked ;  but  as 
no  one  answered,  I  ventured  to  raise  the  latch  and  look  in.  There  was 
no  one  there,  so  I  quietly  entered  and  took  my  former  position  by  the 
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window,  where  I  was  aooa  abBOsbed  in  watohiiig  a  beautifbl  8im«flflt, 
whose  changing  hues,  lefleoted  on  the  'ooeaa,  naade  a  DEKwt  goigaoiiB 
scene.  When  I  turned  from  the  window,  there  sat  my  old  fiiend  at  his 
table,  leading  his  manuscripts  as  before.  I  rose  to  excuse  myself  lor 
this  second  intrusion,  but  the  litHe  gray  man  stopped  me  witib  an 
expressive  gesture  of  welcome,  which  seemed  to  assuxe  me  that  I  need 
make  no  apology,  but  might  oome  as  often  as  I  pleased.  I  saw  by  this 
that  he  eiUier  could  not  or  would  not  apeak,  but  prefened  to  make 
himself  understood  by  signs.  After  this,  I  went  often  to  the  tow^r. 
The  old  man  came  and  went — I  never  knew  exactly  how ;  but  he 
always  seemed  glad  to  see  me,  and  we  stood  evidfVKtly  on  a  very  fidendly 
footing.  Time  passed  on,  and  one  avtumn  aftomoon,  jnst  as  I  was 
leaving  the  room  without  peaking  to  my  friend,  who  luid  been  mono 
deeply  engaged  in  the  st^dy  of  his  documents  than  uanal,  he  rose  from  his 
table,  biou^t  me  the  papers,  and  by  signs  explsined  to  me  that  I  was  to 
read  them,  and  then  put  them  away  in  thecbest  in  the  wall.  He  then  went 
out  by  the  door  near  the  chest,  carefully  closing  it  after  him.  I  glanoed 
over  the  papers,  which  seemed  to  li^te  to  family-matters  of  some 
importance,  rather  cardessly ;  but,  as  they  had  no  personal  interest  for 
me,  I  soon  grew  weary  of  the  dry  l^gal  technicdUties  which  I  could  not 
understand,  and  I  was  about  to  replace  them  in  the  chest,  when  it  ocouned 
to  me  that  I  had  bettor  ascertain  from  the  jKoprietor  of  these  papecs 
their  value,  and  why  he  ci^ifided  them  to  me.  With  this  view,  I  wsnt 
to  the  door  by  which  he  had  left  the  apartment,  opened  it— ^ —  and  was 
almost  precipitated  to  the  ground,  for  it  c^ned  only  into  the  empty  air  I 
I  shrank  back  torror-struck.  Appajcently,  this  door  had  foxro^ly  been  a 
means  of  communioatian  with  some  other  building,  now  in  ruins.  1 
became  very  uncomfortable,  and  left  the  haunted  tower  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, not  daring  to  lode  behind  me. 

'  1  felt  ashamed  to  speak  of  what  I  had  seen  to  my  friends,  for  an 
absent-minded  man  soon  learns  to  doubt  the  truth  of  his  own  convic- 
tions, and  loses  fai^  in  himself  when  he  sees  that  others  have  no  faith 
in  him.  I  have  grown  so  distrustful  of  myself  from  this  cause,  that 
any  body  can  persuade  me  1  am  mistaken  about  a  matter  which  I 
thought  1  saw  yesterday  with  my  own  eyes.  But,  although  1  did  not 
speak  of  it,  I  never  could  think  of  that  door  without  a  shudder,  and  I 
always  directed  my  steps  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  beach,  from  which 
the  tower  was  not  visible.  But  I  saw  no  more  of  the  little  man  in 
gray,  and  perhap  in  time  the  whole  occurrence  would  have  passed  from 
my  mind,  as  have,  alas !  so  many  things  more  worthy  to  be  remembered, 
if  it  had  not  been  suddenly  recalled  by  hearing  that  the  old  tower  was 
going  to  be  pulled  down,  and  a  public  builduig,  of  I  know  not  what 
nature,  erected  on  its  site.  Then  those  papers  occurred  to  me  which  I 
had  so  often  seen  the  old  man  read  over,  and  which  I  had  packed  away 
for  him  in  the  chest  in  the  wall.  I  went  immediately  to  my  good 
ineud  Bauer,  and  without  mentioning  the  little  man  in  gray,  told  him 
that  once  v/hea  I  had  been  driven  for  shelter  into  the  old  tower  by  a 
violent  stonn,  I  had  discovered  some  papers  there  which  seemed  to  be 
of  some  value,  and  that,  as  I  heard  the  tower  was  going  to  be  pulled 
down,  I  thought  it  would  be  as  well  to  secure  them.    My  friend  looked 
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«l  rae  rather  doablingly,  as  if  the  haiiiie(»  teemed  to  him  vevy  impro- 
hftUe ;  and  he  even  did  not  hesitate  to  tell  me  in  a  gentle  way,  that  I 
had  prohably  blended  Bomething  I  had  been  reading  -with  the  events  of 
my  every-^y  life.  But  I  was  so  clear  in  my  aceocmt,  and  so  earnest 
in  my  enti^aties  that  he  would  go  himself  to  the  tower,  that  at  lengtii 
he  yMded ;  and  the  next  morning  we  set  ont,  accoii^anied  by  two  or 
three  gentlemen  of  the  neighborhood  as  witnesses.  We  also  took  with 
US  a  notary,  that  ever  thing  might  be  done  in  form.  The  procession 
set  fbrlii  imder  my  guidance.  My  heart  beat  violently  as  we  ascended 
tlie  torwer-stattcase,  for  I  dreaded  seeing  ihe  sn^cioiia  old  gentleman  in 
gray  eittittg  at  the  table,  when  I  open^l  the  door  of  the  room.  Every 
tim^  there  was  just  as  I  had  left  it,  but  mtich  to  my  relief,  the  old 
maa  was  not  present.  There  was  the  little  dnsky  wmdow,  the  two 
diairs  and  the  worm-eaten  table,  and  the  walls,  Mack  vrith  smoke  and 
dust.  '  But  where  is  the  chest  of  which  we  have  heard  so  much  ? ' 
said  one  of  my  companionB.  I  stood  before  them  dumb  and  ashamed ; 
fiir  it  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  and  there  was  no  mark  on  the  wall  c£ 
such  a  piece  of  furniture's  having  been  lately  removed.  My  vexation 
was  indescribable ;  fer  I  must  appear  before  all  these  people  as  either 
a  fool  or  a  liar,  and  I  aaw  them  already  begin  secretly  to  laugh  at  me. 
I  tapped  round  on  the  wall,  in  the  hope  of  discovering  some  hidden 
spring,  £(x  I  remembered  distinctly  the  place  in  the  room  where  the 
chest  stood.  Just  then,  one  of  the  gentlemen  present  opened  the  second 
door,  and  started  back  as  I  had  done,  when  he  saw  be&re  him  only  the 
open  air  and  the  deep  abyss  at  his  feet.  I  drew  him  beck,  and  to 
steady  mya^,  pressed  my  hand  against  the  wall.  Involuntarily,  my 
fingers  closed  over  a  little  knob,  wluch,  being  the  same  colcff  as  the  wall, 
had  not  been  noticed  before.  Upon  pulling  this,  a  little  door  flew  open, 
disclosing  to  all  eyes  the  lost  chest,  We  took  out  all  the  papers, 
counted,  and  registered  them  in  the  pres^ioe  of  the  witnesses.  There 
were  many  documents  and  letters,  and  I  observed  that  as  Bauer  glanced 
over  them  he  looked  very  much  astonished  and  pleased.  1  went  first 
dawn  the  stair-vray,  for  I  feared  that  if  I  were  left  alone  there,  even 
for  a  moment,  my  little  gray  firiend  vR>uld  renew  his  acquaintance  with 
me,  which  I  did  not  by  any  means  desire. 

'  Two  or  three  days  after,  I  called  upon  Bauer,  to  discover  the  result 
of  our  visit  to  the  tower.    He  said  to  me : 

'  ^  By  the  discovery  of  these  papers,  you  have  confeired  the  greatest 
obligations  upon  certain  families  in  this  neighborhood,  and  I  am  happy 
to  say,  too,  yon  have  been  the  means  of  redressing  great  injuries.  A 
fbrmer  w^thy  proprietor,  who  died  in  this  part  of  the  country  many 
years  since,  had,  through  bribery  and  other  evil  means,  obtained  some 
documents  by  the  concealment  of  which  he  got  into  his  own  possession 
estates  of  great  value  to  which  he  had  no  right,  keeping  them  thus 
fraudulently  away  from  their  lawfiil  owners.  After  his  death  there 
was  a  diligent  search  made  for  these  papers,  but  in  vain.  These  miss- 
ing documents  are  the  ones  you  discovered  in  the  old  tower ;  and  there 
were  letters  with  them,  proving  the  whole  eourse  of  deeeption  and 
knavery  practised  by  the  <M  man.' 

'Indeed,  there  vras  at  tiie  time  of  my  visit  a  collection  of  oounsellorB 


260  Evening  -  Talk.  [September, 

learned  in  the  law,  met  together  in  the  houee  for  the  purpose  of  restoring 
their  rights  to  the  injured  parties.  My  friend  was  obliged  to  leaye  me 
for  a  few  minutes  to  join  this  assembly,  and  requested  me  in  his  absence 
to  examine  a  new  engraving  with  which  he  had  lately  adorned  his 
walls.  As  I  stood  up  to  look  more  closely  at  the  picture,  I  suddenly 
became  aware  of  a  presence  in  the  room  behind  me.  I  turned  quickly, 
and  there,  to  my  horror,  stood  my  little  gray  friend,  pleasantly  smiling 
at  me.  He  made  a  gesture  witii  his  hand,  as  if  he  would  heartily 
thank  me  for  my  trouble,  and  disappeared.  1  had  never  seen  him  so 
plainly.  He  stood  clearly  visible  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun,  and 
waved  his  hand.  An  invincible  terror  took  possession  of  my  whole 
frame,  and  when  Bauer  returned,  he  found  me  half-fainting  imd  very 
much  excited.  I  now  related  to  him  all  that  I  had  seen.  To  my  great 
suiprise,  he  did  not  seem  much  astonished.  '  I  could  have  told  you,' 
he  said,  '  that  there  have  been  strange  stories  about  that  old  towCT  for 
a  very  long  time  current  among  the  conamon  people  hereabout,  and  by 
other  eyes  than  yours  has  your  little  gray  friend  been  seen  there.  For 
this  reason,  the  place  has  always  been  considered  haunted,  and  has 
been  shunned  by  the  country  people.  And  strangely  enough,  the  story 
has  always  been  that  unjustly-gained  worldly  goods  would  not  let  the 
proprietor  of  that  tower  rest  in  peace  in  his  grave.  It  is  very  remark- 
able hew  often  that  superstition  seems  to  be  confirmed ;  and  indeed,  if 
under  any  cireumstances  the  spirits  of  the  departed  are  permitted  to 
return  to  earth,  I  can  imagine  no  motive  so  strong  to  a  spirit  newly 
awakened  to  a  sense  of  its  guilt,  and  loathing  the  crimes  it  committed  on 
earth,  as  the  wish  to  redress  as  far  as  it  is  allowed,  the  wrongs  it  has 
done  here.  Why  should  we  doubt  this,  my  friend,  and  why  should  the 
thought  of  it  be  so  terrible  to  us  T 

'  So  spoke  the  good,  reasonable  Bauer,  and  to  assure  both  himself  and 
me  of  the  truth  of  this  apparition,  he  took  me  to  the  house  of  one  of 
the  descendants  of  the  little  gray  man,  who  owned  a  picture  of  his 
grostt-uncle.  It  was  the  same  face  and  the  same  dress  which  I  had 
seen  in  the  tower,  and  the  picture  was  almost  as  fearfrd  to  me  as  the 
ghost  itself.     This  old  Lord  of  Eupertsheim ' 

At  this  name,  the  young  lieutenant  sprang  up  in  a  great  rage, 
exclaiming:  'It  is  all  a  lie!  a  shameful  slander!  The  Lord  of 
Rupertsheim  was  also  my  grand-uncle,  and  Iwill  not  sufier  so  good  and 
irreproachable  a  character  to  be  so  cruelly  belied.  It  is  scandalous  to 
bring  against  him  these  vulgar  little  tales  of  the  peasantry.' 

The  master  of  the  house  tried  to  soothe  the  angry  young  man  by 
telling  him  that  the  story  of  the  documents  at  least  was  true,  as  he 
had  been  one  of  the  parties  to  whom  their  recoveiy  had  been 
most  advantageous ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain.  Stamping  with  rage,  the 
Lieutenant  marohed  up  and  down  the  room.  His  betrothed  followed 
him,  weeping,  her  lather  expostulating,  while  her  brother,  with  a  loud 
voice,  tried  to  satisfy  and  reconcile  every  body,  and  was  listened  to  by 
none.  Meanwhile,  the  Baron  of  Geiersberg,  incensed  at  being  so 
uncourteously  treated,  was  performing  in  one  comer  what  he  called  his 
dance  of  despair,  a  kind  of  nervous  paroxysm  which  always  seized  him 
when  he  was  much  excited,  and  which  was  one  form  of  his  disorder. 
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Jnst  as  this  scene  of  confusion  was  at  its  height,  the  company  suddenly 
became  silent,  and,  as  it  were,  chained  to  their  places.  So  they  stood 
hke  marble  figures,  dumb  and  motionless,  while  a  little  man  dr^sed  in 
gray  passed  slowly  around  the  group.  He  stopped  for  a  moment  before 
the  lieutenant,  aiiud  looking  at  him  with  a  serious  air  of  displeasure, 
shook  his  finger  wamingly ;  then  iie  turned  to  the  master  of  the  house, 
whom  he  courteously  saluted  ;  and  finally,  gliding  to  the  comer  of  the 
room  where  the  poor  baron,  having  been  stopped  short  in  his  dance, 
stood  the  picture  of  horror,  kissed  his  hand  smilingly  to  him,  and 
disappeared. 

For  a  little  while,  the  family  stood  silent,  gazing  at  each  other  in 
terrified  amazement ;  then  the  father  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  more 
lights,  and  the  yoimg  ofiicer  seized  the  hand  of  the  Baron,  and  entreated 
hu  pardon  for  his  imcourteous  violence.  '  Never  speak  of  it  again  ! ' 
said  the  good-natured  old  Baron  ;  *  I  do  not  think  any  the  less  of  you 
for  defending  the  character  of  those  who  cannot  speak  for  themselves ; 
although,'  he  said,  lowering  his  voice,  and  looking  fearfully  round  him, 
'  this  seems  to  be  an  exceptional  case.  And  now,  my  young  fiiend, 
you  have  at  least  had  <  the  earnest  wish  of  your  heart '  gratified,  but  I 
think  neither  you,  nor  I,  nor  any  of  us,  would  care  to  have  such  visitors 
often.  In  the  hope  that  this  may  be  his  last  appearance  on  any  earthly 
stage,  I  assure  my  little  friend  in  gray  that  his  vrishes  are  all  fulfilled, 
and  his  unjustly-acquired  property  restored  to  its  rightful  owners ! 

'And  now,  let  us  trust  that  he  will  for  ever  after  rest  in  peace ! ' 


MORNING. 

It  is  morning,  it  is  morning, 

And  the  weary  wing  of  night 
Slowly  lifts  its  sable  plumage 

To  admit  the  early  light. 
Streaming  o'er  the  distant  mountain, 

With  a  glad  and  glorious  sheen ; 
Tinging  all  the  tallest  tree-tops 

With  a  hue  more  fresh  and  green; 
Glancing  on  the  river's  ripples, 

Gleaming  o'er  the  peaceful  lake  ; 
Waking  all  the  silent  songsters 

That  repose  in  bush  and  brake ; 
Lighting  up  the  lovely  landscape, 

Lately  hidden  from  the  view, 
Comes  the  golden  sun  in  glory, 

Giving  life  and  light  anew. 
So,  when  merciless  misfortunes 

Darkness  o'er  my  spirit  throw, 
Let  the  sun  of  hope  unclouded 

In  my  soul  serenely  glow ; 
Driving  out  all  searing  sorrow; 

Chasing  all  the  gloom  away  ; 
Badiating  life  and  gladness, 

Like  the  light  of  early  day. 
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LINES        TO        B6TELLB 


*C.  GauliokSmito,  agentioman  of  s  aombra  mind,  bat  of  a  kind  heart  and  amplo  mens,  wben 
travelling  in  one  of  the  cities  of  Spanish  America,  was  greeted  bj  an  orphan  girl  aoUdttng  alm^ 
Being  struck  with  her  beantf,  he  made  her  one  of  the  objeots  of  his  charity,  provided  far  her  per- 
manenliy,  and  aha  became  the  light  of  his  after-life.*  t7.  Cxub  Fapbu. 


8wEKT  wandereri  with  the  meltiiig  eye, 
Why  roam'st  tkoa  friendleiB  and  alone? 

Why  BweUa  thy  boeom  with  a  sigh, 
And  why  that  soft  and  plaintive  tone  ? 

Alt  thou  of  earthly  fiiends  bereft^ 
And  dost  thoa  died  that  stealing  tear 

That  thou  in  this  oold  world  art  left, 
With  none  to  soothe  thy  sorrow  here? 

Then  welcome  to  this  bleeding  hearty 
That  long  has  yearned  for  sympathy ; 

And  thoa  ahalt  have,  fair  one  I  a  part 
In  all  that  earth  allots  to  me. 

I  '11  wrap  the  mantle  of  my  love 

Aromid  thy  fhiil,  defenceless  form ; 
And  pray  to  Hm  who  rules  above, 

To  save  thee  from  the  world's  wild  stonn. 

I  'U  shield  thee  from  its  luring  wiles, 
And  guide  thee  m  fair  Viktue's  way ; 

And  if  Temptation's  voice  beguiles, 
I  '11  whisper  to  thee  not  to  stray. 

And  if  the  death-frost  on  thy  brow 

Shall  tell  me  that  thy  Ufe  is  o'er, 
Beside  thy  day-cold  form  I'll  bow, 

And  there  in  tears  t^y  loss  deplore. 

But  when  Life's  sea  at  last  I  've  crossed, 
And  heaven-lit  mountain-heights  appear, 

I  '11  deem  thee  still  to  me  not  lost, 
But  look  for  thee  m  that  bright  sphere. 

And  from  those  sammits  we  shall  see 
Where  heaven's  bright  rivers  take  their  rise, 

And  mark  eadi  wavy,  blooming  tree 
That  sheds  perftune  in  Paradise : 

And  see  that  soft  cerulean  sky 

That's  mirrored  on  that  placid  stream, 

Pure  as  an  infant  angel's  eye, 

When  viewed  by  Heaven's  transcendent  beam. 
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Aod  tinne  we  11  feel  how  well  bestowed 

Is  woridly  T^eUf  when  freely  giren 
To  help  the  sorrowing  o'er  the  road 

That  ends  in  that  bright,  beauteous  Heaven.  jr.  v.  x. 


TWO      TBIPS      TO      LAKE      W  I  L  L  0  U  G  H  B  T. 


'fiKieirr,  brigbt  in  many  a  rocky  nm 
the  wAton  <»f  our  d€Mrti  U«.^ 


It  is  noon  on  the  Atlastic.  The  ooean  iieeps —  its  heaving  hoaom 
iinnifBed  by  »  breath  of  air.  Nothing  is  heaid  but  the  steady  beating 
of  our  engine ;  that  great  iioa  heaxt  which,  as  it  pants  and  throbs, 
sends  its  qiUTering  pulsations  to  the  extremities  of  oui  noble  ship. 
Oppceaeed  with  the  profi>und  lassitude  which  envelops  us,  I  sit  and 
dieaxiL  I  muse  over  my  erratic  wanderings ;  and  influenced  perhaps 
by  the  course  our  steamer  is  taking,  my  thoughts  turn  to  my  native 
New-England,  bustling  New-England,  land  of  snow  and  storm,  of 
lovely  lakes  and  rugged  rocks.  Among  the  vague  memories  which 
steal  over  me  is  one  of  peculiar  pleasure  —  a  picture  of  beautiful 
seenexy,  which  occupies  a  prominent  place  among  the  more  graceful 
tieasoFes  of  the  mind.  And  so,  being  roused  out  of  my  ennui  by  this 
recollection,  I  order  pen  and  paper,  and  write  this  much  by  way  of 
explanation,  or  rather  apology,  for  inflicting  my  prosy  dreaming  upon 
the  lu^y  readers  of  the  KArxcKEaBOCKSR. 

Being  in  Vermont  in  the  summer  of  1846, 1  received  from  a  kind 

and  valued  friend,  the  Bjoy,  Mr.  H ,  an  invitation  to  join  him  and 

Professor  Adams,  then  State  geoLpgist,  in  an  excursion  to  Lake  Wil- 
longhby,  at  that  time  aqua  incog,  to  most  of  the  worthy  citizens  of 
Yermout.  Having  spent  four  years  upon  the  monotonous  sands  and 
among  the  unpicturesque  pines  of  the  '  Empire  State  of  the  South,' 
and  Hearing  moreover  vague  mmors  of  the  wild  beauty  of  the 
locality  we  proposed  visiting,  I  accepted  the  invitation  with  eager 
pleasure. 

Behold  us,  then,  one  bright  morning  in  June,  rattling  gaily  out  of  the 
village  of  C .  The  Professor,  with  his  barometer,  compass,  ham- 
mers, etc.,  taking  the  lead,  and  Mr.  H and  myself  following.  Our 

'  wagon,'  filled  with  '  pod  augurs '  for  boring  the  earth,  bags  and  boxes 
£ir  preserving  specimens,  and  sundry  and  divers  implements  for  scientific 
war  upon  that  portion  of  the  devoted  *  crust  of  the  earth '  which  lay 
in  our  way.  Aud  oh !  how  green,  how  fresh,  how  varied  was  the  land- 
scape which  spread  itself  bd^re  us  as  we  toiled  up  the  steep  hills  or 
dadied  into  the  smiling  valleys  before  us  !  But  I  will  not  weary  vou, 
0  patient  reader,  with  a  detail  of  our  day's  travel :  how  we  called  on 
a  famous  family  of  boulders,  filled  with  large  round  nodules  of  mica 
as  thickly  a«  plums  in  a  Christmas  pudding;  how  we  visited  the 
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celebrated  rockiiig-fitoiiBB  of  G  ,  one  of  which,  mounted  upon  a 
huge  rock,  was  estimated  to  weigh  serenty  tons,*  and  yet  was  easily 
rocked  by  the  unaided  hand. 

Evening  found  us  at  a  fine  country  inn,  known  as  the  '  Runaway- 
pond  House.'  Here  was  formerly  a  nice  little  lake,  which  one  fine 
morning  broke  the  bonds  that  had  confined  it  among  the  hills 'for 
a  thousand  years,  in  an  opposite  direction  from  its  natural  outlet,  and 
left  its  native  home  for  ever,  doubtless  instigated  thereto  by  the  hands 
of  meddling  Yankees,  who  were  trying  to  make  its  waters  run  up  hill. 
The  streams  which  supplied  it,  formerly  flowing  to  the  Atlantic  in  the 
direction  of  puritan  Boston,  now  find  their  way  to  the  stately  St.  Law- 
rence, and  through  the  dominions  of  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty. 

The  moon  rose  full  and  soft  over  the  hill  which  overshadowed  our 
hotel  as  I  strolled  down  to  a  sweet  little  pond  which  lay  in  the  valley 
before  us,  and,  stepping  into  a  boat,  pulled  out  upon  its  fairy  waters. 
How  enchanting  a  scene  I  The  tiny  lake  embosomed  among  steep  and 
verdant  hills ;  tiie  *  moon  rising  in  cloudless  majesty,'  and  profound 
silence  reigning  over  all !  What  a  charming  place  for  Clueen  Mab  and 
her  court  to  hold  their  fairy  revels  I  Suddenly  the  noise  of  dipping 
oars  is  caught  up  and  sent  back  with  startling  distinctness  ftom  a  dozen 
surrounding  hills.  I  shout  and  sing,  and  my  voice  comes  mockingly 
back  again.     I  try  a  famous  Georgia  song,  commencing 

'  Land  of  the  South,  imperial  land,' 

and  my  mountain-chorus  catches  up  the  refrain  and  prolongs  it  with 
wonderfiil  clearness.  Engaged  in  my  vocal  experiments,  my  boat  drifts 
among  the  upturned  roots  of  a  gigantic  oak,  and  upon  looking  among 
the  jagged  prongs,  I  see  just  over  my  head  the  nest  of  a  rolnn  ;  thus 
secured  amid  the  surrounding  water  from  the  too  easy  approach  of 
meddling  intrusion.  I  feel  a  respect  for  the  instinct  which  prompted 
the  selection  of  this  place  for  a  serene  home,  and  climbing  stealtiiily 
up  I  peer  into  the  nest.  There  is  the  little  family,  but,  alas !  stifi" 
and  cold  in  the  moon-light.  Some  ruthless  fowler  has  slain  the  mother 
as  she  sought  the  early  breakfast  for  her  cherished  little  ones,  and  she 
comes  no  more  to  hear  their  cheerful  twitterings.  This  incident,  so 
simple,  saddens  me  at  once.  How  much  like  man ;  proud  of  bis 
strength  and  sagacity,  he  builds  his  castle  well,  secure  of  happiness  for 
himself  and  his,  and  says,  '  Soul,  take  thine  ease  ;  eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry.'  '  Thou  fool,  this  night  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of  thee ! ' 
How  few,  alas !  though  the  lesson  be  daily  repeated,  learn  to  solve 
aright  the  great  problem  of  life. 

We  left  early  next  morning :  the  slant  sunbeams  weaving  before  us 
a  carpet  of  bronze  and  gold,  and  glancing  from  the  polished  surfaces  of 
a  million  diamonds  which  Titania  had  scattered  during  the  night.  Pass- 
ing rapidly  by  village  and  hamlet,  woodland  and  lawn,  we  gradually 
retired  from  the  presence  of  civilization  and  approached  the  domain  of 
nature.  The  sun  was  well  up  in  the  east  as  we  commenced  a  long  and 
toilsome  ascent,  such  as  are  not  altogether  unknown  in  Vermont  evea 
to  this  day.  The  Professor  hammered  his  way  deliberately  up,  while  I, 
walking,  drove  his  hone.    Mr.  H—  and  an  enthusiastio  friend  fol- 
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lowed  cloiely  behind,  philoaophiaing  upon  the  beauty  aod  utility  of 
moimtaiiis  like  the  one  -we  were  ascending.  Airiving  at  the  top,  we 
inYoluntarily  pulled  up  in  admiration  of  the  superb  landscape  which 
greeted  our  eyes.  An  immense  bowl-like  valley,  some  twen^  miles 
aensB,  was  seooped  out  beibre  us,  carpeted  with  the  brightest  of  wood- 
land  &liage  ;  its  outer  edge  surmounted  with  a  succession  of  precipitous 
ridges  which,  softened  in  the  blue  distance,  looked  like  the  embossed 
rim  of  some  Tast  enameled  beaker.  These  derated  ridges  swept 
around  us  in  nearly  an  unbroken  circle,  except  in  one  place,  where  they 
terminated  abruptly  for  the  purpose  of  reoeiTing  the  glistening  waters 
of  Lake  Willoughby ;  while  in  the  valley  before  us  ran  WUlonghby 
Biver  —  a  silver  tluead,  shining  capriciouidy  among  the  dark  woof  of 
a  Vermont  forest.  Indulging  our  eyes  but  a  few  moments  with  this 
radiant  scene,  we  jolted  ou  until  we  reached  the  house  of  the  last  set- 
tler, a  kind  and  worthy  man,  who  Hved  about  a  mile  from  the  lake. 
Here  we  housed  our  jaded  horses,  procured  a  guide,  slung  our  geological 
traps,  and  plunged  into  the  woods.  We  soon  arrived  at  thecove  where 
our  friend's  canoe  -was  moored,  and  puahed  out  upon  .the  calm  surface 
of  the  most  beautiful  sheet  of  water  I  have  ever  seen.  The  surround* 
ing  ferests  axe  unbroken  ;  no  sign  of  the  presence  of  the  white  man  is 
anywhme  visible.  Be&ro  us  the  lake  stretches  out  some  seven  or 
eight  miles,  being  about  fi)ur  miles  across  at  the  end  where  we  are 
embarked,  and  encircled  with  a  narrow  beach  of  glistening  sand.  The 
water  seems  perfectly  transparent,  minute  objects  being  distinctly  visi- 
'  Ue  twenty  feet  below  us.  To  the  east,  about  five  miles,  the  Green 
Mountains,  which  at  some  time  must  have  crossed  the  bed  of  the  lake, 
have  been  torn  apart  by  some  convulsion  of  nature,  and  the  water  lies 
in  the  chasm  thus  formed,  the  precipices  rising  out  of  the  water  some 
eighteen  hundred  feet  high  upon  one  side,  and  about  twelve  hundred 
feet  upon  the  other.  While  noticing  these  things,  the  stout  arms  of  our 
boatman  are  pulling  us  up  to  this  goige,  and  the  savans  are  speculating 
about  the  causes  which  have  produced  it.  Gradually  we  approach  the 
shadow  of  the  great  mountain.  We  find  the  lake  here  to  be  but  about 
two  hundred  yards  wide,  and  our  guide  tells  us  three  hundred  feet  deep. 
Huge  rocks  have  been  precipitated  into  the  water,  and  we  coast  along 
for  some  time  before  a  practicable  landing  is  discovered.  Here  we 
pause  a  moment  in  admmition  of  the  wild  and  romantic  scene,  and 
then  climb  over  the  debris  which  centuries  have  accumulated  at  the 
edge  of  the  water.  It  is  composed  of  great  boulders  and  disintegrated 
rocks,  and  large  trees  are  growing  upon  the  slight  soil  which  is  lodged 
in  the  crevices.  We  fancy  it  a  light  matter  to  surmount  the  obstacles 
before  us,  but  it  is  an  hour,  and  we  are  very  tired  before  we  arrive  at . 
the  base  of  the  lofty  clifiT  and  look  up  to  its  solemn  face  rising  eight 
hundred  feet  above  us,  rifted  and  scaired  by  the  storms  of  a  thousand 
years.  Oppressed  with  its  vastness,  we  turn  toward  the  lake.  A  light 
breeze  has  sprung  up,  and  its  placid  waters  are  covered  with  a  soft 
silver  lace  which  sparkles  in  the  noon-day  sun.  Just  beyond  rises  the 
opposing  precipice,  and  so  near  that  we  fancy  we  can  see  the  eggs  in 
the  nests  of  the  swallows  which  are  cireling  about.  It  lifb  itself  more 
than  a  thousand  feet  above  the  water,  covered  with  a  brilliant  carpet  of 
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green,  while  midhway  to  its  summit  gleams  a  huge  mass  of  fel<I«spaiV 
like  the  silver  shield  of  a  Titan  in  a  momrtain  of  emerald.  Looking 
over  the  wilderness  which  coveis  the  sloping  side  of  the  mountain  west- 
ward, and  the  undulating  hills  to  the  east,  we  see  no  sign  of  Giviliz»* 
tion.  Our  boatman  tells  us  of  a  projected  load  through  the  chasm 
beneath  us,  and  tiiat  thousands  have  already  been  expended  without 
'  making  a  beginning.'  Looking  att  the  impassable  nature  of  the  route, 
we  pronounce  the  projeet  utterly  visionary.  Eoses  and  honeysuckles 
are  blooming  among  the  rocks,  and  many  a  fine  specimen  of  quartz  and 
feld-spar  are  bagged  by  our  seientifie  friends.  We  diseufis  the  propriety 
of  reaching  the  top  of  the  mountain ;  but,  hemg  told  ^at  it  will  require 
a  circuit  of  three  miles  and  eig^t  hours  of  time,  we  decide  that  we 
do  n*t  care  about  that  achievement ;  and,  after  taking  a  long  and  final 
look  at  the  incomparable  pictures  around  us,  we  turn  our  steps  down*^ 
ward,  leaving  a  landscape  as  rare  and  beautiful  as  ev«r  haunted  the 
dream  of  a  Claude  or  Cole. 

The  waves  were  chasing  each  other  boisterously  against  the  roeki 
when  we  reached  our  boat,  tossing  it  about  in  a  rude  and  fantastic 
style.  Our  boatman  told  us  of  popular  traditions  in  the  neighborhood, 
to  the  effect  that  the  waters  of  this  part  of  the  lake  are  often  violently 
agitated  while  the  air  is  perfectly  stilt,  attributed  by  some  to  superna- 
tural agency,  bat  doubtless  caused  by  the  mountain  winds  being  col- 
lected and  forced  through  the  gap,  while  they  are  unfelt  in  the  sur- 
rounding country.  Our  little  over-loaded  boat  pitched  about  somewhat 
unpleasantly,  but  we  arrived  safely,  and  found  a  most  delicious  dinner 
of '  'lange  *  or  musccdongey  smoking  upon  our  friend's  table,  during  the  dis- 
oussion  of  which  we  learned  the  piscatorial  qualities  of  the  lake.  The 
*  longe '  is  a  large  fish  resembling  the  salmon,  of  a  fine  hard  texture 
and  exquisite  flavor,  generally  inhabiting  cold  and  deep  water.  One 
hundred  pounds  per  day  may  oocasionally  be  taken  with  the  hook  in 
Lake  Willoughby,  and  we  were  told  that  fish  weighing  twenty  pounds 
had  frequently  been  caught 

We  slept  in  the  village  of  B  ■  that  night,  and  next  day  went 
'  I^oBpecting,'  as  they  say  in  California,  but  without  the  golden  results 
which  B(xnetimes  follow  such  exercises  in  that  annferous  State  ;  a  fine 
ledge  of  novacuHte  and  a  deposit  of  infusoria  silica  being  the  result 
of  our  labors ;  so  we  turned  homeward. 

Night  had  descended  before  the  moon  vras  risen,  and  the  dim  and 
shadowless  trees  were  gliding  spectre-like  back  into  the  darkness  as  we 
hastened  to 

'  Mbbv  the  warm  iroleome,  the  leved  ones*  embrace/ 

in  the  genial  homes  of  hospitable  C      ■■  . 


Six  years  have  elapsed,  swiftly  and  almost  imperoeptiUy.  Again  I 
breathe  the  pure  and  bracing  air  of  the  Green  MountaisuB,  and  partake 
of  the  hospitality  of  kind  and  partial  friends ;  but  not  alone  do  I  this 
time  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  this  land,  so  redolent  of  health  and  beauty : 

*  A  YOicB,  aod  a  hand,  and  a  gentle  eye, 
Had  dazzled  me  with  their  spell,' 
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and  now,  another  pair  of  eyas  bende  my  own — eyes  used  to  l^e  tame 
scenery  of  distant  lands — look  wondenngly  at  the  grand,  solemn,  rid 
moDAtains ;  and  another  heart  beats  joyofosly  and  in  unison  with  nme, 
to  the  music  of  danring  riyulets ;  and  thus  thiongh  my  dual  self  do  I 
enjoy  bt  the  first  time  this  magnificent  soen^. , 

Resolutely  bent  upon  enjoying  the  good  things  Nature  had  so  profusely 
spread  out  around  us,  what  more  natural  than  that  I  should  prt^jose  a 
tiip  to  Lake  Wilku^^by,  my  first  visit  being  still  a  salient  memory  with 
me.  The  idea  was  at  once  caught  up,  and  a  much-loved  finend  pro- 
posed *  tackling*  his  fann-hoxses  and  '  wagon,'  and  taking  us  over; 
influenced  as  much,  I  faintly  imagined,  by  the  prospect  of  picking  up 
at  a  neighboring  village  a  certain  lovely  Miss  M ,  as  by  the  pro- 
spective glodes  of  the  lake* 

The  weather  looked  portaitous  as  we  sallied  out,  but  being  thoroughly 
armed  and  equipped  with  umbrellas,  shawls,  overcoats,  etc.,  we  laughed 
old  Storm  King  to  scorn ;  for  which  irreverence  we  were  duly  puniidied, 
as  about  ten  o'clock  the  rain  poured  down  in  torrents,  and  we  reined 
up  under  the  friendly  shelter  of  a  groat  beach-tree  to  bewail  our  con- 
tumacy. The  pitiless  shower  drenched  cloak  and  umbrolla,  and  covered 
the  face  of  the  earth  with  a  thin  sheet  of  water.  Naturo  seemed 
taUng  a  douche^  Shall  we  go  on,  or  rotum  ?  At  last,  just  as  patience 
became  exhausted,  the  sun  broke  through  the  overhanging  foliage ;  and 
we  bowled  merrily  on,  arriving  at  G  *^^  in  time  for  dinner.  Oh ! 
those  delicious  spotted  trout,  just  done  to  a  torn ;  the  light,  sweet  bread, 
the  fresh,  hard  butter  —  the  memory  of  those  ample  but  nice  dinners 
lingers  on  the  palate  yet  I    A  fair  representative  of  the  rosy-cheeked 

and  bright-eyed  Yermonters,  in  the  person  of  Miss  M ,  joined  our 

party  at  G  •*— •,  and  our  suspicions  regarding  the  peneJunU  of  our 
driver-fiiend  were  fully  confirmed. 

We  arrived  at  the  western  end  of  Hoe  lake  at  about  finir  p.m.  Time 
had  wrought  a  great  change  in  its  surroundings  since  my  last  visit. 
Farms  were  spread  out  and  in  fine  cultivation,  where  six  years  mm 
flourished  the  tangled  forest ;  a  fine  caxriage-road  skirted  the  water 
upon  the  northern  side,  winding  along  under  Sie  cliffs,  through  the  very 
route  we  had  deemed  so  impracticable,  and  passing  through  the  Green 
Mountains  with  scarcely  an  ascent  of  twenty  feet ;  and  lastly,  a  fine, 
large,  piazzaed  hotel  had  exhaled  from  the  primitive  wilderness,  from 
the  roof  of  which,  as  we  drove  up,  floated  a  broad  gonfalon,  flaunting 
its  defiance  to  the  world  migratory,  and  proclaiming  its  determination 
to  resist  all  attacks  which  any  predatory  force  of  travellers  properly 
anned  v^rth  gM  dollars,  might  make  upon  it. 

The  scene  from  the  piazza,  as  we  stepped  up,  was  really  superb ;  the 
SUB,  just  sinking  to  the  horizcm,  shone  through  an  atmosphere  beautifully 
clear  after  the  rain  of  the  morning ;  its  level  rays  striking  the  rippled 
mubee  of  the  lake,  embrcHdering  upon  its  bosom  a  splendid  goi^get  of 
burnished  gold.  In  the  far  distance  between  the  lofty  mountains,  rose 
the  sharp  peak  of  Ovd's  Head,  one  of  the  highest  of  the  Green  Moun- 
tain range,  while  neaver  and  covering  the  rolling  lands  beyond  the  lake, 
a  variegated  carpet  of  farm  and  forest  spread  itself  out  and  filled  the 
picture  befiae  us. 
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Tuming  into  tiie  hotel,  what  was  my  suiprue  to  find  the  moniiiig- 
papeiB  of  the  day»  from  Boston  and  New-York»  lying  upon  the  reading- 
room  table  I  Here  was  a  change,  indeed !  an  nnbnScen  wildemeee,  fire 
yeaiB  since,  now  supplied  -with  the  daily  papers  of  cities  three  hundred 
miles  distant  I  All  this  metamoiphofiis  had  been  wnraght  by  the  great 
magician  of  the  age  -^  the  Rail-road  King.  A  daring  company  had 
thrown  down  a  track  among  these  far-off  mountains,  and  each  bellow- 
ing train  discharged  its  due  proportion  of  pleasure-seekers,  and  returned 
with  the  neighboring  farmers,  en  route  for  Boston  with  the  produce 
which  was  formerly  hauled  two  hundred  miles  in  wagons. 

After  partaJdng  of  a  capital  supper,  we  took  a  stroll  toward  the 
margin  of  the  lake.  The  mil  moon  was  silyeiing  rock  and  water  with 
her  soft  and  melancholy  light,  and  casting  a  sombre  shadow  half-way 
across  the  lake,  as  we  sailed  out  upon  its  untroubled  bosom.  The  fine 
lines  of  Southey  came  involuntarily  to  my  mind : 

<  Ths  moon  arose :  she  shone  upon  the  lake, 
That  lay  one  smooth  expanse  of  silyer  lig^ht; 
She  shone  upon  the  hills  and  rocks,  and  cast 
Upon  their  hollows  and  their  hidden  glens 
'  A  Diacker  depth  of  shade.' 

We  coasted  along  the  southern  shore,  attracted  by  the  sqund  of  fall- 
ing waters,  and  presently  came  upon  a  lovely  water-fall,  pure  and  cold, 
leaping  from  its  native  hills  and  tearing  its  way  over  the  craggy  rodcs 
to  the  clear  depths  beneath.  The  scene  was  enchanting.  Behind  us 
rose  the  verdant  and  precipitous  hill,  a  thousand  feet  almost  perpendi- 
cularly from  the  water,  and  beneath  us  the  pure  element,  so  colorless 
and  still  that  our  boat  seemed  suspended  in  ether ;  the  bright  moon 
sailed  liiigh  above  us,  amid  her  splendid  retinue  of  stars,  while  beneath 
floated  in  a  concave  heaven  her  twin  sister,  attended  by  equally  as 
brilliant  a  train ;  and  opposite,  but  so  near  that  we  seemed  at  its  very 
base,  fit>wned  the  stem  and  awful  cliff,  lifting  its  'rock-ribbed'  form 
with  kingly  majesty,  solemn,  shadowy,  and  sublime,  in  the  dim  moon- 
light.    These  are  moments  which 

'Wake  the  thoughts 
That  perish  never,' 

and  lead  the  wayward  heart  back  to  Hm,  its  neglected  and  forgotten 
Creator,  who  having  upheaved  these  vast  mountains,  has  asserted  His 
power  and  dominion  by  rending  their  granite  foundations  to  their  very 
centres. 

Suddenly  music  arose  from  the  base  of  the  precipice  opposite, 
startling  a  thousand  echoes  from  the  surrounding  shores,  and  *  sprinkling 
the  air '  with  its  soft  and  pleasing  melody.  A  party  had,  unperceived, 
rowed  in  the  shadow  of  the  other  shore  until  they  were  opposite 
us,  and  had  thus  com|»leted  and  illustrated  the  dream-like  pictores 
around  us. 

The  chill  night  air  compelled  us  reluctantly  to  retire ;  but  we  found 
slumber  sweet  and  refirediing  in  the  airy  rooms  of  our  indefatigable 
host.  A  film  of  white  mist  hung  over  the  lake  in  the  mominpr,  which, 
as  the  rays  of  the  sun  fell  upon  it,  lifted  from  the  water,  wreatl^ 
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itself  in  graceful  folds,  and  floating  spirit-like  along  the  sides  of  the 
goige,  vanished  in  the  sky.  I  longed  for  the  pencil  of  a  Durand  or  a 
Turner,  to  catch  these  rare  and  transient  beauties,  and  fasten  them  on 
canvas,  that  amid  the  dull  realities  of  life  the  mind  might  be  recalled 
to  the  grace  and  loveliness  of  nature. 

After  breakfast,  we  visited  several  famous  localities  in  the  vicinity  : 
the  *  Cave,'  the  *  Devil's  Den,'  the  'Avalanche,'  etc. ;  and  later  in  the  day, 
mounted  horse  to  ascend  the  higher  of  the  two  mountains,  called 
'Annenence,'  after  a  great  aboriginal  chief  who  once  made  it  his  home. 
The  distance  is  about  two  miles,  and  the  path  very  steep  and  rough, 
about  six  hundred  yards  being  impassable  except  on  foot.  The  pano- 
rama irom  the  summit  is  very  fine  and  extensive,  but  lacks  that  variety 
which  is  most  pleasing  in  a  large  sweep  of  landscape. 

Eastward,  the  vast  rolling  valley  of  the  Fassumsic  and  Connecticut 
is  in  sight,  dotted  with  farms  which  from  this  altitude  resemble  light 
patchwork  let  into  the  dark  ground  of  the  forest ;  some  fifty  miles 
beyond,  rises  the  White-Mountain  group,  crowned  by  their  giant  king, 
Mount  Washington.  In  front  of  us,  the  view  is  shut  in  by  tibe  opposite 
mountain,  at  the  base  of  which  lie  the  blue  waters  of  the  lake.  To 
the  right,  a  wilderness  of  mountains  is  visible,  embracing  in  the  extreme 
distance  Camel's  Hump  and  Mansfield,  and  we  fancied  we  could  see 
still  to  the  right  the  Adirondacks  in  New-York,  although  the  shadowy 
outline  which  lay  just  above  the  horizon  would  have  answered  equally 
well  for  a  bank  of  clouds.  Behind  us,  to  the  north-west,  the  beautiful 
waters  of  Lake  Memphramagog  were  in  full  view,  branching  out  in 
many  a  lovely  valley  and  dotted  with  many  a  fairy  island. 

On  the  whole,  one  is  well  repaid  for  the  trouble  and  fatigue  of  the 
ascent,  cspeciaUy  as  you  are  certain  to  bring  back  to  the  capital  dinner 
of  '  'longe '  at  the  Lake  House,  a  better  appetite  than  any  '  warranted ' 
specific  will  produce. 

We  had  a  pleasant  and  agreeable  sail  with  the  ladies,  some  four  or 
five  miles  down  the  lake,  on  our  return,  leaving  our  friend  R  —  to 
take  round  the  wagon  and  horses :  and  thus  we  took  our  farewell  of 
lovely  Willoughby. 

It  may  not  be  improper  to  say  here,  should  any  pleasure-seeking 
tourist  desire  to  visit  this  locality,  that  it  may  be  *  done '  en  route  for 
the  White  Mountains.  A  fine  rail-road  reaches  firom  Connecticut  river 
to  St.  Johnsbnry,  thence  to  the  lake,  some  twenty  miles.  Comfortable 
hacks  run  to  the  lake  during  the  summer  season.  From  St.  Johnsbury 
there  is  a  regular  line  of  stages  to  the  White  Mountains :  although  by 
this  route  you  lose  the  fine  view  to  which  I  alluded  in  the  first  part  of 
this  paper. 

And  now,  as  I  am  about  closing  these  imperfect  sketches,  a  sad 
recollection  arrests  the  train  of  pleasant  memories.  Professor  Adams, 
the  accomplished  naturalist  to  whom  I  alluded  as  the  companion  of  my 
first  trip,  has  closed  his  laborious  and  successful  researches  on  earth, 
and  sleeps  on  the  bosom  of  a  distant  isle,  in  the  luxuriant  clime  of  the 
tropics.  He  was  engaged  in  collecting  and  classifying  the  moUusca  of 
the  islands  of  the  Caribbean,  when  he  fell  a  victim  to  the  pestilent 
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malaria  of  that  fatal  climate  —  a  noble  sai^ce  upon  the  altar  of 
Science.  A  friend  faithful  and  affectionate ;  a  teacher  patient  and 
kind  ;  a  devotee  of  science  laborioos  and  persevering ;  a  man  frank  and 
noble,  he  has  exchanged  his  beloved  pursuits  on  earth  for  higher  and 
holier  employment  in  a  better  world.  k.  p.  n. 


HB  SHADOW 


BY   FLOBSNOX  PXBOT. 


Sevexteen  long  years  ago  I  and  still 

The  hillock  newly-heaped  I  see, 
Which  hid  beneath  its  heavy  chill 

One  who  has  never  died  to  me. 
And  since,  the  leaves  which  o'er  it  wave 

Have  been  kept  g^en  by  raining  tears : 
Strange,  how  the  shadow  of  a  grave 

Gould  fall  across  so  many  years  1 


Seventeen  long  years  ago  I    Ko  oro6fi» 

No  urn,  nor  monument  is  there ; 
But  drooping  leaves  and  starry  moss 

Bend  softly  in  the  summer  air: 
The  one  I  would  have  died  to  save 

Sleeps  sweetly,  free  from  grio&  and  fears : 
Strange,  how  the  shadow  of  a  grave 

CouJd  fall  across  so  many  years  I 


Seventeen  long  years  ago  I    I  see 

The  hand  I  held  so  long  in  vain; 
The  lips  I  pressed  despairingly. 

Because  they  answered  not  again : 
I  see  again  the  shining  wave 

Of  the  dark  hair,  be-gemmed  witli  tears : 
Strange,  how  the  shadow  of  a  grave 

Could  fall  across  so  many  years  I 


Seventeen  long  years  ago !    The  hand 

Then  fondly  clasped,  still  holds  ray  own, 
Leading  me  gently  to  the  land 

Where  storm  and  shadow  are  unknown : 
'  The  summons  which  I  gladly  crave 

"Will  come  like  music  to  my  ears, 
And  the  chill  shadows  of  the  grave 

Be  changed  to  light,  ere  many  years! 
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That,  like  a  jewel,  baa  tiiitw  twent 7  yaan 
About  hte  neck,  yet  never  loet  her  Inatre; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  ezooUenee 
That  angels  love  good  men  with * 


Dm  yoa  ever  Bee^  huirying  along  the  shady  side  of  our  gieat  tho- 
roughfare, a  spare,  howed  figure,  clad  all  in  black,  no  matter  what 
torrid  beams  poured  down  upon  the  dusty  street  ?  Did  you  watch  his 
steps,  now  stumbling  over  the  broken  pavement,  now  picking  a  cautious 
way  oyer  the  tottering  bridges  spanning  fearftd  chaems,  or  stealing  a 
precarious  footing,  jostling  shoulder  with  shoulder  against  huge  piles  of 
brick  ?  Did  you  notice  with  what  care  every  speck  of  dust  was  brudied 
from  the  black  coat,  or  with  what  afiectionate  regard  the  bright  shoes 
were  kept  from  every  unpleasant  contact  ?  Did  you  not  observe  the 
pure  linen  and  the  carefully-brushed  hat  ?  Did  you  see  too  how  the 
oap  had  worn  ofi^  and  how  the  polish  on  the  threaJd-bare  garments  told 
earlier  than  the  wrinkles,  of  the  departure  of  their  glory  ?  Then  did 
you  hurry  your  steps  till  you  passed,  and  looking  back  for  some  frivolous 
pretended  reason,  did  you  notice  the  deep  wrinkles,  and  the  thin  gray 
hairs,  and  the  eyes  that  looked  down  upon  the  pavement  ?  Did  you  see 
the  sabdned  smile  that  sat  there  in  spite  of  all,  and  did  you  perceive 
the  strange  gleam  of  pleasure  and  ill-suppressed  satisfaction  when  some 
stately  nabob  returned  his  humble  salutation  ?  Perhaps  yon  have  not 
seen  all  this ;  for  few  of  us  are  tempted  to  turn  to  peer  into  the  face 
of  a  man  with  a  rusty  coat,  or  to  aisk,  '  Who  is  that  with  the  shabby 
hat  ? '  but  we  all  walk  with  wonderfid  elation,  and  step  with  compla* 

cent  elasticity,  when  Hr.  B ,  that  great  Wall-street  man,  nods  aa 

he  passes,  axid  not  a  button  of  his  immaculate  wardrobe  but  we  fondly 
register  it  in  the  brightest  page  of  our  memory ! 

Poor  Ned  Seymour !  I  remember  his  wedding-morning ;  how  bright 
shone  the  sun,  and  the  June  leaves,  how  they  trembled  in  the  soft 
breeze,  and  threw  quivering  shadows  on  the  green  grass !  How  the 
galleries  and  aisles  swarm^,  and  how  envious  criticism  buzzed  from 
lip  to  lip  as  the  bridal  train  swept  down  to  the  altar!  Can  I  forget  the 
light  figure  that  leaned  upon  his  arm,  the  lovely  head  crowned  with 
fresh  flowers,  and  veiled  in  white,  that  bowed  to  the  responses  t 

And  why  is  it  that  my  mind  dwells  so  fondly  on  the  memories  of 
that  sweet  face  ?  why  does  that  glance  of  love  and  confidence,  as  they 
turned  from  the  holy  altar,  so  continually  haunt  me  ?  or  why  does  he 
stOl,  when  he  muses  over  his  happiest  days,  babble  again  and  again, 
with  &nd  yet  sad  iteration,  of  that  lovely  summer  mom  ? 

Ned  and  I  had  been  boon  companions  for  many  pleasant  years.  We 
had  taken  our  Saturday's  ride  many  a  time  together,  and  had  vied,  on 
many  a  sunny  atiemoon,  in  building  airy  castles.  I  used  to  turn  a  most 
patient  ear  to  his  glowing  eulogy  of  all  the  female  virtues,  as  they 
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blended  in  the  one  woman  he  worshipped.  I  do  believe,  that  so  far  as 
sympathy  and  untiring  interest  and  continual  charity  go  to  the  making 
of  a  friend,  I  was  that  faithful  friend  to  Ned.  Poor  fellow !  he  had 
worn  out  many  years  of  patient  waiting ;  he  had  dreamed,  and  awoke 
to  labor,  and  still  dreamed  on ;  and  no  year  brought  him  any  nearer  to 
his  wish.  At  last,  Ned  was  desperate.  His  littie  salary,  well  saved 
as  it  had  been,  could  only  sustain  him  with  the  narrowest  economy. 
I  used  to  sit  oflen,  of  a  pleasant  Sunday  afternoon,  listening  to  his  fond 
calculations.  *  Now  I  pay  so  much  to  my  tailor,  just  to  keep  me  in 
buttons,  and  I  wear  out  my  clothes  so  much  faster  because  there  is  no 
one  to  take  care  of  them  ;  and  then,  you  know,  there  are  cigars  and 
wines ' —  cigars  and  wines  for  him,  who  used  to  grudge  the  poorest  coin 
he  spent  on  his  own  little  pleasures  !  —  *  and  many  other  things  that 
bachelors  must  have  ;  and  theatres,  that  I  should  n't  care  for,  if  I  was 
married  —  why,  really,  I  believe  I  could  live  cheaper  with  a  wife  than 
without  one ! '  And  then  Ned's  lucubrations  became  rather  confused, 
and  he  would  lapse  into  a  long,  dreamy  monologue,  to  which  I  would 
listen  in  dutiful  silence  ;  and  I  could  n't  say  no,  and  dare  nut  say  yes ; 
and  then  Ned's  cloudy  castles  became  really  so  magnificent,  as  you  see 
the  heavy  masses  in  ^e  west  blazing  in  gold  and  scarlet  just  as  dark 
night  steals  on,  that  I  clasped  his  hand,  and  wished  him  a  bright  future, 
and  really  hoped  he  would  marry. 

So  Ned  shut  his  eyes,  and  the  lady  named  the  day.  All  poor  Ned's 
hard  savings  were  drawn  from  the  bank,  hosts  of  friends  were  invited 
from  city  and  country :  Ned  had  one  glorious  wedding-day  that  he 
might  dream  of  for  a  life-time  of  common  days  to  come,  and  the  happy 
couple  spread  their  wings  for  a  short  flight  among  green  leaves  and 
along  bright,  rustling  rivers,  before  they  should  fold  them  for  ever  in 
their  gloomy  city  cage. 

No  wonder  that  Ned  Seymour,  when  he  stretches  his  tired  limbs 
before  the  evening-fire  —  no  wonder  that  he  discourses  with  unfailing 
eloquence  of  that  happy  month  I  Even  I,  rusty  old  bachelor  as  I  have 
become,  with  an  ache  and  a  pain  for  every  wind  that  blows,  without 
sister  or  mother  —  with  hardly  a  female  friend  except  the  grisly  Hecate 
who  guards  my  bachelor  fire-side,  and  mends  with  grudging  care  my 
worn  habiliments  —  even  I  turn  away  from  this  bright  scene  with  a 
strange,  unusual  feeling  at  my  heart,  and  some  drops  will  stand  in  the 
comers  of  my  eyes,  that  come  unbidden,  and  will  not  be  wiped  away. 

Poor  Ned  came  back  to  the  stem  drudgery  of  the  counting-room : 
every  day  found  him  early  at  his  post,  and  his  pen  flew  with  more  than 
ususd  alacrity,  and  his  laugh  rang  louder  than  ever,  when  the  exacting 
genius  of  trade  would  let  a  laugh  be  heard ;  he  received  our  merry 
congratulations  with  proud  satisfaction,  and  when  business  hours  were 
over,  he  took  down  his  hat,  and  set  out  on  his  homeward  way  with  an 
elasticity  of  gait  that  none  of  us  could  emulate. 

Still,  Ned  rather  neglected  his  bachelor  friends,  and  we  never  could 
get  him  to  join  us  in  our  uproarious  meetings,  as  he  used  to  do ;  but  I 
could  not  blame  liim  for  that,  when  I  dropped  in,  one  dull  evening,  and 
found  him  in  his  chair  so  comfortably  drawn  up  to  the  blazing  hearth  ; 
the  neat  furniture  so  prettily  arranged  ;  the  contented  expression  upon 
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his  face,  and  the  indefinable  air  of  home  that  none  but  a  wife's  hand 
could  give  to  his  cosy  little  rooms. 

How  heartily  was  I  introduced  as  the  old  friend  of  his  boyhood,  and 
how  I  was  made  to  take  the  well-stufied  elbow-chair,  and  what  gentle 
smiles  of  welcome  played  upon  the  young  wife's  cheek  I  Now,  to  tell 
the  truth,  I  do  not  greatly  delight  in  the  company  of  young  married 
people :  the  parade  of  happiness  and  the  ostentation  of  love  do  not 
much  enliven  my  own  desolate  heart :  it  is  cruel  to  bring  out  the  trea- 
sures of  domestic  happiness,  and  to  flatmt  them  before  the  eyes  that,  if 
they  understand,  can  only  turn  away  in  bitterness.  These  caresses  and 
fond  words,  how  unnecessarily  they  remind  of  the  bare  walls  and  lone- 
Imess  at  home !  But  there  was  nothing  here  of  such  display,  and  I 
&und  without  trouble  my  own  place  in  &e  family. 

Ned  still  bent  over  his  desk,  and  still  his  pen  ran  over  the  tedious 
columns,  and  still  at  evening  he  blithely  took  his  way  to  Susy  and 
home.  But  by-and-by,  the  wedding-suit  began  to  show  the  well-worn 
threads,  and  neat  stitches  appeared  here  and  there,  and  his  laugh  was 
less  loud,  and  his  steps  lagged  —  only  a  little,  but  I  saw  it.  And  when 
occasionally  I  dropped  in  at  the  Sunday-dinner,  the  expedients  of  poverty 
became  more  obvious ;  although  Ned  was  hardly  less  happy,  and  Susy 
was  no  less  loving. 

And  Ned  toiled  on,  till  his  shoulders  stooped  as  you  saw,  and  his 
stories  ceased,  and  his  laugh  was  hushed,  and  crow's-feet  began  to  show 
themselves  at  the  comers  of  his  eyes,  and  Ned  became  a  most  exceUect 
steady  book-keeper,  and  there  was  no  one  who  was  more  trusted  by  the 
firm.  And  gray  hairs  came  early,  and  yotmg  spirits  were  subdued,  acd 
ambition  had  died,  and  Ned  was  still  chained  to  his  desk.  So  it  was 
that  he  became  the  stooping,  shabby,  humble  little  man  that  you  met 
on  the  shady  side  of  Broadway. 

Still  my  feet  tread  their  accustomed  path,  each  Sunday  afternoon, 
toward  Ned's  lowly  home.  There  still  sits  Ned,  as  glad  as  ever  to  greet 
me,  and  his  arm  falls  from  Susy's  neck  when  he  hears  my  ring.  Then, 
with  the  hearty  grasp,  and  the  kiss  from  Sue,  I  am  seated  in  my  elbow- 
chair,  and  I  look  from  him  to  her,  and  Ned  still  tells  over  his  old  dream 
of  the  wedding-morn.  Susy's  eyes  are  not  so  blue  now,  and  the  rcses 
in  her  cheeks  faded  long  ago ;  and  her  form  is  bowed,  and  her  delicate 
fingers  show  the  marks  of  the  needle ;  still  on  one  of  them  shines  alone 
the  modest  wedding-ring,  and  I  can  hardly  tell,  while  she  looks  with 
such  trusting  love  into  those  poor,  faded  eyes,  whether  Susy  is  not  ss 
young  now  as  on  that  bright  June  morning  when  she  plighted  her 
maiden  faith. 

Sometimes  I  talk  over  to  Ned  the  bachelor  times  we  spent  together  ; 
bat  he  answers  me  with  a  vacant  yes  or  no,  and  then  his  bright  Jur.e 
gun  seems  to  rise  again,  and  he  prates  of  his  boyish  love.  ^  Ned,'  said 
I,  '  here  you  are  now,  old  before  your  time ;  you  were  a  clerk  in  a  gccd 
busiziess,  a  promising  young  man,  with  sjpirit  and  ambition,  and  excel- 
lent prospects :  if  you  liad  not  foolishly  fallen  in  love,  you  would  have 
pleased  old  Nuggett,  the  senior  partner,  and  you  might  have  married 
his  daughter,  Miss  Constance,  who,  you  know,  more  than  half-fancied 
you  ;   but  you  must  marry  for  love,  and  love  you  have,  Ned,  as  much 
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a«  sinful  man  can  wiflh,  bat  yon  must  still  cairy  the  ledger  like  a  mill- 
stone at  your  neck ;  must  still  toil  and  groan  for  your  poor  pittance, 
without  hope  or  ohanoe  of  change ;  must  watch,  day  afler  day,  your 
little  means  decrease  ;  must  print  your  life's  story  in  deep  wrinkles  on 
your  brow ;  must  see  care  settling  down,  pale  as  death,  upon  your  wife's 
fair  cheek ;  year  after  year  you  must  watch  all  this,  till  your  eyes  are 
closed  for  ever/ 

My  heart  smote  me  as  I  saw  the  big  drop  upon  his  cheek ;  saw  the 
spare  figure  writhing  in  the  struggle  with  rebellious  thoughts.  Then  a 
bright  fire  glowed  in  his  dim  eye  —  oh !  how  many  years  it  was,  since 
last  it  lighted  so ! 

'  You  see,  John,  my  clothes  axe  worn  thin,  and  much  patched,  and  I 
have  forgotten  how  to  laugh  :  and  true  it  is,  that  care  has  changed  me 
much  since  I  was  pung,  and  poverty  has  crushed  every  bright  hope, 
and  weighed  down  ambition — yet,  look  here,'  and  he  pulled  firom  his 
bosom  a  miniatnre — a  blue-eyed  girl  in  white;  and  a  bridal  veil 
covered  her,  as  it  were  a  halo,  and  through  it  there  beamed  such  love, 
such  confidence  I  How  the  June  leaves  rustled  then,  and  the  bright 
light  from  heaven  shone  upon  that  wrinkled  brow,  and  that  bowed 
form  rose  erect,  and  the  rusty  apparel  vanished,  and  my  fiiend  stood 
before  me  as  when  the  world  envied  him,  when  he  stood  with  that  fidr 
girl  at  the  altar.  *  Not  one  dimple,  not  one  smile,  or  one  grace  has 
changed  to  me  in  her  since  then,'  he  murmured. 

I  went  to  my  own  rooms  that  night :  the  dead  leaves  whirled  along 
the  pavement,  and  beat  upon  my  windows ;   the  coals  glowed  dull 
between  the  bars,  and  the  chill  wind  stole  in  through  the  crannies :  it 
was  an  ugly  night,  and  I  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  growled.     My 
Hecate  came  slow  to  my  summons,  and  wheezed  and  panted  after  the 
flights  she  had  climbed.     I  tried  to  smoke :  pah !    I  stirred  up  the 
coals :  they  gave  out  a  sulky  flicker  and  went  out,  and  it  would  be  long 
before  my  attendant  could  resuscitate  the  flame.     I  sank  back  in  my 
chair ;  it  had  no  comfortable  comer.     I  tossed  aboCit  iii  -it,  in  fitful  and 
weary  reverie,  and  ever  and  anon  woidd  come  flittifig'^abross  my  feverish 
dreams  a  shadow  of  a  fair  face,  with  soft  d^k  eyes,  that  b^it  sorrow- 
fully upon  me.    I  brushed  it  impatiently  away.     Still  would  return 
that  white  face,  overshadowed  with  dark-brown  hair,  and  the  melan- 
choly eyes  that  gazed  full  at  me ;  still,  although  I  covered  my  face,  they 
looked  through  aiid  "trough,  and  questioned  my  inmost  soul,     ^ill  I 
writhed  under  that  sad  scrutiny ;  and  oh !  over  what  scenes,  by  shaded 
mountain-side,  through  crowded  streets,  by  vending  streams,  they  fol- 
lowed me  1    Now  it  was  a  slender  form,  in  a  dark  riding-habit,  and  the 
eyes  turned  to  mine  in  faith  and  love ;  now  it  was  a  figure  dressed 
gaily  for  the  ball  —  still  the  eyes  followed  mine  ;  and  now  a  lady  that 
bent  over  her  work,  as  listening  to  some  strange  tale,  her  eyes  rose  to 
mine ;  and  then  they  turned  to  me  agun  one  farewell,  backward  look, 
and  closed  in  long,  long  slumber. 

Just  then  I  started  vrith  a  twinge  fix»n  my  gouty  toe,  and  Hecate 
was  standing  there  in  mute  amazement,  amid  a  ruinous  heap  that  had 
fallen  from  her  hands ;  and  I  rubbed  my  eyes  lustily,  and  when  I  toc^ 
my  hands  away,  they  were  wet  with  tears. 
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THE       TWO       BETUOTHALS 


BT   TXBOnriA   p.  TOWmKHD. 


TnE  wide  gable  drops  its  shadow 

Darkly  on  the  sanded  floor, 
And  I  stand  beside  the  window, 

Where  so  oft  we  've  stood  before ; 
By  the  window  where  the  berries 

Of  the  vine  grow  large  and  bright, 
And  the  wind  is  like  thy  fillers, 

As  it  lifts  my  hair  to-nSght 

Ohl  the  stare  with  dimples  golden 

Have  filled  round  the  blue  abore. 
And  tiie  moon's  white  arms  enfolden 

The  green  meadows  as  in  love. 
And  tlic  earth  weara  all  the  glory 

Which  it  wore  that  summer-night, 
When  I  listened  to  your  story, 

In  this  window's  shade  and  light 

And  *t  was  all  for  girlish  blushing 

That  my  face  was  turned  aside, 
And  my  heedless  fingers  crus!iing 

Up  the  berries,  crimson-dyed ; 
And  you  must  have  seen  their  quiver, 

Gently  drawing  them  away: 
'Mid  the  cool  leaves  of  the  creeper 

Somewhat  more  than  dew-drops  lay. 

Oh  I  your  words  were  very  tender. 

And  your  voice  was  low  and  sweet 
As  the  tones  of  my  dead  n!iother. 

In  the  church-yard  long  asleep: 
Very  solemn  wajs  tho  plighting 

Which  the  angels  bowed  to  see ; 
For  the  pledge  that  you  were  asking 

Was  not  lightly  won  <^  me. 

But  beside  that  window  lofty, 

When  you  stood,  a  later  time. 
Did  the  gorgeous  curtains  softly 

Shade  a  fairer  brow  than  mine ; 
And  the  gable  dropped  no  shadow 

Darkly  on  the  marble  floor, 
But  the  turrets  fix)wned  above  you, 

And  the  massive  walls  leaned  o'er. 

Oh  I  they  tell  me  she  was  fairer 
Than  the  roses  of  her  dime, 

As  her  graceful  head  drooped  nearer. 
Listening  to  your  words  that  time: 
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And  bofore  that  lofty  window 

That  her  broad  lands  stretched  away: 

Kount,  and  vale,  and  dark-green  meadow, 
Slumbering  in  the  moon-light  lay. 

But  I  wonder  if  the  shining 

Of  the  jewels  m  her  hair 
Did  not  keep  you  strangely  minding 

Of  the  rose  I  used  to  wear! 
And  if  all  the  mid-night  reaching 

Of  her  locks  her  white  neck  down, 
Ever  won  such  sweet  caressing 

As  have  felt  my  curls  of  brown ! 

And  beside  this  window  often, 

With  the  gable  leanuig  o'er, 
While  the  moon-light's  fingers  soften 

Its  long  shadow  on  the  floor, 
Often  do  I  stand  at  twilight, 

Praying  that  your  path  may  bo 
Gilded  round  with  all  that  life-light 

Wliich  will  not  bo  shared  with  me  1 
ycic-I/doen,  (Conn.) 


DOGGKD      BY      SIN, 


A    TBUB    TALK. 


It  might  he  questioned  whether  fiction,  'vi'ith  all  its  extensive  com- 
mand of  means  to  stir  the  soul  and  to  fix  it  in  breathless  abstraction 
upon  its  yeriBimilitudes  that  are  '  liker '  than  the  truth,  and  -with  all  its 
large  range  of  action,  so  much  larger  than  the  truth's  insomuch  as 
the  ideal  outstretches  the  real  —  whether,  with  all  this  illimitabilit7  of 
power  and  domain,  it  is  superior  to  the  truth  in  its  impressions  and  effi- 
ciency. In  fiction  we  thread  with  strained  and  anxious  sense  the  mazes 
of  artful  plots,  start  and  wonder  at  strange  coincidences,  revel  in  sym- 
pathy in  ardent  passions,  luxuriate  in  the  sweet  richness  of  Elysian  happi- 
nesses ;  but  through  all  is  difiused  a  cooling  sense  of  airy  unreality,  such 
as  accompanies  our  own  day-dreams.  And  always  the  warmer  glows 
our  sympathy  the  nearer  the  tale  approaches  to  known  truth  ;  the  more 
it  assumes  the  character  of  a  development  of  one  of  Nature's  great 
laws,  or  the  more  the  parts  begin  to  form  themselves  into  a  faint  image 
of  some  scene  in  our  life's  history.  But  when  in  fact  itself  the  hands 
of  Providence  silently  work  out,  with  all  the  preciseness  and  unity  of  a 
well-thought  novel,  one  of  those  wonderful  sequences  that  seemed  to  us 
po^ible  only  in  romance,  we  are  startled  as  if  we  meet  embodied  in 
solid,  palpable  matter  the  varied  phantasms  of  our  sleep. 

The  following  story  is  an  example  of  the  execution  of  one  of  those 
heavy  dooms  that  hang  over  sin,  wrought  out  to  a  completeness  on  this 
side  *  the  veil,'  which  novelists  have  sometimes  made  the  plan  of  their 
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most  powerfiil  romances,  speaking  the  voice  of  Nature  with  more  than 
Nature's  fcrcibleness.  Here  Nature  has,  for  once  at  least,  loudly  and 
clearly  declared  herself,  and  her  own  great  voice  strikes  us  with  greater 
awe  than  the  smaller  tones  of  her  half-guessing  interpreters. 

The  chief  personages  of  the  story  are,  so  far  as  known,  men  living 
6tiU  in  the  lower  western  comer  of  Maine,  and  the  near  portion  of  New- 
Hampshire,  and  would  wonder  to  see  detailed  by  an  unknown  hand  a 
passage  in  their  life  over  which  memory  broods  in  sadness. 

Some  fifty  years  ago,  there  lived  in  a  town  in  the  south-east  corner 
of  New-Hampshire  a  yoimg  mechanic,  just  beginning  to  earn  his  own 
snbastence,  and  promising,  through  wise  frugality  and  strict  fidelity,  to 
accomplish  this  easily,  and  lay  in  store  enough  for  his  old  age  and 
bequests  to  his  children.  He  was  of  instinctive  good  manners,  frank  in 
his  conmiunications  vnth  society,  kind  and  sympathizing  in  his  feelings. 
In  form  he  was  tall  and  symmetrical ;  his  features  finely  cut,  of  a  soft, 
dark  hue ;  his  eyes  black  and  sparkling,  deep  set  under  a  high  forehead, 
upon  the  arch  of  which  strayed  curls  of  rich  chestnut  hair.  His  was 
just  that  appearance  that  suits  the  word  man.  He  had  been  but  a 
short  time  in  the  village  before  he  began  to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
gentler  sex.  The  more  they  grew  to  know  him  the  stronger  became 
their  liking  for  him.  With  the  old  women  ho  was  the  sum  of  all  the 
virtues,  and  with  the  maidens  the  object  of  many  a  soft  dream  and 
warm  desire.  There  was  many  a  bright  eye  peeping  round  the  inside 
window  frame  as  he  passed  to  and  from  his  labor,  and  many  a  glance 
at  church,  that  ought  to  have  turned  to  the  preacher,  shot  aslant  to  the 
young  mechanic.  In  the  cool  of  a  summer's  eve  the  voices  whose  hum 
came  through  the  open  doors  and  \iiudows,  were  not  unfrequently  the  old 
women's,  chanting  the  praises  of  James  Atwood  :  and  to  these  the 
hearts  if  not  the  tongues  of  the  listening  maidens  chimed  in  tuneful 
accordance. 

One  morning  Mr.  Gilder,  one  of  a  firm  of  jewelers  of  the  towTi, 
found  on  opening  his  store  that  the  door  had  beei^  forced  and  a  quantity 
of  jewelry,  in  value  from  four  to  five  hundred  dollars,  had  been  carried 
off.  Strict  inquiries  were  made,  but  no  trace  of  the  thief  could  be 
found.  Certain  small  incidents  led  Mr.  Gilder  to  fix  his  suspicions  on 
James  Atwood.  He,  vnth.  others,  had  alwa}^  held  James  in  good 
esteem,  and  he  had  not  of  course  escaped  the  favorable  influence  that 
the  strong  siding  of  the  gentler  half  of  the  village  had  had  upon  the 
sterner  sex ;  but  from  causes  that  to  others  might  seem  worthless,  and 
even  to  himself,  on  strict  reflection,  of  uncertain  weight,  and  from  a 
feeling  of  assurance,  as  if  he  were  on  the  right  track,  Mr.  Gilder  began 
to  entertain  gloomy  doubts  of  the  integrity  and  honorable  dealing  of  the 
young  mechanic.  The  expression  of  these  doubts  on  one  or  two  occa- 
»ons  set  the  houses  of  the  village  buzzing  like  rapped  bee-hives.  So 
Mr.  Gilder  was  fain  to  keep  silent,  though  none  the  less  there  brooded 
in  his  mind  these  dark  suspicions  that  scowled  heavily  at  James 
Atwood. 

Thus  things  stood  for  some  months.  One  morning  there  was  a  stir 
in  the  village,  and  a  running  from  house  to  house.  A  horse  had  been 
fctolen  from  the  house  where  James  Atwood  boarded,  and  James  him- 
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self  "was  missing.  This  time  theze  was  small  room  for  doabt  Indig- 
nant house-wifes  now  opened  restless  batteries  of  inyectiTe  against  the 
double-faced  hypocrUe ;  and  the  reluctant  heart  of  the  maiden  was 
forced  to  banish  from  llie  pure  shrine  of  its  afiection  the  image  of  a 
fugitive  horse-thief.  On  hearing  of  this  oceurrence,  Mr.  Gilder  deter- 
mined to  pursue  some  course  by  which  he  might  bring  the  thief  to  just- 
ice. On  talking  with  the  owner  of  the  horse,  and  considering  the  long 
start  the  thief  had,  even  if  he  were  certain  of  his  track,  he  thought  it 
best  to  wait  and  decide  his  plan  according  to  circumstances  that  might 
transpire.  The  man  whom  James  lived  with  told  him  that  the  young 
man  had  left  all  his  clothes  in  his  room,  and  it  seemed  not  unlikely  that 
James  would  steal  back  some  night  to  recover  them.  '  If  he  does,' 
said  Mr.  Qilder, '  whether  it  is  at  candle-light,  at  mid-night,  or  in  the 
morning,  I  want  you  to  call  me,  and  I  will  follow  him.' 

One  spring  morning  in  the  early  part  of  March,  long  before  day-light 
the  jeweler  heard  a  loud  rap  at  his  door.  On  opening  the  window  he 
found  the  owner  of  the  horse  below  with  the  news  that  James  had 
been  at  his  house  during  the  night  and  gone  off,  taking  his  clothes  with 
him.  Little  delay  made  the  jeweler  in  dressing  himself  and  harnessing 
his  horse. 

The  roads  were  just  bare,  and  the  mud  a  good  foot  deep.  The  foot- 
steps of  the  flying  man  were  plainly  to  be  seen,  but  they  were  all  on 
the  side  of  the  road,  where  the  grass  and  ice  made  firmer  footing,  whUe 
the  horse  must  go  in  the  middle  of  the  way.  Through  the  whole  day 
Mr.  Gilder  followed  the  tracks  without  catching  a  glimpse  of  his  man. 
With  difficulty  did  his  horse  plod  twelve  miles  during  the  hours  of  day- 
light. At  last,  just  at  night-fall,  he  came  to  a  man  building  fence  by 
the  side  of  the  road.  Stopping  his  horse  he  addressed  him :  '  Have  you 
seen  a  foot-traveller  along  this  way,  Sir  ? ' 

*  Yes,  Sir ;  there  is  one  in  the  house  now,  eating  a  bowl  of  bread  and 
'  milk,'  was  the  answer. 

The  jeweler  dismounted  and  stepped  to  the  door,  and  opening  it  — 
there  was  no  porch  to  the  house  ^  his  eye  fell  on  James  Atwood .  At 
the  moment  of  recognition  James  sprang  from  his  chair,  and,  seizing  a 
stick  that  lay  by  his  side,  made  for  the  door.  The  jeweler  sprang  at 
him  as  he  approached,  warded  off  the  blow  that  James  aimed  at  him, 
and,  seizing  him  by  the  collar,  with  the  exertion  of  all  his  strength, 
brought  hun  to  the  floor  upon  his  back.  Then,  jumping  upon  his 
breast  and  planting  his  knees  upon  his  chest,  with  both  hands  he 
grasped  his  throat  and  throttled  him.  Not  a  word  passed  between 
them,  but  they  lay  glaring  into  each  other's  eyes. 

At  the  noise  of  the  scuffle,  the  old  woman  of  the  house  came  running 
in,  with  both  her  hands  clasped  tight  before  her,  and  her  eyes  bigger 
than  nature  ever  made  them. 

'  What  on  airth  is  the  matter?  What  on  airth  is  the  matter? ' 
exclaimed  she. 

*  What  are  you  doing  there,  Sir? '  growled  the  old  man  from  the 
other  door. 
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*  Do  n't  be  alarmed,  my  good  people/  anfiweied  the  jeweler ;  '  it  is 
only  a  horse-thief  I  have  caught/ 

'  Oh !  a  horse-thief ! '  said  the  old  woman,  letting  down  her  hands, 
and  letting  in  her  eyes  with  a  sigh.  '  Well,  I  'm  glad  you  got  him 
then.' 

'  If  it 's  a  horse-thief,'  said  the  old  man,  *  I  won't  have  any  thing  to 
do  with  him.' 

Means  were  taken  to  secure  the  captive  for  the  night.  In  the  morn- 
ing the  jeweler  was  at  a  loss  how  to  cany  the  criminal  safely  home. 
After  a  little  meditation  he  cut  the  lacing  that  tightened  the  waist-band 
of  the  young  man's  trowsers  above  his  hips,  and  in  those  days  supplied 
the  place  of  suspenders.  Thus  letting  down  the  pantaloons  below  his 
feet,  he  seated  him  on  his  horse,  sure  that  if  James  got  off  the  horse 
and  tried  to  run  he  would  find  himself  like  a  fly  in  molasses,  or  like 
'  puss  in  boots.'  No  trouble  occurred  on  the  journey.  James  resigned 
himself  with  all  the  passiveness  of  sin  in  despair. 

At  the  next  session  of  the  criminal  court  James  Atwood  was  found 
guilty  on  two  indictments  —  for  horse-stealing  and  burglary.  In  those 
days  the  penal  code  of  New-England  generally  retained  that  harshneES 
and  inequality  of  punishment  which  it  had  derived  from  England, 
and  which  till  very  lately  was  a  part  of  the  judicial  system  of  the  lat- 
ter country.  James  Atwood,  as  a  horse-thief,  might  be  branded  in  the 
forehead  or  sold  to  service  as  a  marine.  There  was  no  chance  for  the 
prosecutors  to  avail  themselves  of  the  latter  alternative,  and  when  they 
thought  of  the  youth  of  the  accused,  and  looked  at  his  manly  features, 
they  could  not  bring  themselves  to  scorch  in  his  brow  the  stigma  of 
crime,  which  like  a  cancerous  spot  must  always  be  eating  in  and  con- 
suming the  high  ambitions  and  strong  hopes  of  vigorous  manhood,  and 
mar  to  all  observers  the  pleasing  handwork  of  nature.  The  two 
accusers  agreed  to  release  the  young  man  on  condition  that  he  would 
give  them  each  a  bond  to  pay  them  sums  of  money  as  he  was  able, 
until  a  certain  amount  was  completed.  To  this  the  condemned  as- 
sented, eager  at  any  risk  to  escape  the  hard  fates  of  servitude  or  brand- 
ing which  the  law  threatened  him  with  ;  and  only  too  joyful  to  evade- 
the  necessity  of  seeking  the  better  of  two  such  hopeless  prospects,  on 
terms  so  easy  and  so  flattering  to  his  self-pride. 

Alas  !  fi)r  James  Atwood  the  day  that  he  bound  himself  to  pay  in  sil- 
ver the  losses  and  penalty  of  his  sin !  He  thought  his  whole  crime 
lay  between  man  and  man  ;  and  when  mutual  agreements  had  quieted 
the  diflerence  between  him  and  his  persecutors,  then  all  things  were 
reinstated.  He  forgot  the  ofl*ended  majesty  of  Nature,  who  oflers  but 
one  way  of  pacification.  The  Nemesis,  in  her  inexorable  justice,  was 
to  be  satisfied  by  complete  self-abasement  alone.  Well'  for  him  if  he  • 
had  utterly  subjected  himself  in  self-contempt  and  lowliness,  till  he  felt 
a  warm  glow  of  saddened  contentment  growing  up  in  his  heart.  Nature's 
pledge  that  she  was  satisfied,  and  not  to  think  ^at  by  the  sacrifice  of 
the  mere  good  of  this  world  he  could  hold  to  the  dignity  of  a  manhood 
he  had  £shonored  ;  that  he  could  salve  a  wounded'  sovereignty  with 
doUais,  and  ward  ofi"  the  iron  blow  of  the  stem  GxximDUN  orthe  moral 
laws  by  the  bending  straw  of  human  adjustments.     H&ar  the  rest  of  his 
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hiBtory,  and  see  how  the  Nemesis  repaid  on  him  at  last  the  penalty  of 
his  sin  a  double  portion  in  her  aggrieved  vengeance. , 


Soon  after  agreeing  to  the  terms  of  his  release  James  went  to  Bos- 
ton and  began  his  business  there.  His  affairs  soon  prospered,  and  his 
old  hopes  and  imaginings  stole  back  into  him.  The  sin  of  an  impulsive 
and  thoughtless  youth  buried  in  the  dust,  he  would  begin  thereon  to 
build  the  structure  of  liis  life  in  strength  and  beauty.  He  did  not 
think  the  dead  might  turn  in  its  grave  with  superhuman  strength  and 
shake  to  ruins  the  fair  building  over  it. 

For  two  or  three  years  things  went  on  quietly,  and  with  his  increas- 
ing ability  to  appear  in  neat  habit  and  in  respectable  relations  in  soci- 
ety grew  his  hopefulness  and  self-assurance.  At  his  employment  he 
stood  among  his  fellow-workmen  as  an  equal,  and  his  faithfulness  ami 
zeal  made  them  look  upon  him  with  more  than  mere  indifferent  tole- 
rance. He  came  by  degrees  to  assume  the  superiority  that  lay  implied 
in  all  their  demeanor  toward  him.  In  the  world  outside,  when  each 
threaded  among  the  mass  toward  his  own  peculiar  ends,  he  went  with 
the  others,  a  single  self  among  the  thousands,  treated  with  the  forbear- 
ance and  careless  courtesy  that  the  unknown,  self-wrapped  passers  yield 
to  a  similar  alienate  mystery  that  stalks  in  living  body  by  them.  Thus 
grew  up  a  dignity  of  thought  and  feeling  of  self-sufficient  power  within 
him  which  belongs  to  healthful  manhood,  and  is  the  stimulating  prin- 
ciple of  forcible  action,  the  foundation  that  supports  all  hope  and  con- 
tentedness. 

One  day  as  he  was  passing  through  the  streets,  a  form  went  by  unno- 
ticed like  many  others,  and  James  was  going  on  his  way  in  his  own 
thoughts,  when  a  voice  sounded  in  his  ears  that  set  his  knees  trembling 
under  him,  and  drew  a  curtain  like  nifi^ht  across  his  eyes.  It  seemed 
to  him  like  a  voice  calling  away  out  of  his  past  years,  full  of  boding 
to  him  : 

'  James  Atwood  !  James  Atwood !  where  are  you  going  so  fast  ? ' 

He  needed  but  to  turn  to  see  what  he  felt,  the  presence  of  the  jeweler 
beside  him. 

*  Well,  my  boy,  you  are  finely  dressed  up,  ain't  you  ?  Where  did  you 
get  this  smooth  dandy  coat,  this  dainty  umbrella,  and  the  watch  that  I 
suppose  is  hanging  from  the  end  of  this  chain  ?  Have  n't  forgotten 
some  jewelry  of  mine  you  made  acquaintance  with  once,  have  you! 
Come,  I  '11  take  these  things,  and  any  money,  too,  if  you  have  the  arti- 
cle. I  do  n't  know  but,  according  to  agreement,  the  clothes  ought  to 
be  thrown  in  also.' 

According  to  the  agreement  he  had  no  right  to  claim  a  single  thing 
in  this  way.  But  James  was  amazed  and  bewildered,  and  felt  himself 
in  the  jeweler's  power.  He  gave  him  his  pocket-book  and  umbrella, 
but  he  held  the  watch  close  in  his  hand. 

'  Come,  come ;  give  us  the  watch.  A  horse-thief  has  no  business  to 
cany  a  watch.     Honest  men  can  hardly  do  that.' 

*  It  is  ray  brother's,  Sir,  and  I  cannot  give  it  away.' 
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*  Give  it  away!  ha  I  bal  You  owe  it  to  me,  man.  Let  me  have 
it,  I  say.  If  you  want  it  again,  why  just  leave  twenty  dollars  at  my 
hotel,  and  I  will  leave  the  watch  for  you.* 

Thus  they  separated.  What  hlack,  crushing  incubus  lay  on  James 
Atwood's  heart  none  hut  the  doomed  can  tell.  The  young  dawning 
brightness  that  was  just  cheerfully  lighting  up  his  inner  being  was 
swallowed  up  in  a  black  night.  Two  heavy  hands  seemed  pressing  in 
the  walls  of  his  brain,  and  he  cared  not  if  "Qiey  fell  inward. 

The  next  day  the  jeweler  foimd  twenty  dollars  at  the  ofEce  of  the 
hotel  left  in  lieu  of  the  watch. 

The  jeweler  returned  home  congratulating  himself  with  his  shrewd- 
ness and  his  success.  He  had  made  a  journey  to  Boston  and  back  and 
made  money  by  it.  The  purse  he  expected  to  empty  had  grown  fuller, 
a  thing  that  did  n't  happen  often  short  of  fairy  laud. 

cifAFTzs  rovtrn. 

Tewe  went  on.  Days  and  even  years  as  they  came  and  went  found 
the  jeweler  seated  before  his  shop-window,  prying  with  goggled  eye  into 
the  yellow  machinery  of  a  watch,  and  with  shining  steel  tool  in  his 
hand  picking  among  its  dainty  bands  and  wheels,  and  so  they  left  him. 
The  dust  was  gathering  on  his  upper  shelves  on  old  yellow-looking  sil- 
ver castaways ;  in  white  begrimed  cases  brass  wheels  were  staring 
through  glass  faces  down  upon  the  customers,  and  half-legged  or  heed- 
less images  standing  in  noble  defiance  through  the  minute  fall  of  dust 
that  was  constantly  showering  upon  them.  The  jeweler  himself  was 
growing  more  crooked,  and  the  events  of  his  youth  seemed  to  him  like 
pictures  through  a  mist.  Old  familiar  faces  would  come  at  stated  hours 
m  the  day  and,  resting  on  the  door  to  his  sanctum  at  the  end  of  the 
counter,  tell  him  gossip  just  as  they  had  done  for  years,  and  the  jeweler 
would  answer  them  with  one  eye  shut  and  the  other  squinting  through 
a  microscope. 

One  day  a  man  came  in  with  an  umbrella  in  his  hand  and  a  great- 
coat on,  though  't  was  neither  cold  nor  raining.  He  looked  over  the 
railing  into  the  jeweler's  coop,  and  seeing  the  jeweler  there  over  a 
watch, 

*  Holloa !  neighbor  Gilder,'  he  bawled,  *  how  are  you  to-day  ?  * 

*  Holloa !  holloa  I  neighbor  Smith,  when  did  you  come  from  doim 
East?' 

And  EC  they  went  on  asking  and  re-asking,  till  the  whole  list  of 
acquaintance  on  each  side  and  the  remarkable  events  in  each  town  were 
run  through. 

*  One  thing,  though,  I  forgot  to  tell  you,'  said  Mr.  S^mith,  laughing, 
after  they  were  through  with  all  there  was  to  tell,  and  he  could  think 
of  nothing  more,  *  our  neighborhood  had  an  increase  the  night  before  I 
came  away ;  Deacon  Stone's  daughter  presented  her  husband  with  a 
little  music-box  in  a  flannel  wrapper.* 

*  Deacon  Stone's  daughter  ?  "Whom  did  she  marry  ? '  said  Mr. 
Gilder. 

*  Oh !  I  forgot.     You  had  a  little  interest  there  in  your  younger  days, 
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did  n't  you  ?  Why,  she  maxried  a  young  fellow  that  came  down  our 
way.  Fine  fellow  he  was,  too.  Deacon  Stone  took  a  liking  to  him 
and  set  him  up  in  business.  Mary  did  n*t  think  that  waB  reward  enough 
for  his  merits  and  good  looks,  and  so  she  gave  him  herself.  BQs  name 
is  Atwood  —  James  Atwood.' 

*  James  Atwood !  *  said  the  jeweler,  as  if  musing ;  '  James  Atwood ! 
When  do  you  go  back  again,  Mr.  Smith  ?     Perhaps  I  '11  go  with  you.' 

*  In  two  or  three  days.     What 's  started  you  so  quick  ? 

*  Oh !  nothing.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  should  like  to  see  the  old 
place.' 

Would  that  he  had  wanted  to  see  nothing  more ! 

The  first  thing  the  jeweler  did  on  arriving  '  down  east '  was  to  ask 
the  tavern-keeper  where  James  Atwood  lived.  It  wbb  quite  late  in  the 
evening,  and  the  landlord  told  him  that  the  very  man  had  just  gone 
out  of  the  bar-room,  and  if  Mr.  Gilder  would  wait  till  morning  he 
would  be  sure  to  find  him  at  the  house.  Mr.  Gilder  concluded  to  wait, 
and  soon  afler  went  to  rest  for  the  night. 

In  the  morning,  as  he  was  standing  on  the  platform  in  front  of  the 
tavern,  the  landlord  came  out,  and  pointing  him  to  a  man  that  stood  a 
little  distance  off,  told  him  that  that  was  Mr.  Atwood.  The  man  was 
standing  with  his  back  to  Mr.  Gilder,  and  the  latter  was  close  upon 
him  be&re  he  spoke,  and  bade  him  '  Good-morning.'  The  man  tunied 
and  politely  answered  the  greeting,  but  with  a  look  of  wonder  and 
inquiry. 

*  Don't  you  know  me,  James?  I  am  Mr.  Gilder.  You  remember 
meatP— h.' 

An  ashy  paleness  shot  over  the  whole  of  the  man's  face,  and  he  fell 

to  the  ground  as  if  a  heavy*  blow  struck  him.   Mr.  Gilder  was  alarmed. 

'  Do  n't  be  afraid,  James,  I  won't  hurt  you.     Be  a  man  and  get  up.' 

*  For  God's  sake,  Mr.  Gilder,  what  do  you  come  hunting  me  up  for  ? 
If  you  have  any  mercy  for  me,  any  sympathy  with  a  husband  and 
father,  keep  this  miserable  secret  quiet.  I  will  give  you  all  you  can 
ask  ;  my  store  with  its  goods  is  free  to  you  ;  all  that  you  can  take  with- 
out exposing  me  is  yours  if  you  will  only  go  off  and  leave  me  alone.' 

Mr.  Gilder  was  avaricious,  but,  some  how  or  other,  he  did  n't  feel 
like  taking  all  James  offered  him.  If  James  would  make  him  up 
about  a  hundred  dollars  in  money  and  goods  he  would  be  satisfied. 

In  a  day  or  two  all  was  arranged,  and  Mr.  GUder  departed  for  home. 
The  stage  he  rode  in  was  heavy  with  his  luggage.  He  could  hear  par- 
cels jumping  on  the  stage-top,  feel  it  swaying  the  stage  from  behind, 
and  his  finger  ends  in  his  pockets  could  feel  the  swelling  in  his  pocket- 
book.  But  this  feeling  and  hearing  made  him  sort  of  uneasy  ;  he  had 
rather  beat  with  his  fingers  on  the  elbow-rest,  and  look  out  of  the  win- 
dow at  the  landscape.  He  didn't  see  but  he  had  a  right  to  the  pro- 
perty ;  there  was  the  agreement  between  him  and  James  Atwood  in 
his  breast-pocket,  where  was  written  in  as  plain  terms  as  a  lawyer 
could  write  it,  the  promise  of  James  Atwood  to  pay  him  certain  sums 
of  money,  with  James  Atwood's  own  name  underneath  in  his  own 
hand-wnting.  And  had  n't  he  let  it  run  on  for  a  long  time  without 
being  so  strict  as  the  law  allowed  him  to  be  ?    And  then,  when  he 
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applied  to  James  Atwood,  had  n't  he  let  him  pay  in  goods  what  the  law 
said  was  to  be  wholly  paid  in  money,  and  that,  too,  without  taking  all  the 
law  allowed  him  ?  He  did  n't  know  why  he  shonld  feel  so  uneasy, 
when  there  was  so  little  to  blame  himself  about.  For  all  his  reason- 
ing the  thought,  and  more  still  the  feding,  of  his  baggage  made  him 
fi^iety.  He  was  experiencing,  what  too  many  experience  without  pro- 
fit, that '  the  law '  and  the  conscience  are  not  always  the  same  ;  that 
a  principle  of  generosity  and  broad-heartednesss  enten  into  the  justice 
of  the  natural  constitution ;  that,  the  gross  material  system  of  human 
judicatory  could  never  hold  in  its  artificial  syntheses ;  that  the  human 
soul  with  its  laws  was  framed  long  before  man  legislated,  and  its  object 
of  obedienoe  was  rather  its  own  moral  sense ;  and  that,  transfer  its 
fealty  as  much  as  you  can  to  the  worded  principles  of  legal  right  and 
honesty,  the  divine  consciousness  of  the  soul  makes  a  sigh  in  the  heart 
tvhen  ^e  standard  of  obedience  falls  short  of  its  first  implanted  ideal 
of  duty.  Alas !  that  Mr.  Gilder  was  not  the  only  man  that  has  felt 
this  incomplete  satisfaction  of  duty ;  and  alas  1  that  he  was  not  the 
only  man  ihaX  has  been  blind  to  the  cause  of  it.  Alas !  that  the  pack- 
ages on  top  that  at  times  went  to  pounding  the  roof  like  fifty  frantic 
base-drummers,  were  beating  to  him  a  far-off  and  indistinct  tune  !  ' 

When  Mr.  Gilder  arrived  at  home  and  had  gotten  all  the  things 
nioely  set  in  a  row  in  his  store-room,  and  had  hung  up  a  smooth  Sun- 
day suit  of  clothes  in  his  chamber  closet,  he  began  to  feel  a  little  plea- 
santer.  Soon  the  sight  of  them  would  difiiise  a  soft,  warm  gbw  round 
his stomach  that  would  make  his  palms  itch  to  be  rubbed  together. 


CUAFVEB    nWTEL 

Some  years  after,  Mr.  Gilder  was  to  be  found  stiU  working  back  of 
his  front  shop-window.  His  hair  was  turning  white  now,  and  his 
tongue  getting  all  the  garrulity  of  old  age.  He  liked  to  talk  of  things 
he  had  seen  or  heard  ;  and  would  tell  old  stories  by  the  hour  to  the 
friends  that  dropped  into  the  shop,  working  away  all  the  time  at  his 
watches  and  jewelry,  and  they  leaning  on  Uie  counter  or  railing,  quietly 
dnnkittg  in  his  words,  or  listlessly  dreaming  with  him,  but  of  some- 
thing else. 

One  day  an  acquaintance  came  in  and  sat  down  by  the  side  of  him 
to  pass  away  a  leisure  hour  or  so,  and  soon,  from  interchange  of  ques- 
tions and  remarks,  the  old  man  was  led  into  a  whole  maze  of  past 
events,  which  came  forth  for  the  edification  of  the  neighbor.  His  mind 
was  away  in  the  midst  of  the  scenes  of  his  tales,  and  forgetting  all 
pxesent  scruples  or  determinations,  he  came  upon  the  events  of  his  past 
life  with  James  Atwood  ;  and  the  more  interest  the  hearer  showed  at 
the  naxrative,  the  more  minutely  did  the  old  man  picture  the  details. 
Mr.  Gilder  never  once  thought,  nor  did  any  thing  but  the  reminiscences 
of  the  events  dwell  in  his  mind  for  afler-thoughts ;  so  he  never  recalled 
that  the  man  who  was  his  listener  was  the  son  of  the  neighbor  firom  whom 
James  Atwood  stole  the  horse,  and  who  received  a  bond  equally  with 
him.    This  son  had  found  among  his  fiither's  papers  such  a  bond,  but 
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did  not  then  understand  it.     He  gaid  nothing  to  the  jeweler,  but  soon 
rising  up,  left  the  shop. 

It  was  a  few  evenings  after,  that,  in  the  bar-room  of  a  tavern  of  the 
village,  there  sat  before  the  fire  that  blazed  high  in  the  chimney  a 
group  of  men,  apparently  travellers.  Their  thick  heavy  over-coats 
were  hanging  around  on  the  wall,  dripping  dark  stains  upon  the  floor, 
for  it  was  rainy  —  and  some  were  steaming  their  boots  before  the  fire. 
They  all  sat  quietly  looking  into  the  fire,  and  the  silence  was  only  now 
and  then  broken  by  tlie  loud  talk  of  the  landlord  giving  directions  to 
the  hostler,  or  trying  to  make  conversation  with  some  of  the  guests. 
Shortly,  there  was  a  trampling  of  feet  in  the  entry,  and  the  sound  of 
loud  voices.  '  A  party  of  men  entered  the  room,  and,  after  much  noisy 
profanity  and  jokes,  approached  the  bar  and  ordered  liquors.  Amid 
the  tinkling  of  glasses  and  the  gurgling  of  decanters,  they  kept  up  their 
loud  talking,  telling  rough  stories  and  embellished  falsehoods,  bet¥reen 
whifis  of  smoke  and  the  general  tipplings. 

*  Well,  now,  I  guess  I  *ve  got  the  easiest  way  of  any  of  you  to  raise 
fifty  dollars  or  so,  when  I  want  it,*  said  a  heavy  voice  among  them, 
that  was  well  matched  to  a  shaggy  black  beard,  and  sharp  black  eyes 
under  a  lowering  forehead. 

'  How 's  that  'I '  exclaimed  two  or  three. 

'  Well,  you  see,  there  was  a  chap)  a  number  of  years  ago,  stole  a 
horse  from  my  father.  He  was  rather  a  likely  young  fellow,  and  the 
old  man  thought  it  was  rather  hard  to  brand  liim  in  the  forehead  —  the 
law  let  them  do  that  in  those  days  —  and  so  he  agreed  to  let  him  go,  if 
he  would  give  a  paper  to  pay  back  the  worth  of  the  horse  in  a  certain 
time,  or  when  he  was  able.  When  the  old  man  died,  I  found  this  note 
among  his  papers,  and  put  it  aside,  for  I  didn't  know  what  to  make  out 
of  it.  But  I  was  in  at  old  Gilder's  shop  the  other  day,  and  he  got 
a-talking  and  told  me  how  he  had  a  paper  from  the  same  fellow  —  for 
the  chap  stole  jewelry  fcom  him  —  and  how  he  had  seen  him  twice 
since,  and  both  times  had  got  money  and  other  things  from  him.  Now, 
you  see,  when  I  am  in  a  strait,  I  am  going  to  take  this  paper  and  start 
off  down-east,  where  this  James  Atwood  is  —  that  *s  his  name  —  and 
I  'm  just  going  to  draw  the  money  out  of  him.' 

All  the  bar-room  had  been  listening  to  this  story ;  but  there  was  one 
man  by  the  fire  that  might  have  been  seen  to  start  at  the  name,  and 
lean  forward  to  catch  the  remainder.  Soon  after,  the  bar-room  ^^as 
dark  and  quiet,  and  the  fire  flickering  out  of  the  ashes  to  sho^iv  an 
empty  room. 

The  next  day,  a  neighbor  of  James  Atwood's  was  travelling  home* 
ward,  with  the  news  of  the  man's  dishonesty  itching  at  his  tongue's 
end. 

In  all  the  village  where  James  Atwood  lived,  on  the  next  morning 
after  this  man's  arrival,  men  were  gathering  in  knots  and  talking 
close  together  at  the  comers,  young  children  were  stealing  to  school, 
half  in  a  tremor,  staring  at  the  passers-by  with  deep,  awe-fitruck  faces  ; 
old  wives  and  maids  were  heaving  long,  unfathomable  sighs,  and  lifting 
earnest  eyes  to  heaven  in  the  cottages.  James  Atwood's  store  was  ahiit 
up,  and  people  looked  at  it  as  if  it  were  a  haunted  dwelling.      The 
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dooTS  were  all.  closed  down  at  James  Atwood's  white  cottage,  and  in 
the  son-light  that  lay  warm  ahont  the  door  no  children  were  playing. 
The  woodhine  hung  heavy  and  solemn  over  the  entrance. 

That  same  night,  in  tiie  shadows,  a  form  might  have  heen  seen 
gliding  out  of  the  town,  and  in  the  morning,  a  'indow's  weeping  and 
lamentations  amid  her  orphans  was  heard  in  James  Atwood's  cottage. 

The  father  had  fled,  like  Cain,  from  the  presence  of  his  sin. 

The  old  jeweler  who  told  this  story  through  the  tremhling  lips  of 
nerveless  old  age,  said :  '  My  heart  is  heavy  to  this  day,  when  I  think 
how  much  I  had  to  do  with  making  that  fatherless  family ! '  Leave 
him  with  the  apologies  of  a  misconceived  rule  of  right,  and  the  self- 
interest  that  trade  generates,  and  turn  to  the  moral. 

MORAL. 

Amono  the  punishments  of  the  Sjpaniih  inquisition,  one  was  to  con- 
fine the  victim  in  a  narrow  cell,  from  the  roof  of  which  fell  every 
moment  a  drop  of  water,  that  the  tenant  in  vain  twisted  and  writhed 
to  escape ;  it  came  upon  him  sure  as  fate,  each  time  like  a  glohule  of 
hot  burning  lead.  The  terrible  invention  of  Bjome's  vengeance  on  her 
heretics,  is  no  too  over-wrought  a  symbol  of  the  certain  fall  of  His 
wrath,  whose  messenger  the  Greeks  called  Nemesis.  s. 


THE        HOUR       OF        EVE. 

Sweet,  oh  1  sweet  is  the  early  Mom, 

"Wlien  darkness  and  day-light  meet, 
Ere  light  has  come,  ere  darkness  gone, 

OhI  thentissweet,  'tis  sweet! 
When  the  birds  troll  forth  their  hymn?  of  joy, 

And  the  bright  dew  decks  the  la^n, 
And  the  flow'rs  Idas  the  breeze  fH  it  saunters  by 

In  the  gentle  hour  of  morn. 

And  lovely  it  is,  the  che«^ul  Day, 

When  the  noon-tide  sun  shines  down 
On  the  busy  world  fA  it  rolls  away, 

On  ocean,  on  l^est,  and  town ; 
When  all  man^^ad  are  awake  and  abroad, 

Joyous,  ai»d  happy,  and  gay ; 
Jogging  together  o'er  life's  long  road, 

In  tke  glorious  light  of  day. 

Pat  sweeter  than  all,  and  lovelier  far, 

Is  the  hour  of  Eye  serene  1 
When  the  lights  of  Heaven  troop,  star  by  star, 

Around  their  radiant  queen : 
While  she,  fair  Moon,  fitnn  there  on  high, 

Seems  (in  our  soul?)  to  say, 
•  Come,  oh  I  come  to  my  quiet  sky, 

iVom  earth  and  fh>m  care  away  t ' 
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A   sk;btc5   FRo^   kemoby. 


OuB.  noble  Bhijp  avung  lazily  at  her  anchor  in  a  quiet  bay  on  the 
coast  of  Peru.  There  wa3  notmng  about  ub  of  peculiar  interest  to  a 
casual  observer.  A  laige  open  bay  in  which  our  gallant  craft  floated 
in  magnificent  solitude  ;  on  the  beach,  about  half  a  mile  from  us,  a 
small  town,  the  most  conspicuous  points  of  which  from  our  position 
were  a  few  red-tiled  roofs  (most  of  the  roofs  were  thatched)  and  the 
solitary  church-steeple.  A  short  distance  back  from  the  beach  cUfis 
suddenly  arose  to  the  height  of  about  two  hundred  feet,  aad.  extended 
in  one  long  unbroken  line,  like  a  horizon  of  stone,  &r  miles  along  the 
bay.  The  sea  presented  one  broad  expanse  d*  bvely  blue,  unbrok^  by 
island,  reef,  rock,  or  bar :  the  land,  a  ary»  moootonbus,  parched  appear^ 
ance,  without  one  redeeming  patch  of  g^en.  But  yet,  as  I  half  reclined 
in  the  bridle-port,  ei\joying  the  flaror  of  my  after-breakfast  segar,  as 
well  as  the  cool  breeze  which,  though  it  was  winter  with  us,  (Phcebus 
having  driven  his  flaming  chariot  as  far  away  to  the  north  as  his  bounds 
would  permit,)  was  most  grateful  to  my  northern  frame,  and  gazed 
dreamily  down  into  the  bosom  of  Ocean,  as  if  to  spell  out  some  of  its 
hidden  secrets,  the  scene  had  an  efiect  upon  my  imagination  far  beyond 
what  the  dull  reality  might  seem  to  warrant. 

To  the  west  spread  the  vast  bosom  of  the  Pacifier ;  and  as  my  gaze 
melted  away  in  the  distant  ocean  my  mind  sped  on  until  it  rested  among 
those  lovely  isles,  the  gems  in  that  magnificent  zone  of  waters.  Aro- 
matic breezes  fanned  my  seBses  as,  reclining  on  the  flowery  banks 
beneath  the  lovely,  stately  groves  of  ooooa-nut  and  palm,  I  listened 
to  the  music  of  babblih^  rivmets  mingled  with  the  gay  laugh  of  dusky 
bathers,  and  feasted  my  ejes  on  the  thousand  beauties  which  bounteous 
nature  had  so  liberally  scattered*  firom  the  suif-washed  coral  and  shelly 
beach,  up  to  the  awe-compellini^  mountain-summit,  from  whose  cavern- 
ous throat  in  ages  gone  by  death  mud  destruction  rolled  upon  the  lovely 
valleys  below. 

But,  half-awakening  from  this  dream,  a  change  in  my  position  brought 
the  hard,  sterile  outlines  of  the  shore  be&SQ  my  eyes  -^  tor  the  moment, 
barren  no  more  to  me.  'T  was  the  Inca's  stq,  that  warmed  me.  I  saw 
troops  of  Indians,  in  their  dresses  of  cotton  gaudily  stained  with  the 
life-blood  of  a  curious  little  shell-fish,  which,  though  caught '  under  the 
line/  formed  one  of  the  articles  of  trade  throughout  this  vast  entire ; 
{he  inhabitants  of  which,  albeit  ignorant  and  ifmocetd  of  the  policy 
and  politics  of  Europe,  and  in  consequence  called,  forsooth,  barbarians, 
presented  a  picture  of  a  happy  people,  whose  industry  surrounded  them 
with  the  comforts  and  many  of  the  elegancies  of  life,  procured  oflen  in 
the  teeth  of  an  obstinate  nature.  And  of  a  government  beneficent  and 
just,  than  which  none  other  has  cared  so  deeply  for  the  rights  of  the 
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aged,  the  orpbait,  afid  tbe  widow.  I  sow  the  plainB  coTered  with  war- 
mg  eiopB,  watexed  6xxxk  ttreaniB  which  Nature  had  placed  leagues 
sway,  but  which  the  intelligettce  and  industry  of  the  Indian  had  brought 
to  his  doors.  Bat  soon  come  the  propagators  of  Christianity  and  civiliza- 
^icftt,  the  eit>Bsinonehuid,1he8Wordin^  other ;  the  Grospel  on  their  lips, 
avarice  in  th^  hearts.  Then  followed  a  scene  of  min,  war,  and  blood- 
shed. As  the  smoke  and  dnst  passed  away  and  the  red  surges  of  war 
snbeided,  I  discerned  again  the  poor  Indian,  living,  but  no  longer  happy 
and  firee  ;  laboring,  but  in  the  fields  of  his  master.  I  saw  the  stem 
Qsorper  heaping  up  gold  and  crimes.  I  saw  the  galleons  of  the  old 
world,  richly  freighted  wi^  the  treasures  of  the  new,  parting  the  wares 
majestically  on  &eir  homeward  course.  The  vesper-bell  chimed  in  a 
thousand  valleys,  and  the  poor  Indian  knelt,  a  Christian  ;  of  course,  in 
that  one  act  a  thoasand  times  repaid  for  the  loss  of  fortune,  country, 
friends,  and  self.  But  as  I  gazed  upon  his  duU  and  stony  eye,  and  noted 
the  abjectnesB  of  his  figure,  I  doubted  if  the  change  had  been  for  the 
better ;  I  doubted  if  the  knowledge  that  with  hand  and  knee  he.  must 
perform  a  certain  part  was  sufiicient  to  compensate  him  for  all  his 
losses.  But  ere  long  I  saw  the  avenger  coming.  This  accumulation 
of  ill-gotten  wealth  whetted  the  appetites  of  less  fortunate  adventurers, 
whe  often  tore  from  their  grasp  their  coveted  treasures.  I  saw  the  gal- 
leons of  the  oppressors  captured,  rifled,  and  sunk  by  their  vulture  foes ; 
their  towns  buAied  and  churches  plundered.  The  very  spot  where  then 
I  dreamed  had  been  thus  visited :  the  inhabitants  were  employed  in 
their  devotions ;  their  foes  arrived  and  landed  ;  they  were  driven  to  the 
moantasns,  and  the  town  was  sacked. 

I  vras  interrupted  in  my  reverie  by  the  arrival  of  a  mess-mate,  who 
eaifed  back  my  thoughts  to  the  present.  He  proposed  that  I  should 
aeeompany  him  and  two  or  three  others  on  an  excursion  to  a  neighbor- 
ing village  to  be  seen  at  the  distance  of  about  ten  miles  on  the  other 
side  of  the  bay.  We  knew  not  what  beauties  might  be  concealed  vrithin 
its  walls,  and  he  proposed  that  we  should  enlighten  ourselves  thereon  ; 
beside  this,  we  might  have  a  pleasant  sail  there  and  back,  which  would 
help  while  away  the  day.  Li  addition  to  these  reasons  he  adduced 
others  of  a  more  casual  nature,  to  wit :  that  as  the  markets  in  our  vici- 
nity were  not  oveiHifeocked,  we  might  be  enabled  to  replenish  our  larder 
by  a  foray  upon  our  more  distant  neighbors.  As  my  duties  did  not 
occupy  me  for  that  day,  I  incontinently  acceded  to  his  proposition. 

It  vras  not  long  before  the  boatswain's  mate's  pipe  was  heard  calling 
away  the  *  second  launch,'  followed  by  his  voice  hastening  the  laggards. 
As  we  expected  a  '  soldier's  wind,'  we  took  but  half  a  dozen  men  with 
08^  and  were  soon  g^dii^  away  firom  our  noble  craft,  with  its  frowning 
tieis  of  gtms,  upon  our  oourBe.  The  wind  was  light,  and  we  fanned 
larily  along ;  Imt  we  YaA  the  day  before  us,  and  a  stock  of  eegais  (to 
si9no€hingofthebeverage*whichcheers,'butoft'inebriates')  onboard, 
so,  each  armed  with  one  between  his  teeth,  we  flung  care  to  the  dogs, 
and  determined  to  hdst  in  as  much  comfort  as  posnble.  We  chatted 
rf  home  and  friends ;  of  our  cruise,  and  wondered  when  it  would  ter- 
minafte ;  of  pic^ities,  of  course,  or  we  would  not  have  been  true  Ameri- 
cans, how  little  soever  we  might  be  perBonally  interested  in  them ;  of 
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the  surrounding  country ;  and,  in  short,  of  every  thing  of  jest  or  earnest 
that  first  entered  our  heads.  And  thus  we  glided  on  past  those  steep, 
monotonous  clifis  until,  almost  before  we  were  aware,  we  neared  our 
place  of  destination.  We  ran  on  till  just  outside  the  surf  we  dropped 
our  anchor.  How,  now,  are  we  to  reach  the  shore  ?  No  boat  is  to  be 
seen  along  the  sand.  Two  or  three  of  the  natives,  half-breed  Indians, 
are  busy  transporting  some  rough  logs  down  to  the  beach.  What  men 
of  giant  strengUi  must  they  be !  They  take  a  log  twenty  feet  in  length 
and  one  in  diameter  in  their  arms  and  carry  it  with  ease.  Four  or  five 
of  these  logs  are  laid  abreast  of  each  other  and  secured  together  with 
rough  grass  rope  ;  a  little  platform  laid  across  the  middle ;  one  shove 
from  a  couple  of  men,  who  then  jump  from  the  water  to  the  logs,  each 
one  with  a  pole  in  his  hand,  and  in  a  few  moments  the  '  balsa,'  light  as 
a  cork  though  ungainly  in  form,  is  gallantly  breasting  the  surf 

This  impromptu  ferry-boat  was  soon  along-side,  and  ailer  having  (with 
the  assistance  of  a  very  small  stock  of  impure  Gastilian)  settled  with 
our  dusky  Charons  (who  knows,  they  may  have  been  lineal  descendants 
of  the  children  of  the  sun  1)  we,  wi^  sonie  perturbation  be  it  confessed, 
mounted  the  little  platform  erected  for  our  accommodation  a  few  inches 
above  the  surface  of  the  balsa.  Our  boatmen,  by  means  of  their  long 
poles,  impelled  us  swiftly  toward  the  shore ;  the  end  of  a  rope  used  in 
securing  the  logs  steadied  us  sufficiently  to  retain  our  footing  as,  like  a 
dancing  feather  in  lightness,  we  shot  over  the  surf.  As  we  neared  the 
beach  the  men  sprung  over-board,  and  seizing  the  balsa  ran  the  ends  of 
the  logs  well  on  the  sands,  so  that  we  could  walk  dry-shod  on  shore. 
Halting  for  a  few  moments,  we  saw  our  boatmen  cast  adrift  their  rope 
fastemngs  and  drag  the  logs  upon  the  beach.  The  balsa  of  the  present 
day  is  no  improvement  on  the  vessel  of  the  same  kind  used  in  the  time 
of  the  Incas.  In  fact,  no  improvement  can  be  made.  For  cheapness 
and  facility  of  construction  nothing  of  the  kind  can  equal  them.  For 
buoyancy,  also,  they  are  remarkable  ;  the  wood  of  which  they  are  made 
called  the  *  balsa  *  wood,  being  the  lightest  known.  The  Indians  used 
to  pass  from  one  end  of  the  coast  to  the  other  on  them  in  carrying  on 
their  traffic  with  the  different  provinces.  They  are  burthenaome,  sail 
quite  well,  and  even  beat  to  windward  in  these  smooth  waters.  We 
then  shaped  our  course  inland  over  the  sands  until,  after  wading  in  this  . 
tiresome  manner  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  we  entered  the  precincts  of  the 
little  town  of  Golan. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  we  were  now  enabled  to  carry 
our  forms  erect  over  a  soUd  pavement  of  stone  or  brick,  sheltered  from 
the  burning  rays  of  a  tropical  sun  by  the  umbrageous  shade  of  trees,  or 
of  the  more  homely  awning,  the  produce  of  the  cunning  hands  of  man. 
No ;  we  were  evidently  not  among  the  descendants  of  the  bustling, 
progressive  Saxon.  The  spaces  left  in  towns  between  the  rows  of 
houses  for  the  accommodation  of  man  and  beast,  conmionly  denominated 
streets,  were  here  left  as  dame  Nature  had  made  them,  ankle-deep  in 
sand.  The  houses  were  principallv  formed  of  bamboos  forced  in  the 
sand,  secured  together  wilh  strips  of  hide,  and  the  interstices  filled  up 
with  mud  and  sticks.  In  height  they  were  seldom  over  one  story,  and 
the  roo&  were  thatched.     Shops  there  appeared  to  be  none,  with  the 
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exception  of  three  or  fonr  tiiat  had  a  bunch  of  withered  twigs  over  the 
door,  the  usual  sign  in  Spanish  countries  that  *  vine'  and  '  aguardiente' 
were  for  sale  there.  What  business  the  inhabitants  followed  for  a  live- 
lihood would  have  puzzled  more  acute  observers  than  ourselves,  and  we 
often  asked  each  o^r  the  question,  *  What  on  earth  do  these  people  do 
fiir  a  subsistence  ? '  With  the  exception  of  a  few  old  women  at  work 
weaving  ponchas,  every  one  seemed  idle,  lying  listlessly  about  on  the 
sand  or  swinging  in  grass-hammocks.  The  fleas  and  ourselves  were  the 
only  things  that  appeared  full  of  life.  I  have  often  noticed  this  fact  in 
my  wanderings,  that  wherever  the  fleas  were  most  active  the  men  were 
most  lazy.  I  have  looked  upon  this  circumstance  as  providential ;  for 
were  it  not  for  the  circulation  kept  up  by  these  minute  irritants,  I  fear 
the  human  bipeds  would,  soon,  firom  sheer  foigetiulness,  cease  to  exist. 
In  front  of  about  every  other  door  was  a  pet  game-cock,  secured  by  the 
leg  to  a  stake.  This  same  lazy  and  thriftless  disposition  seems  to  encou- 
rage blood-thirsty  and  cruel  natures ;  and  these  poor  game-cocks,  of 
themselves  gallant  and  jioble  birds,  are  kept  and  trained  by  their  indo- 
lent masters  that  they  may  slay  each  other  for  their  Sundays'  gratifica- 
tion. How  disgusting  this  to  an  enlightened,  say  nothing  of  a  Christ- 
ian mind  \ 

There  is  one  employment,  however,  which  Nature  has  forced  upon 
these  people,  namely,  the  procuring  of  fresh  water.  There  is  not  a 
drop  within  about  ten  miles :  and  as  it  never  rains  here,  cisterns  are  of 
course  out  of  the  question.  All  that  is  used,  therefore,  has  to  be  brought 
on  the  backs  of  donkeys.  It  is  this  want  of  water  which  gives  the 
country  so  barren  an  appearance ;  for  not  a  green  thing  is  to  be  found. 
What  induced  people  to  settle  here,  is  a  matter  of  wonderment ;  and 
the  cause  of  their  remaining,  if  it  be  not  laziness,  is  inexplicable.  We 
unanimously  concluded,  that  *in  all  our  goings  to  sea'  —  of  all  the 
places  we  had  ever  visited,  this  was  the  one  most  devoid  of  interest  and 
beauty.  This  sentiment  had  no  sooner  been  voted,  than  we  were  fain 
to  admit  our  precipitancy.  A  careless  glance  into  an  open  door-way 
before  which  we  were  passing,  was  suddenly  changed  into  an  earnest 
and  admiring  gaze.  The  advancing  muscles  were  checked,  as  if  the 
spell  of  some  necromancer  had  instantaneously  changed  them  to  stone. 

Just  within  the  door-way,  enchantingly  slumbering  among  the  meshes 
of  a  cool,  yielding  grass-hammock  suspended  a  foot  above  the  floor,  lay 
a  being  of  surpassing  loveliness.  Barely  fifteen  summers  in  this  torrid 
clime  had  sufficed  to  clothe  her  form  with  the  most  fascinating  graces 
of  the  woman,  without  depriving  it  of  the  fireshness  of  childhood.  The 
parted  lips,  like  two  jealous  roses  moist  with  the  freshness  of  early 
morning,  just  betrayed  the  even,  pearly  rows  which  Nature  had  placed 
to  guard  and  ornament  this  instrument,  made  to  discourse  naught  but 
notes  of  sweetness*  melody,  and  love.  'T  is  true,  the  fire  of  her  native 
sun,  unchecked  by  embowering  tree  or  spreading  vine,  had  shaded  her 
delicate  brow  and  cheek ;  but  it  had  not  impaired  the  exquisite  soft- 
ness of  her  skin,  and  to  the  eyes  of  some,  in  fact,  gave  an  idea  of  rich- 
ness which  imparted  an  additional  beauty.  One  foot,  with  the  tiny 
dipper  just  caught  on  its  extremity,  hung  carelessly  over  the  depressed 
ade  of  the  hammock,  sufficient  to  show  that  Nature  had  here  been 


290  A  Sketch  from  Memory,  [September, 

unsparing  of  her  gifts,  and  had  not  hesitated  untU  she  could  pronoimce 
the  work  perfect.  For  our  heating  hearts  and  throhhing  pulses  attested 
that  from  the  glorious  crown  of  dark-hrown  hraided  hair  to  the  tip  of 
her  enchanting,  seductire  little  slipper,  perfection  reigned.  But  sud- 
denly,  by  some  mesmeric  influence,  doubtless,  which  nearly  erery  one 
has  often  experienced,  the  long,  silken  lashes  rose — one  &^  of  those 
dark  eyes  conveyed  to  their  owner  the  knowledge  of  her  position,  and 
in  an  instant  she  had  gracefully  risen  to  her  feet,  (as  lightly  as  doth  the 
sea-bird  rise  from  its  rest  on  the  swell  of  a  crested  billow,)  the  flush 
on  her  mellow  cheek  and  sparkle  in  her  eye  acknowledging  her  appre^ 

ciation  of  our  silent  homage.     'Ah!'  said  I  to  W ,  *the  w^Yi  is 

broken ;  I  breathe  again  ! ' 

'Aye,'  answered  he,  '  but  be  careful,  or  you  '11  And  that  the  spell  has 
been  broken  physically,  to  be  bound  only  the  more  closely  m^itally ; 
that  your  limbs  have  been  set  free,  only  to  enchain  your  heart ! ' 

By  this  time,  we  were  within  the  threshold.  I  had  suddenly  formed 
a  desire  to  smoke,  and  it  was  requisite  to  have  the  wherewith  to  light 
my  segar.  So,  pulling  one  from  my  case,  with  the  most  complimentary 
Spanish  I  could  muster,  I  asked  the  senorita  for  un  poco  de  fuego. 
As  she  kindly  hastened  to  oblige  me, '  Hang  it ! '  said  I  to  Ghaxley, 
*  how  provolang  that  I  cannot  express  myself  fluently  to  this  divine 
creature !  I  have  but  one  consolation  :  that  you  are  equally  unablfl  to 
address  her.' 

'  Humph ! '  said  Charley, '  I  think  it  is  truly  fortunate  that  your 
acquirements  in  Spanish  axe  so  limited ;  else  I  fear  you  would  purchase 
yourself  a  grass-hammock,  a  game-chicken  and  a  poncha,  and*  settle 
down  here  as  a  family-man,  imder  the  lee  of  one  of  these  sand-hills.' 

*  Wretch ! '  I  muttered  —  but  she  had  returned,  and  be&re  her  sunny 
smile  my  vexation  at  Charley's  banter  vanished,  as  a  cloud  which 
momenti^^  obscures  the  sun. 

After  toymg  with  time  to  the  utmost  in  lighting  my  cigar,  I  told  her 
that  as  I  was  a  foreigner,  I  begged  she  would  excuse  any  seeming  want 
of  courtesy ;  that,  could  my  lips  compass  the  depths  of  her  sweet  lan- 
guage, it  would  be  insuflicient  to  express  the  feelings  of  my  heart.  As 
she  was  blushingly  hesitating  for  an  answer,  (the  mantling  flush  rising 
to  her  cheek  ere  the  words  could  reach  her  lips,  as  the  pale  beams  of 
the  moon  first  mellow  the  darkness  of  night,  ere  she  herself  in  queenly 
majesty  rises  above  the  horizon,)  we  were  most  unpleasantly  interrupted 
by  a  new  arrival.  The  startled  expression  of  the  young  girl,  'Mi  Tia  / ' 
at  once  explained  the  relationship  of  the  new*comer ;  whose  piercing 
eyes,  and  wrinkled  face,  unsoftened  by  a  single  gleam  of  kindness  of 
heart,  the  very  quintessence  of  acerbity,  was  a  certain  index  of  her 
disposition.  In  a  sharp  manner  she  asked  us,  *  What  is  your  business, 
gentlemen  ? '  I  told  her  as  simply  as  possible,  that  we  had  desired  but 
to  light  our  segars,  and  o^red  a  'puro '  for  her  acceptance.  She  took 
it,  slightly  mollified ;  but  as  I  glanced  around,  I  found  to  my  despair, 
that  my  fair  enchantress  had  fled,  and  here  had  this  old  hag  taken  her 
place !  So  fair  visions  and  foul  night-mares  chase  each  other  through 
our  minds,  when  Sleep  holds  empire  over  us !  So,  for  a  moment,  in  tibe 
ocean,  you  view  with  delight  the  graceful,  brilliant  dolphin ;  one  dart. 
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he  has  Tanidied ;  and  Us  place  8ajy[died  by  the  pirate  shaik,  faimgiy 
after  his  prey. 

I  tamed,  as  in  &  dteam,  and  ahnoBt  nncontKdously  followed  en  with 
my  hand  on  Ghailey^s  arm.  ¥he  temsrks  of  my  companions  were 
mmoticed.  '  Fair  Vision ! '  I  apostrophidsed, '  with  what  an  intoxicating 
eftct  faaTO  ycm  hnnt  upon  my  'wildered  sendee!  'Whence  came  you ? 
Who  are  yon?  I  know  not  the  name  that  the  holy  father  prononnced 
at  your  haptism,  80  I  will  name  yon 'JIfi  ^ma  * — mvaonl  —  for  there 
yon  have  indelibly  impressed  your  image ;  like  Ute  reflection  of  the  rock 
in  the  nmrored  waters  beneam,  it  is  always  there.  Other  causes  may 
ruffle  the  sm&ce  and  cause  the  image  to  disappear  for  a  moment,  but 
it  is  only  hidden  in  the  depths ;  the  first  still  intenral,  and  it  reappears 
in  all  its  calm  and  holy  beauty.  *Mi  Alma!  *  I  will  think  of  you  by 
tiiat  name ;  I  will  implore  and  supplicate  you  in  my  dreams  by  that 
name  ;  I  will  pray  for  you  by  that  name !  I  leave  to  those  rude  peo- 
ple by  whom  die  may  be  summnded,  her  every-day  name ;  that  will 
do  for  her  every-day  friends,  in  CTcry-day  life ;  but  to  me,  she  is  ^Mi 
Almaf  *  No  one  knows  her  b^  that  name,  and  with  it  I  will  ever 
reeall  her  image  to  my  imagination.  Vlhat  if  we  never  meet  again  f 
I  have  seen  her  once,  and  that  once  is  to  me  for  ever !  Henceforth  I 
will  dote  upon  her  memory,  and  ravish  my  soul  with  the  remembrance 
of  her  channs.  Does  Nature  fill  my  mind  with  beauty  ?  that  beauty 
will  take  her  form.  Does  the  soft  murmuring  of  the  forest  entrance 
me  with  melody  ?  't  is  because  in  it  I  hear  the  music  of  her  voice.  In 
the  stillness  of  the  night-watch  at  sea,  do  the  stars  seem  fraught  with 
intelligence,  and  do  I  in  answering  to  their  sympathiadng  regards  hold 
silent  converse  with  them  ?  't  is  because  in  them  I  feel  ?ier  pitying 
dance.  Do  odoriferous  groves  of  roses  and  hyacinths,  with  creeping 
booeysackle,  overpower  my  senses  ?  't  is  because  in  imagination,  my 
head  pillowed  on  her  bosom,  her  sweet  breath  fans  my  heated  brow, 
and  I  languish  with  delight.  I  veiU  seek  the  lonely  places  aloft,  at 
sea,  and  watch  ihe  clouds  weaving  mystic  garlands  round  thy  name  I 
On  shore,  I  will  wander  far  bom  the  filthy  traffic  of  men,  and  lay  me 
down  upon  the  beach  where  the  mysterious  element  gently  washes  the 
sands,  for  there  I  will  hear  the  spint  of  the  wave  softly  whispering  thy 
name,  'JMS  Alma\'  * 

Here  a  hearty  slap  on  the  shoulder  interrupted  my  rhapsodies,  and 
Charley  burst  in  with : 

'Avast  there,  mess-mate !  won't  that  kind  spirit  be  sufficiently  oblig- 
ing to  whisper  the  aunfs  name,  occasionally  f ' 

I  was  thunderstruck ;  in  my  absent  mindedness,  I  had  been  dreaming 
aloud/  Fortunately,  we  had  sauntered  on  alone,  and  no  one  else  had 
heard  me.   Be&re  I  could  express  my  vexation,  he  interrupted  me  with : 

•  Why,  old  fellow,  I  would  not  have  believed  that  a  man  who  had 
been  knocking  about  the  world  for  the  last  dozgn  years,  as  you  have 
done,  should  have  such  soft,  romantic  spots  left  in  his  heart ! ' 

'  I  don't  see,'  said  1,  *  why,  because  one  has  travelled  far  and  seen 
much,  be  should  look  upon  mountains  and  valle3rs  merely  as  so  much 
earth ;  regard  the  heaving  ocean  simply  as  a  vast  expanse  of  water ; 
or,  still  less,  glance  carelessly  and  unmoved  upon  the  graceftd  form  and 
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features  of  a  lovely  woman,  the  ciowning  glory  to  the  heautiM  in  crea- 
tion. Why  should  we  depopulate  the  woods  and  glens,  the  seas,  heavens, 
and  winding  rivulets  of  the  fancied  creatures  of  our  imaginations,  and 
look  upon  all  hut  as  so  much  earth,  air,  wood,  and  water,  formed  of 
such  and  such  component  parts  ?  Still  less,  why  should  we  divest  each 
fair  heing  that  we  meet,  of  that  mantle  of  womanly  virtues  of  which 
her  face  may  he  the  index  ?  Hang  this  spirit  of  materialism  I  say  I : 
I  '11  none  of  it !  There  is  already  ahout  us  too  much  of  this  matter-of- 
fact,  plodding,  reducing-things-to-first-principles  sort  of  life.' 

'  Perhaps  so  ;  hut  think  you  that  while  you  are  dreaming,  there  is 
no  danger  that  you  may  neglect  some  of  the  important  duties  of  life,  or 
that  you  may  hecome  unfitted  for  its  rough  hufietings  and  stem 
realities  ? ' 

•  I  hope  not,  Charley ;  I  have  never  yet  heen  so  carried  awajT  hy  my 
meditations,  as  not  to  '  rise  tacks  and  sheets'  at  the  proper  time.  I 
don't  allow  myself  to  be  fancy-smitten  until  I  have  time  to  spare  ;  and 
to  prove  it  to  you,  I  '11  bet  you  I  '11  heat  the  launch '  (which,  hy  the  by, 
had  preceded  us  on  our  trip)  '  back  to  the  ship.' 

It  was  amusing  to  see  the  sailors  beating  down  over  the  sand :  one 
with  a  load  of  onions,  another  a  basket  of  eggs ;  one  poor  fellow 
bothered  with  a  vigorous  turkey  under  each  arm,  each  napping  his 
wings  lustily,  reminding  us  of  '  Barney's  brig,'  caught  in  a  squall  *  with 
both  main-tacks  aboard ' ;  and  others  again,  with  bunches  of  chickens, 
all  cracking  their  jokes  upon  each  other,  and  full  of  fim  as  the  ship's 
pet  pig  afler  the  pipe  to  dinner. 

Both  boats  were  soon  under  way,  but  the  wind  was  light  and  baffling, 
being  the  interval  between  the  land  and  sea-breezes.  The  launch 
stretched  away  outside,  while  we  kept  in  under  the  land ;  in  consequence, 
when  the  land-breeze  set  in  as  evening  fell,  we  caught  it  first,  and  were 
enabled  to  run  our  course  with  an  easy  sheet,  while  the  launch,  when 
she  got  it,  was  so  far  to  leeward  as  to  be  obliged  to  beat.  We  soon 
had  as  much  wind  as  we  wanted  ;  and  our  boat,  which  was  large  and 
schooner-rigged,  flew  through  the  flashing  water  as  I  held  back  on  the 
weather-helm,  dashing  onwatd  toward  the  Southern  Cross,  which 
gleamed,  placid  and  beautiful,  ahead. 

It  was  not  long  before  we  moimted  the  side  of  our  floating  home, 
and  descended  to  refresh  ourselves  in  our  quarters,  and  recount  to  our 
mess-mates  the  events  of  our  cruise.  The  launch  did  not  arrive  till 
long  after  us ;  and  without  waiting  her  return,  I  retired  to  my  lonely 
berth  to  rest,  and  in  my  dreams  again  to  enjoy  the  blissfiil  companion- 
ship of  *Mi  Alma,' 
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All  night  we  itood  beside  his  bed ; 

All  night,  with  bYokeftelgh^ 
We  sadly  tomed  his  aching  head. 

And  wished  the  morn  would  rise. 

His  ttttie  hand^  so  thin  and  pale, 
His  ejes,  half-oloeed  with  pain ; 

Wlthont,  the  walling  antnmn-gale, 
And  cold  NoTember  rain : 


The  great  trees  rocMng  In  the  blast: 

Ahl  soon  it  an  was  o>r; 
The  little  heart  that  beat  so  ftst 

Could  beat  for  as  no  more. 

For  exe  the  mom  its  beams  had  lent; 

Upon  his  little  hand 
He  udd  his  cheek,  and  softly  went 

Into  the  better  land.  h.  w.  b. 
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NoKTR-AnBicAir  Rcmw  for  the  July  Quarter.    Boston :  Cbosbt,  Nichols  akd  Com- 
PAKT.    New- York:  C.  S.  Francis  axd  Compaxt. 

We  shall  donbtless  be  considered  as  somewhat '  late  in  the  day  *  with  our 
notice  of  the  corrent  number  of  our  venerable  Quarterly;  but  Uie  explana- 
tion is  a  Teiy  simple  one;  the  notice  was  crowded  out  of  our  last  number. 
The  articles,  including  the  usual  cluster  of  briefer  *  Critical  Notices/  are 
twelre  in  number,  and  are  upon  the  following  subjects :  Mr.  Bellows'  Ser- 
mon on  'The  Moral  Significance  of  the  Crystal  Palace; '  Whittieb's  Writ- 
ings in  Prose  and  Verse ;  '  Records  of  the  Governor  and  Company  of  Mas- 
sachusetts Bay  in  New-England;'  'American  Hospitals  for  the  Insane;' 
'The  Works  of  Joseph  Addison;  '  'A  History  of  the  Island  of  Cuba,  its 
present  Social,  Political,  and  Domestic  Condition ;  also  its  Relation  to  Eng- 
land and  the  United  States ; '  'Rooet's  Thesaurus  of  English  Words ; "  The 
Chinese  Rebellion;'  •Mabtoieau's  Translation  of  Comte's  Philosophy;' 
'Annual  of  Scientific  Discovery,  or  Year-Book  of  Facts  in  Science  and  Art, 
for  1854;'  and  'The  Literature  of  Youth;'  with  twenty  brief  'Critical 
Notices '  of  recent  publications.  The  review  of  Dr.  Bellows'  Address  upon 
the  theme  of  the  Crystal  Palace  has  very  little  to  do  with  that  eloquent  pro- 
duction, but  is  rather  an  essay,  in  itself  apart,  although  upon  a  cognate 
theme.  It  is  admirably  written,  as  the  subjoined  passage  (illustrating  the 
point  that  the  artificially  disclosed  qualities  of  matter  have  an  equal,  fi^- 
quently  a  higher,  utility  and  charm,  than  the  materials  in  a  natural  condi- 
tion) will  soffidently  attest : 

'  Thb  parement  on  which  we  tread  was  jxirt  of  a  shapeless  mass  of  stone,  cropping 
OQt  Cram  Bome  hill-side.  As  one  featore  oi  a  pioiuresqne  soene,  breaking  np  the  mono- 
tonr  of  smoothly-sloping  ground,  contrasting  its  solidity-  with  the  lieht  grace  of  tree 
ana  stream,  ana  its  neaiml  color  with  the  unvaried  g^reen  arouna,  it  would  have 
reminded  us  of  the  Maxbr's  wisdom.  New,  clearer  sups  of  his  forethought  are 
revealed,  however,  when  the  rock  is  quarried,  and  we  find  that  by  the  forces  in  opera- 
tioD  many  ages  smoe,  the  stone  was  cleft  into  thin,  smooth  plates^  and  eren  cut  by 
Natare  into  perfect  paralielomms.  We  pause  before  a  suburban  villa.  The  wood  of 
which  the  house  is  composea  was  beautiiul  and  serriceable  in  its  native  state.  Not  to 
menticHi  the  Tital  necessity  of  its  chemical  influence,  a  tree  is  a  manrel  of  strength  and 
graoe;  it  is  a  senrant  of  man.  patiently  standing  and  holding  out  its  living  baskets  of 
trait,  and  holding  up  its  regal  canopy;  it  is  a  palace  of  the  birds,  domed,  windowed. 


294  lAterary  Notices,  [September, 

and  draperied,  for  their  abode.  Bat  the  trees  hare  hidden  capabilitieB  for  haman  habi- 
tations J  they  can  be  cat  into  shining  smoothness,  pat  together  into  combined  strength, 
canred  mto  ornamental  shapes,  the  whole  process  resulting  in  an  artificial  growth^  more 
varied  and  useful,  and  equally  sjnmietrical.  In  thei  Gk)thic  order,  the  cunring  Imes  of 
native  beauty  are  preserved ;  in  other  stvles,  the  rectangular  form,  with  its  severer 
moral  significance,  is  substituted.  And  the  compactness  and  fine  texture  of  the  tree 
are  more  evident  now  that  it  is  transformed;  the  rough-bound  book  is  opened;  we 
read  its  fair  pages,  and  wonder  that  Nature  has  helped  us  to  build  our  roomy  homes 
out  of  mere  gases  and  liquids.  The  firail  tenement,  when  completed  by  a  fitir  coating, 
which  is  m9&  from  gross  earths  and  ores,  and  mav  be  mixed  to  any  anade  which  the 
most  fastidious  fancy  may  choose,  seems  converted,  to  marble,  or  fineestone,  or  even  to 
a  huge  prism  of  gray  basalt,  or  an  opaque  crystal  of  yellow  tojMiz.  Nay,  its  connection 
with  the  gross  earth  is  cut  off,  and  its  terrestrial  nature  laid  aside;  it  is  associated  with 
the  heaven  of  home^  and  the  tall  column  and  casing  are  glorified  shapes,  when  con- 
trasted with  the  rough  body  of  a  tree,  rooted  in  the  ground.  And  the  same  pleasure, 
in  view  of  an  imagined  change  firom  a  lower  to  a  higher  stage  of  existence,  is  relt  when 
the  material  is  bnck  or  stone ;  the  inorganic  clay  or  rock  appears  to  be  gifted  with 
life,  and  to  be  growing  up,  day  by  day,  into  form;  it  is  raised  m>m  dust  ana  darkness, 
to  enjoy  a  limited  immortality  in  the  sun-light. 

'  Tnere  are  sermons  in  stone  buildings,  books  in  bricks,  and  good  in  every  thing. 
All  needful  transfigurations  of  substance  are  but  little  lower  than  angelic  And 
although  it  be  a  change  to  less  external  beauty,  yet  the  higher  human  purpose  served 
lends  a  higher  beauty ;  so  that  an  unsightly  telegraph-pole  mav  be  more  noble  than 
the  tree  from  which  it  was  formed,  and  a  city  may  be  grander  tnaa  a  forest.  It  is  no 
new  sentiment  that  the  loveliness  of  a  landscape  is  less  than  that  of  the  human  virtues 
its  soil  may  nourish,  and  that  the  glory  of  the  sea  is  not  so  great  as  that  of  the  com- 
merce which  floats  upon  it  The  universe  is  not  simply  a  gulery  of  paintings  for  our 
diversion ;  it  is  a  great  school  of  design,  of  industry,  and  m  hohness,  for  the  develop- 
ment of  souls. 

'Evidently,  the  finid  combination  of  many  materials  in  a  finished  dwelling  entered 
into  the  ^n  of  creation ;  qualities  were  put  into  matter  for  this  precise  end  among 
others.  With  this  faith,  we  will  not  loiter  at  the  porch  of  the  villa,  but  enter  it  The 
door-lock  has  an  elasticity,  polish,  and  power  that  were  not  in  rough  ore,  and  were 
received  in  the  process  of  manufacture.  We  look,  perhaps,  through  a  hall-window, 
stained  with  gold-color,  and  behold  Nature  sublimated  to  fiury-land  or  the  luminous 
loveliness  of  Paradise ;  the  glacier's  mere  mechanic  art  has  secured 

*  *  Ths  light  that  never  was  on  tea  and  land. 
The  ooDsecration  and  the  poet's  dream.* 

Wc  tread  upon  a  carpet,  the  fibres  and  hues  whereof  were  once  interesting  as  the  cloth- 
ing of  sheep,  the  scarlet  of  cochineal  insects,  and  the  various  colors  of  chemical  pro- 
duction ;  nevertheless,  the  combining  of  these  in  a  fabric  of  feir  pattern  and  mossy 
Bur&ce,  to  be  pressed  by  the  sovereign  step  of  civilisation,  creates  for  the  humble  8al>- 
stances  a  beauty  as  royal  as  that  of  a  flowery  field,  and  a  dignity  as  great  as  that  of  a 
courtier's  mantle  spread  in  the  pathway  of  a  queen.  All  the  kmgdoms  of  nature,  the 
animal,  vegetable,  and  mineral,  lend  their  contributions  to  a  floor-carpet,  be  it  neither 
Wilton  nor  Axminster,  only  a  cheap  double-ply;  all  the  fairies  brought  their  gifts  in 
the  natal  hour  of  its  invention,  although  the  nag  of  ruinous  extrsvseance,  instead  of 
the  witch  of  good-fortune,  may  have  flung  her  shoe  after  it  The  wall  and  wall-paper 
were  originally  sand,  lime,  cotton,  and  earths ;  now,  mingled,  smoothed  to  a  surface  as 
delicate  as  the  lily's,  or  starred  with  constellated  patterns,  and  lit  with  reflected  sun- 
shine or  the  soft  light  of  lamps,  our  rooms  inolose  us  around  in  a  narrower  sky,  &ir  as  a 
white  veiled  heaven  suffused  with  moon-light' 

Had  we  but  space,  we  should  be  glad  to  follow  the  writer  throaghoat  his 
extended  catalogue  raiionne,  but  as  it  is,  we  most  refer  the  reader  to  his 
arguments  in  detail,  in  the  Review  itself. 

In  the  paper  upon  *  Wbither  and  his  Writings,*  justice  is  rendered  to 
that  *  strong-minded,'  forcible,  often  exquisitely  imaginaUTe,  and  at  all  times 
thoroughly  American  poet    We  quote  two  or  three  paragraphs : 

'  Thb  Quakerism  in  which  Wanrnn  was  reared,  and  which  he  has  always  professed, 
stands,  as  we  have  already  said,  in  strange  conflict  with  the  belligerent  tone  of  maay 
of  his  writingrs.  We  should  hardly  have  expected  so  rude  and  martial  a  strain  fimn 
the  quiet,  draiHsoated  professor  of  the  mild  tenets  of  his  sect  Perhaps  his  tone  is 
more  in  accordance  witn  the  spirit  of  the  early  fbunders  of  the  denomination  than  tiie 
comparatively  uninteresting  dulbiess  of  the  modem  type.    Of  late  years,  the  Qnaken 
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Imre  lost  tbeir  denre  lor  propaganduuoa.  and  hare  become  more  neeommodatiDg  and 
wuidljr-wiie.  Bat  in  early  timee,  no  sect  bad  co  lealoni  aitf  wide-awake  champient  aa  iba 
SodeU  of  Friends.  GioBoa  Fox,  Jamu  Natlib,  and  even  William  PjEinf  show  thai 
their  Qnakerism  had  not  wholly  snbdoed  their  combatiTe  tendencies.  •  •  •  We 
are  natorally  led,  from  the  consideration  of  our  anthor's  Qnakerism,  to  that  strone 
religious  ferror  which  is  manifested  in  ererj^  part  of  his  writings.  So  deeplj^-rooted  is 
it»  ud  apparently  so  blended  with  his  imaginatire  powers^  that  in  some  oi  his  produc- 
tions one  can  faudly  tell  which  predominalea.  His  veligiona  fiews  embrace  a  simple 
fiafli  in  the  Quaker  aoctrine  of  the  inward  lights  combined  with  an  intense  apprefaen* 
sion  of  the  brotherhood  of  man.  In  order  to  show  his  derotional  spirit  we  quote  tiie 
oonehiding  stana  of  '  The  Quaker  of  the  Olden  Time : ' 

**0  sran  of  ttat  «av1y  day. 

0o  parA,  and  ■tzoog,  ana  traol 
JBe  wkh  OS  In  the  narrow  way 

Our  fldtbftal  fttbeis  knew  I 
6iTe  strength  the  evil  to  forsake, 

The  cross  of  Troth  to  bear, 
And  love  and  rererend  fear  to  make 

Oar  dfltfty  Uvea  a  prayer !  * 

'The  poems  entitled  'Follsk/  'Questions  of  Life,'  'My  Soul  and  1/  and  others  of  a 
ihnilar  kind,  are  exquisite  in  their  delicacy  of  thought  and  expression,  and  show  a 
wrestling  with  some  of  the  gimrest  and  most  perplexing  questions  that  oome  under  the 
coDstderation  of  meditatire  minds. 

'  Whtribb  rarely  writes  without  being  so  impressed  with  some  strong  feeling,  that 
he  cannot  fidl  to  awaken  a  corresponding  emotion  in  his  reader.  Of  this  his  verses 
writtMk  in  memoir  of  his  iHends  Dear  witness.  We  would  refer  emphatically  to  the 
'lines  to  a  Friend  on  the  Death  of  his  Sister,'  and  to  the  perfect  poem  entitled  '  Gone.' 
For  the  same  reason,  he  writes  with  such  energy  as  not  to  give  himself  much  concern 
about  tfie  customary  ornaments  of  poetical  di^ion.  His  imagery,  when  he  introduces 
it,  comes  without  an  effort^  as  the  natural  accompaniment  of  ms  Terse,  ncTcr  obtruding 
itself  on  the  reader's  attention,  or  seeming  other  than  an  essential  part  of  the  whole. 

'  Tm  free  and  dexterous  nsc  of  proper  names  is  another  charaeteristie  of  our  poet 
With  an  affluence  of  these  his  extensiye  knowledge  supplies  him,  and  he  displays 
mioommon  skill  in  weaving  them  harmoniously  into  his  verse.  Even  the  long  sesqui- 
pedalian Indian  words  present  no  insuperable  difficulties.  There  is  something  strangely 
impressive  in  the  effect  of  the  introduction  of  a  melodious  or  sonorous  name,  particu* 
lariy  if  it  indicates  a  place  of  which  we  have  no  personal  knowledge.  The  imagination 
is  toucfaed  in  that  vague  and  mysterious  way  in  which  it  deli|^hts,  and  the  burden  is  put 
i^n  the  reader  of  supplying  the  requisite  beautvor  sublinuty  to  fill  out  the  sni>posed 
conception  of  the  author.  In  this  art  Milton  is  the  great  master,  and  he  bad  his  on* 
ginals  in  the  epic  poets  of  antiquity,  while  Goldsxite  famishes  a  rather  ludicrous 
instance  in  the  w^^mown  line, 

*  *0n  Tonie*B  cIUH,  or  Pambamaroa^s  sidei* 

the  locality  of  Pambamarca  never  having  been  precisely  ascertained.  In  'The  Bridal 
of  Pennacook,'  Whittibb,  describiog  the  Indian  marriage-feast^  gives  us  the  following 
tempting  bill-of-fare : 

*  •  Stbaks  of  the  brown  bear,  tkt  and  large, 

From  the  rocky  slopes  of  the  Kearsarge ; 

Delicate  tront  nmn  Babbooendc  brook. 

And  salmon  speaied  la  the  Contooeook ; 

' '  Sqohiela  wbich  fed  where  nnta  feU  thick. 
In  the  gniTelly  bed  of  the  Ottemlo ; 
And  sxnall  wild  bens,  in  reed-snares  caught, 
From  the  banks  of  Bondagardee  broagfat; 

* '  Pike  and  peroh  from  the  Snneook  taken, 
Nuts  from  the  treea  of  the  Black  HiUa  ahaken; 
Cranberries  picked  In  the  Sooamaeot  bog, 
And  grapes  from  the  vloea  oi  Plaoataqnog*" ' 

'  Of  WBirmn's  prose  style  we  have  already  spoken  at  some  length.  It  is  classical, 
vigorous,  and  never  dull,  with  a  vein  of  humor  running  through  iC  which  lacks  ff^fi- 
m,  and  seems  somewhat  inflexible  and  metallic.  We  subjoin,  as  fhvorable  specimens 
of  his  humor,  two  anecdotes  from -the  'Supematuralism  of  Kew-England ' : 

' '  Kearly  opposite  to  my  place  of  residence,  on  the  south  side  of  the  Merrimack, 
stands  a  house  which  has  long  had  a  bad  reputation  for  ghosts.    One  of  its  recent 


296  LUerary  Notices.  [September, 

inmates  arera  most  positiyelj  that,  baring  on  one  occasion  Tentnred  to  sleep  in  the 
haunted  room,  she  was  TisiteAj  a  child-ghost,  irhich  passed  throufi;fa  the  apartment 
with  a  most  mournful  and  un-bab^like  solemnitj.  Some  of  mj  unbelieving  readers 
will  doubtless  smile  at  this,  and  deem  it  no  matter  of  surprise  that  a  maiden*'8  slumbers 
should  thus  be  haunted.    As  the  old  plaj-writer  hath  it : 

*  *  *  SiDB  bhished  and  smiled  to  think  upon  her  dream 
Of  fondling  a  sweet  iniknt  (with  a  look 
Like  one  aoe  will  not  name)  upon  her  Tligin  knees.* 

^ '  There  was  a  print  of  the  Enemj,  which  made  no  slight  impression  upon  me  when 
a  boy ;  it  was  the  frontispiece  of  an  old,  smoked,  snuff-stained  pamphlet,  the  property 
of  an  elderly  lady  (who  had  a  fine  collection  of  similar  wonders,  wherewith  she  was 
kind  enough  to  ediry  her  young  yisitors,)  containing  a  solemn  account  of  the  fate  of  a 
wicked  dancing-party  in  New-Jersey,  whose  irreverent  declaration  that  they  would 
have  a  fiddler  if  they  had  to  send  to  tne  lower  regions  after  him,  called  up  the  fiend 
himself,  who  forthwith  commenced  playing,  while  the  company  danced  to  the  music 
incessantly,  without  the  power  to  suspend  their  exercise,  until  their  feet  and  legs  were 
worn  off  to  the  knees  t  The  rude  wood-cut  represented  the  demon-fiddler,  and  his 
agonized  companions  literally  stumping  it  up  and  down  in  cotillions,  jig%  strathspeys, 
and  reels.* 

^  In  a  different  vein  are  his  reflections  upon  the  sight  of  a  parson,  showinfi^  his  tend- 
ency to  wander  from  the  most  common-place  suggestion  into  the  remote  regions  of  his 
fiivorite  speculations : 


*  *  In  certain  states  of  mind,  the  very  sight  of  a  clergyman  in  his  sombre  professional 
garb  is  sufficient  to  awaken  all  the  wonderful  within  me.    My  ima^ation  goes  wan- 


mystery,  walking  in  the  shadow  of  the  ideal  world,  by  profession  an  expounder  of  spi- 
ritual wonders?*^* 

An  elaborate  article  upon  *  Cuba  and  the  Cubans,'  as  set  forth  in  the  work 
thus  entitled,  written  by  our  correspondent,  the  popular  author  of  'The  St 
Leger  Papers/  and  Mr.  EysKKTr's  *  Letter  to  the  Comte  de  Sabtiges,*  follows 
the  papers  upon  American  Insane  Hospitals,  and  the  *  Writings  of  AnnisoK.' 
It  is  a  well-digested  synopsis  of  the  &cts  embraced  in  the  productions  of 
which  it  treats.  In  the  article  upon  the  '  Use  and  Misuse  of  Words,'  we 
find  this  passage.;  and  we  venture  to  say,  that  here  in  Gotham  no  twenty 
literary  gentlemen,  of  capable  taste  and  culture,  could  together  pronounce 
upon  its  propriety,  without  instancing  the  especial  bard  par  excellence  to 
whom  it  applies: 

'Passion,  in  the  minds  of  the  anarchists  of  letters,  instead  of  being  poured  through 
the  intellect  to  stimulate  intelligence  into  power,  frets  and  foams  into  mere  passionale- 
ness.  It  does  not  condense  the  faculty  in  which  it  inheres,  but  diffuses  the  faculty  to 
which  it  coheres.  It  mskes  especial  claim  to  force;  but  the  force  of  simple  sensibiUtr 
is  a  pretentious  force,  evincing  no  general  mi^ht  of  nature,  no  innate,  original,  selr- 
oentred  energy.  It  blusters  furiously  about  its  personal  vigor,  and  lays  a  bullying 
emphasis  on  the  'Mb,'  but  itc  self-assertion  is  witnout  self-poise  or  self-might.  The 
grand  object  of  its  tempestuous  conceit  is  to  make  a  little  nature,  split  into  fragmentaiy 
Acuities  and  impulses,  and  disporting  a  convulsive  feebleness  in  a  slushy  expansiveness 
of  language,  look  like  a  great  nature,  stirred  by  strong  passions,  illumined  by  positive 
ideas,  anadirected  to  definite  ends.  And  it  most  be  admitted  that,  so  far  as  the  public 
Is  concerned,  it  often  succeeds  in  the  deoei>tion.  Omwum-plaeef  aUhough  croud  into 
etrange  akapia  hy  the  delirium4remen8  of  seiuiiUityf  and  vttermg  itself  in  strange  sMsh 
and  screams,  is  essentially  eonymion']mee  still;  M  it  often  passes  for  Uu  frenzy  and 
upward,  rocket-like  rush  of  impassioned  imagination.  The  writer,  therefore  who  is 
enabled,  by  a  felicitous  deformity  of  nature,  to  indulge  in  it,  contrives  to  make  many 
sensible  people  guilty  of  the  blasphemy  of  calling  him  a  genius;  and  if  he  have  the 
knack  orrhymine,  and  can  set  to  music  his  agomes  of  weiS^ness  and  ecstacies  of  imbe- 
cility, he  is  puffed  as  a  oreat  poet,  superior  to  all  the  restraints  of  artistic  law,  and  is 
allowed  to  huddle  together  appetite  and  aspiration,  earth  and  heaven,  man  and  Oon,  in 
a  truculent  fiishion  peculiarly  nis  own. 

'The  misuse  of  words  in  this  literature  of  ungovemed  or  ungovernable  sensibtlity 
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has  beeome  so  genonl  as  to  threaten  the  validity  of  all  definitioiai.  The  cooDflCtion 
between  aign  and  thing  signified  has  been  so  serered,  thst  it  resembles  the  logic 
of  that  eminent  master  of  argumentatioo,  of  whom  it  was  said,  'that  his  pre- 
mises might  be  afficted  with  the  confluent  small-pox  withoat  his  conclusion 
being  in  any  danger  of  catching  it'  Objects  are  distorted,  relations  disturbed,  Ian- 
goage  put  upon  the  rack  to  torment  it  into  intensity,  and  the  whole  composition  seems. 
fikeTTsKNTSOM's  organ,  to  be  'groaning  for  power,*^  yet  the  result  both  of  the  mental 
and  Terbal  bombast  is  simply  a  fereri^  feebleness,  equally  infecting  thought  and  style. 
Big  and  passionate  as  are  the  words,  and  terrible  as  has  been  their  execution  in  compe- 
tent hanos,  they  resolutely  refuse  to  do  the  woric  of  dunces  and  maniacs.  The  spints 
are  called,  but  they  decline  to  come.  Tet  this  resounding  emptiness  of  diction  is  not 
without  i>opnlarity  and  influence,  although  its  populari^  has  no  deep  roots,  and  its 
'"*~"^  is  shallow.' 


We  had  thought  to  make  a  few  suggested  remarks  upon  the  paper  on 
*  The  Literature  of  Youth,'  but  our  limits  forbid.  For  this  and  other  unno- 
ticed articles  in  the  ^N^orthrAmerican^^  we  point  to  its  own  fair  pages,  of 
most  satisfying  typography. 


ScsivT  UxxoRiES  OF  FoKKiGN  Laxds.    By  Mrs.  Habbibt  Bbxchbr  Stowe,  Author  of 
'Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,'  etc    In  two  rolumes:  pp.758.    Boston:  Phillips,  Bampsox 

AXD  Com PAKT. 

The  late  lamented  Colonel  Stone,  so  long  one  of  the  editors  of  the  (7om- 
m0reidl  Advertiser  and  New  -  York  Spectator^  once  made  an  amateur  dinner- 
orator  yery  ridiculous  by  representing  him  as  stuiding  up  at  the  head  of  a  long 
table,'and  pulling  fh>m '  the  deep  Gharybdis '  of  his  ooat-pocket  a  written  speech 
of  tome  six  pages  of  fools-cap,  commenoinghis '  spontaneous  effort*  with :  *Mr. 
Chairman  and  gentlemen ;  being  unoDpectedly  eaUed  ttptm,  I  rise  to  say  a  few 
words,'  etc,  etc.  A  loud  and  prolonged  laugh  *  took  the  starch  out  of  him ' 
in  a  moment,  and  he  was  entirely  unable  to  go  on  with  his  manuscript 
Something  like  this  '  unpremeditated '  dinner-speech  must  be  considered  such 
of  the  ' Letters'  in  these  volumes  as  were  avowedly  written  by  Mrs.  Stowe 
after  she  arriyed  at  home,  who  was  more  indebted  for '  what  was  passing  l>efore 
her'  to  her  memory  than  to  her  immediate  observation.  On  this  point  our 
contemporary,  The  AUnan,  has  expressed  the  obvious  thoughts  of  nine  out  of 
ten  of  the  readers  of  these  'Sunny  Memories:'  'Her  reminiscences  'are 
penned  in  the  shape  of  letters  to  her  relatives  in  this  country ;  but  there  is 
scarcely  a  single  one  among  them  that  has  the  genuine  twang  of  the  mail- 
bag  in  it.  They  seem  as  though  they  were  composed  at  leisure ;  not  as 
though  they  were  flung  ofi^  fresh  from  the  writer's  mind,  during  the  rare 
intervals  for  correspondence  afforded  by  her  incessant  occupation,  her  rapid 
movements  from  place  to  place,  and  her  ill-health,  which  is  not  seldom 
hinted.  The  world  enjoyed  its  quiet  laugh  when  Miss  Breker  told  it  that 
her  letters  on  America  were  not  intended  for  publication.  Perhaps  it  may 
even  smile  at  so  great  a  genius  as  Mrs.  Stows,  when  it  has  reason  to  doubt 
if  her  letters  were  ever  written  at  all  —  at  the  dates  and  places  assigned  to 
them.  And  gallantry  forbid  that  we  should  hazard  such  a  surmise  on  mere 
internal  evidence,  which  we  might  very  easily  misinterpret.  The  lady's 
candor  is  our  warrant  She  says  in  her  pre&ce  that  '  the  Letters  were  for 
the  most  part  compiled  from  what  was  written  at  the  time  and  on  the  spot : ' 
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aad  as  though  this  were  not  safBcient  to  disturb  one's  &ith,  she  adds,  with 
remaricable  naiv^e:  'Some  few  were  entirely  written  after  the  author's 
return ! '  Just  imagine  a  book-maker  seated  quietly  in  her  boudoir  in  Mas- 
sachusetts, exuberating  in  sentiments  (apparently  spontaneous)  on  foreign 
art,  or  scenery,  or  men,  orinstitntions,  and  then  quietly  dating  them  at  an 
interral  of  eight  or  ten  months,  and  a  distance  of  three  or  four  thousand 
miles  t  Such  small  fraud  puts  one  out  of  humor.  Tou  look  fyr  an  honest 
record  of  impressions,  and  you  find  a  got-up  composition,  setoff  with  quo- 
tations and  giude-book  lore.  At  the  same  time  you  are  apt  to  be  oonlbsed 
as  to  what  is  real  and  what  is  assumed.  In  off-hand  writing,  one  would 
scarcely  have  met  on  neighboring  pages  such  contradiction  as  meets  one 
here ;  though  it  is  not  surprising  when  part  of  a  narrative  is  penned  on  the 
spot  and  at  the  moment,  part  compiled,  and  part  added.* 

But,  all  this  aside  and  apart,  the  volumes  are  extremely  pleasant  reading. 
True,  the  good  U^ly  admits  that  she  has  given  every  thing  eouleur  de  rose^ 
but  she  asks,  naturally  enough:  'Why  not?  These  'memories'  are  the 
impressions,  as  they  arose,  of  a  most  agreeable  visit'  How  could  they  be 
otherwise?  'To  admire  and  love,'  she  adds,  'may  now  and  then  be  tole- 
rated as  a  variety,  as  well  as  to  carp  and  criticise.  America  and  Eng^d 
have  heretofore  abounded  toward  each  other  in  illiberal  critidsm.  There  is 
not  an  un&vorable  aspect  of  things  in  the  Old  World  which  has  not  becomt 
perfectly  familiar  to  us ;  and  a  little  oi  the  oth^r  side  may  have  a  oseful 
influence.'  From  this  honest  expression  of  intention,  we  are  not  left  at  a 
loss  to  discern  the  quo  arnvM  of  the  author.  We  pass,  however,  to  a  few 
extracts ;  for  much  will  she  '  grace  her  cause  by  speaking  for  herself'  Our 
first  extract  is  a  lon|^  and  not  very  savory  one,  but  it  contains  the  very  best 
description  we  have  ever  seen  of  fiie  transforming  powers  of  the  dreadful 
'iMMiMa-iNonfia;' 

*  You  remember  wa  ship-laiiiiehiiiff  parties  in  Maine,  when  we  used  to  ride  to  the 
aeenude  throiu^dark  mpe  foretta,  lighted  up  with  the  goM,  acarlet,  hmI  orange  tiata 


of  autumn.  What  e^ilaration  there  was  aa  thoae  beautiful  inland  bays  one  bv  one 
unrolled  like  silver  ribbons  before  us  I  and  how  all  onr  sjmpathies  went  forth  with  the 
mnd  new  ship  about  to  be  Unnehed  I  How  eraeeful  and  noble  a  thing  she  looked,  as 
ane  sprang  from  the  shore  to  the  blue  waters,  uke  a  human  soul  springbg  troth,  life  into 
immortalnj !  How  all  onr  feelinffs  went  with  her  t  how  we  longed  to  be  with  her,  and 
a  part  of  her — to  «>  with  her  to  India,  China,  or  anywhere,  so  that  we  mig^t  rise  and 
fall  on  the  bosom  of  that  magnificent  ocean,  and  share  a  part  of  that  glorified  existence ! 
That  ocean  t  that  blue,  sparkliBg,  heaving,  mysterious  ocean,  with  all  the  signs  and 
wonders'  of  heaven  emblssened  on  its  bosom,  and  another  world  of  mysteiT  hidd«i 
beneath  its  waters  I  Who  would  not  long  to  enjoy  a  freer  communion,  and  leKMce  in  a 
prospeot  of  days  spent  in  unreserved  fellowship  with  its  grand  and  noble  nature  f 

*AIas  1  what  a  oentnst  between  all  this  poet^  and  the leaiprose  fiwt  of goi&ff  to  nat 
Ko  man,  the  proverb  says,  is  a  hero  to  his  wUt  de  ekantJbr^  Certainly,  no  poet,  no  heroi 
no  inspired  prophet,  ever  lost  so  much  on  near  aegusintance  as  this  same  mystic,  ffrand- 
iUnnent  old  Ocean.  Theone  stsp  from  the  soMmie  to  tiie  ridioohms  is  never  taksa 
wita  such  alacribr  as  in  a  sea-voyaee. 

'  In  the  first  place,  it  is  a  melancholy  flict,  but  not  the  less  true,  that  ship-life  is  not 
•tail  fragrant;  in  abost,  partiealsriy  on  a  steamar,  there  is  a  most  monnfol  eombH» 
tioB  of  grease,  steam,  oniony  and  dinners  in  genenl,  either  past  present,  or  to  conei 
which,  floathiff  invisiblv  in  the  atmosphere,  s&)nffty  predisposes  to  that  disgust  of  exist- 
enoe  which  in  half  an  nonr  slker  daiung  bssins  &  oome  upon  yon ;  tiutdiagusi,  that 
strance,  myaterious,  ineffitble  sensation  which  ateals  slowly  and  inezplicahly  upon  yen ; 
which  makes  evenr  heaving  billow,  every  whlte^japped  wave,  the  ship,  the  people,  the 
sight,  taste,  soand,  and  smell  of  every  tUng  a  matter  of  hiezpnssible  toathmg  i  ICaa 
cannot  utter  it. 

'  It  is  really  amusing  to  watch  the  gradual  progress  of  this  epidemic ;  to  see  people 
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vtippixig  oa  board  is  the  lii|fbe«t  poMible  feather,  alertp  mj,  nimble,  pendioff  the  deek, 
cbattj-  and  convenable,  on  the  beet  ixMsible  terms  with  themeelree  and  mankind  gene- 
rally; the  treacherons  ship,  meanwhile,  undulating  and  hearinff  hi  the  most  graceiul 
riaea  and  jMiaaea  imaginable^  like  some  tolnptuona  waltxer ;  ana  then  to  see  one  after 
another  yielding  to  the  XOTaterious  q)eQ  t 

'Tour  poet  iMinchea  forth,  'fiiU  of  sentixneDt  sublime  as  biHows,*  diseoursing  mag- 
aifioently  on  the  eolor  of  the  wares  and  the  ^ory  of  the  eloods ;  but  gradually  he  growa 
white  about  the  mouth,  giTes  sidelong  loolu  toward  the  fltairway ;  at  last^  with  one  des- 
perate plunge,  he  sets  to  rise  no  more  I 

*Here  sits  a  stout  gentlemas,^  who  looks  aa  rosolute  as  an  oak  log.  *  These  ihinga 
sie  omdi  the  effect  ox  imsglnatioV  Jbe  tells  you;  'a  little  selfcontroT  and  resolution,' 
elOL  Ah,  me  I  it  is  delightral  when  these  people  who  are  always  talking  about  resolution 

St  caught  on  ahip-boud.  As  the  back-woodaman  said  to  the  Mississippi  Rirer  about 
B  ateamboat,  thej  'get  their  match/  Our  stout  gentleman  sits  a  quarter  of  an  hour» 
upright  as  a  palm-tree^  his  back  squared  aeainst  tto  rails,  pretending  to  be  reading  a 
pmr ;  but  a  dismal  look  of  disgust  is  setubg  down  about  nia  lips ;  Uie  old  sea  andhia 
wifi  axe  eTidently  having  a  pitched  battle^  iUi I  hal  there  he  goes  fi>r  the  stair-way ; 
uj^  he  has  left  a  book  ui  the  Qahix:^  hul  shoots  by  with.a  most  auspioioua  Telocity.  Tou 
mi^  fiuicy  his^noZ^. 

'Then,  of  course,  there  are  young  ladiea— charming  ereaturea — who,  in  about  ten 
minntes,  are  going  to  die,  and  are  sure  they  shall  die,  and  do  n't  care  if  they  do ;  whom 
aaiiona  papas,  or  brothers,  or  lorera  consign  with  all  speed  to  those  dJamal  lower 
reg^na,  where  the  brisk  chambermaid,  who  has  been  expecting  fhem,  seema  to  think 
their  agonies  and  ejoans  a  refi;ular  part  of  the  play. 

*I  had  come  on  noard  thinking,  m  oo^  simplicily,  of  a  fortnight  to  be  spent  aome- 
tlung.Iike  the  fortnight  on  a  trip  to  New-Orleans,  oa  one  of  our  fleatlne  riTer-palaoes ; 
that  we  should  sit  in  our  state-rooms,  read,  sew,  sketch,. and  chat;  ana  accordingly  I 
hid  in  a  magnificent  proTision  in  the  way  of  literature  and  direis  matters  of  fimcy- 
work  with  which  to  while  away  the  time.  Some  last  aiir  touchea  in  the  way  of  mak* 
ing  up  bows,  disposing  ribbons,  and  binding  oollareta  had  been  left  to  these  long  leisure 
himrs  aa  matters  of  amusement 

'Let  me  warn  you,  if  you  cTer  go  to  sea,  you  may  aa  well  omit  all  such  preparations. 
Do  n't  leave  so  much  as  the  unlo<3ing  of  a  trunk  to  be  done  after  sailing.  In  the  few 
mcioaa  minntea  when  the  ship  atanda  still,  before  she  weighs  her  anchor,  set  vour 
house,  that  is  to  say  vour  atate-room,  aa  much  in  order  aa  if  you  were  going  to  be 
banged ;  place  every  tning  in  the  most  convenient  position  to  be  seized  without  trouble 
at  a  moment's  notice;  for  oe  sure  that  in  half  an  hour  after  sailing  an  infinite  despera- 
tion  wiU  a^ze  you,  in  whkh  the  graashopper  will  be  a  harden.  If  any  thing  is  in 
your  trunk  it  might  almost  aa  well  he  in  the  sea,  for  any  practical  probaDility  ^  your 
getlSDg  to  it 

'Moreover,  let  your  toilet  be  emmentf|r  simple,  for  yoo  will  find  the  tfane  coming 
when  to  button  a  cuff  or  arrange  a  raff  will  be  a  matter  of  absolute  despair.  You  lie 
diseona^rfate  in  your  berth,  only  desiring  to  be  let  alone  to  die;  and  then,  if  you  are 
told,  aa  you  always  are,  that  'you  must  n't  give  way^*  that  'you  must  rouse  yourself' 
and  come  on  deck,  you  will  appreciate  the  ymxit  of  simple  store.  With  every  thing  in 
^ov  berth  dianly  awinging  backward  and  forward,  your  bonnet,  your  doalL  your  tip- 
pet, yoarg;love8,  all  present  so  many  discouraging  impossibifities;  knotted  strings  can- 
not ha  untied,  and  modes  of  fastening  which  seemed  curious  and  convenient  when  you 
had  nothing  dee  to  do  but  ftsten  them,  now  look  disgustingly  impracticable.' 

There  is  a  world  of  obsenratlon  and  wisdom  in  many  of  our  author^s  pass- 
yig  GOBunmita  npoo  what  she  sees  that  ia  tm-Amencan  to  her  in  England. 
lUce  the  Mowing  Ibr  ezample :  'A  man  builds  a  house  in  England  with  the 
«x|ieGfeation  of  living  in  it  and  leayhog  it  to  his  ohUdren,  while  we  shed  our 
house  m  America  as  easily  as  a  snail  does  his  shelL.  We  live  a  while  in  Bos- 
ton^aad  then  a  whfle  in  New-Yofk,  and  then  pesfai^B  tarn  up  at  Cincinnati, 
Sctrcely  any  bod/  with  us  is  living  where  they  expect  to  lire  and  die^  The 
awa  that  dies  in  the  house  he  was  born  in  la  a  wonder.  There  is  something 
pleasant  in  the  permanence  and  repose  of  the  Eng^Ssh  ikmily  estate  which 
we  in  America  know  very  httle  of.*  This  is  precisely  what  we  have  alwi^ 
greatly  affected.  We  never  would  change  a  house  or  a  servant  if  it  were 
possible  to  avoid  it.  A  home  is  no  home  which  ia  in  one  place  to-day  and 
another  to-morrow.    Mn.  Srowi  inculcates  many  other  Hkings  upon  her 
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countxymen  which  she  saw  in  England ;  and  among  the  rest  the  general  lore 
and  veneration  of  trees: 


suppose  your  trees  in  America  will  be  grown  up  after  a  while  1 '  Since  uiat  time  another 
style  of  thlnkinff  of  America  has  come  up,  ana  the  remark  that  I  most  ^neralljhear 
made  is :  '  Oh  1 1  suppose  we  cannot  think  of  showing  you  any  thing  m  the  waj  of 
trees,  coming  as  you  do  from  America  t '  Throwing  out  of  account,  however,  the  gigan- 
tic growth  of  our  western  river  bottoms,  where  I  have  seen  sycamore  trunks  twenty  feet 
in  diameter — leavinff  out  of  account,  I  say,  all  this  mammoth  arboria,  these  Engiish 
parks  haye  trees  as  nne  and  as  effective  of  their  kind  as  any  of  ours ;  and  when  I  say  their 
trees  are  an  order  of  nobility,  I  mean  that  they  pay  a  reverence  to  them  such  as  their 
magnificence  deserves.  .  Such  elms  as  adorn  the  streets  of  New-Haven,  or  over-arch  the 
meadows  of  Andover,  would  in  England  be  considered  as  of  a  value  which  no  money 
could  represent ;  no  pains,  no  expense  would  be  spared  to  preserve  their  life  and  health ; 
they  would  never  be  shot  dead  by  having;  gas-pipes  laid  under  them,  as  they  have  been 
in  some  of  our  New-£ngUnd  towns ;  or  sufiepea  to  be  devoured  by  canker-worms  for 
want  of  any  amount  of  monef  spent  in  their  defence. 

.  'Some  of  the  finest  trees  m  this  place  are  magnificent  cedars  of  Lebanon,  which 
bring  to  mind  tiie  expression  in  Psalms, '  Excellent  as  the  cedars.'  They  are  toe  very 
impersonation  of  kingly  majesty,  and  are  fitted  to  grace  the  old  feudal  strong-hold  of 
Warwick,  the  king-oiaker.  These  trees,  standing  as  they  do  amid  magnificent  sweeps 
and  undulations  of  lawn,  throwing  out  their  mighty  arms  with  such  majestic  breadth 
and  freedom  of  outline,  are  themselves  a  living,  growing,  historical  epic.  Their  seed 
was  brought  from  Holy  Land  in  the  old  days  ot  the  crusades;  and  a  hundred  legends 
might  be  made  up  of  the  time,  date,  and  occasion  of  their  planting.  These  crusades 
have  left  their  mark  everywhere  through  Europe,  firom  the  cross-panel  on  the  doors  of 
common  houses  to  the  oriental  touches  and  arabesques  of  castles  and  cathedrals.' 

At  a  breakfast  in  the  *  West-End*  Mrs.  Stows  meets,  among  others,  with 
Macaulat  ;  and  with  an  extract  firom  this  portion  of  her  work  we  most 
close  our  notice  of  '  Sunny  Memories : ' 

*  Macai7I.at's  whole  physique  gives  you  the  impression  of  great  strength  and  stamina 
of  constitution.  He  has  the  kud  of  frame  which  we  usually  imagine  as  peculiarly 
English ;  short,  stout,  and  firmly  knit  There  is  something  hearty  m  all  bis  demon- 
strations. He  speaks  in  that  full,  round,  rolUnff  voice,  deep  from  the  chest,  which  we 
also  conceive  of  as  being  more  common  m  England  than  America.  As  to  his  oonversa- 
tion,  it  is  just  like  his  writing ;  that  is  to  say,  it  shows  very  strongly  the  same  qualities 
of  mind.' 

<  Macaulat  is  about  fifly.  He  has  never  married ;  vet  there  are  unmistakable  evi- 
dences in  the  breathings  and  aspects  of  the  fiunily  circle  by  whom  he  was  surxoundcd 
that  the  social  part  is  not  wanting  in  his  conformation.  Some  very  charming  yoang 
lady  relatives  seemed  to  think  quite  as  much  of  their  gifted  unde  as  you  mi^t  have 
done  had  he  been  yours. 

'Macaulat  is  celebrated  as  ,a  conversationalist,  and,  like  Colbbidos,  Carltlb,  and 
almost  every  one  .who  enjoys  this  reputation,  he  has  sometimes  been  accused  of  not 
allowing  people  their  fair  share  in^conversation.  This  might  prove  an  objection,  possi- 
bly, to  mose  who  wish  to  talk ;  biit  as  I  greatly  prefer  to  near,  it  would  prove  none  to 
me.  I  must  say,  however,  that  on  this  occasion  tne  matter  was  quite  equitably  managed. 
There  were,  I  should  think,  some  twenty  or  thirty  at  the  break&si-table,  and  the  con- 
versation formed  itself  into  little  eddies  of  two  or  three  around  the  table,  now  and  then 
welling  out  into  a  great  bay  of  general  discourse.  I  was  seated  between  Macaulat 
and  Mjlkan,  and  must  confess  I  was  a  little  embarrassed  at  times,  because  I  wanted  to 
hear  what  they  were  both  sa^f  at  the  same  time.  However,  by  the  use  of  the  fiiculty 
by  which  you  play  a  piano  with  DOth  hands,  I  got  on  very  comfortably. 

'MiLicAv's appearance  is  quite  striking;  tau,  stooping,  with  a  keen  black  eye  and 
perfijctly  white  nair — a  tlngplar  and  poene  aontrasi  Hs  began  upon  architecture  and 
Westminster  Abbey  —  a  subject  to  which  I  am  alwaVs  awake.  I  t(Hd  him  I  had  not  yet 
seen  Westminster;  for  I  was  now  busy  in  seeing  life  and  the  present,  and  by-and-by  I 
meant  to  go  there  and  see  death  and  the  past 

'  MiLMAH  was  for  many  years  dean  or  Westminster,  and  kindly  offered  me  his  ser- 
vices to  indoctrinate  me  into  its  antiqnities. 

*  Macaulat  made  some  suggestive  remarks  on  cathedrals  generslly.  I  said  that  I 
thought  it  singular  that  we  so  seldom  knew  who  were  the  architects  that  designed 
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IhaM  grat  Imildiiigs;  tkii*  thenf  appattvd  to  me  Om  omift  Mblinw  aArti  «r  bmnM 
feBios. 

'He  said  that  all  the  cathedrals  of  Europe  were  nndoabtedly  the  result  of  one  or  two 


nlBda;  tiiai  thejr  rose  into  ezistenoe  very  nearly  oontemponuieonsly,  and  wera  b«iilt 
by  traTaUing  oompaniea  of  oiMonB.  onder  the  direction  of  some  qratematio  orsanua- 
tion.  PerhajM  ron  knew  all  this  before ;  but  I  did  not,  and  so  it  struck  me  as  a  glorious 
idea.  And  n  it  is  not  the  true  account  of  the  oriffin  of  eatfaedrals,  it  certainly  on|^t  to 
be;  and,  as  our  old  mnd-motber  used  to  say,  '  I^m  Aoing  to  beUere  it' 

'Loolang  around  the  table  and  seeing  how  every  Dody  seemed  to  be  enjoying  them- 
sdTes,  I  said  to  Macaulat,  that  these  breakihst-parties  were  a  norelty  to  me ;  that  we 
nerer  bad  them  in  Ameriea,  but  that  I  thoqgbt  toem  the  mott  deligfatfiil  form  of  social 
lift. 

'He  aeind  upon  the  idea,  as  he  often  does,  and  turned  it  pla?ftill7  inside  out,  and 
ahook  it  on  all  sides,  just  as  one  might  pUy  with  the  lustres  of  a  cluuidelier  to  see  them 
glitter.  He  eznatiated  on  the  merits  of  oreakfast-parties  as  compared  with  all  other 
parties.  He  sud  dinner-parties  are  mere  ibrmalittes.  Tou  inrite  a  man  to  dinoer 
Deeanse  yon  mtui  invite  bim;  because  yon  are  aoauainted  with  his  grand-frther,  or  it  is 
proper  you  should;  but  you  mvite  a  man  to  break&st  because  you  want  to  see  him. 
You  majT  be  sure  if  you  are  invited  to  breakfast,  there  is  something  agreeable  about 
yoo.  This  idea  strua  me  as  verv  sensible ;  and  we  all,  generaUy  having  the&et  before 
our  eves  that  tee  were  invited  to  breakftst,  approved  the  sentiment 

'  'iTes,'  said  Hacaulat,  '  depend  upon  it»  if  a  man  is  a  bore,  he  never  gets  an  inrita- 
tiontobiesUkst'  r-       r- 

' '  Bather  hard  on  the  poor  bores.'  said  a  lady. 

' '  Furtjcubuiy,'  said  It acaulat,  laughing, '  as  bores  are  usasUy  the  most  irreproach* 
aUe  of  human  beings.  Did  you  ever  hear  a  bore  complained  of  when  they  did  not  say 
thai  he  was  the  beat  feUow  in  the  world?    For  mr  pari,  if  I  wanted  to  get  a  guardian 

Ibr  a  Cimily  of  defenceless  orphans,  I  should  inquire  fbr  V- *^-^  ■- *•-  — •  •  *^ 

I  sikould  know  that  he  would  be  a  man  of  unblemisbed  1 


fbr  a  Cunily  of  defenceless  orphans,  I  should  inquire  ftir  the  greatest  bore  in  the  vicinity. 
w  ^     .M^        ..^  .  »  .M  ^  -  inWemisbed  honor  and  integrity.' ' 


Oor  author  writas  well  and  appredatiTely  upon  art,  and  shows  that  she 
feels  as  well  as  obeervee  its  beaaties.  Her  Tolumes  are  illustrated  with  seTe- 
lal  excellent  wood-cuts  of  scenes  and  objects  which  she  witnessed  whUe  on 
her  travels,  and  the  paper  and  printing  are  unexceptionable.  If  she  had 
omitted  altogether  the  long  introductory  matter,  from  the  English  news- 
papers, describing  her  various  *  professional*  receptions,  we  think  it  would 
not  have  been  deemed  bad  taste  by  even  the  most  rabid  of  her  anti-slaverj 
admirers. 


HnroBT  OF  Cuba:  or  Notes  of  a  Traveller  in  the  Tropics.    By  IfATUBiir  H.  Ballod. 
In  one  volume:  pp.  280.    Boston:  Philups,  Sampsoh  akd  Covpaitt. 

Ths  feeling  which  prevails  in  the  United  States,  in  relation  to  the  acqui- 
sitton  of  Cuba,  which,  whether  acquired  by  conquest  or  purchase,  is  in  our 
judgment  shnply  a  question  of  time,  will  doubtless  cause  a  wide  s«Ie  fbr 
works  which  treat  in  detail  of  the  *  Queen  of  the  Antilles.'  The  volume 
before  as  is  a  political,  historical,  and  statistical  account  of  the  idand  from 
its  first  diflooveiy  to  the  present  time,  and  is  replete  with  authentic  and  val- 
nable  information,  much  of  which  falls  little  short  of  romantic  interest  Mr. 
Baixou^s  volume  opens  with  an  elaborate  survey  of  the  history  of  Cuba, 
from  the  tune  of  its  discovery  by  Columbus,  winding  up  with  a  political 
&quisition  on  the  immediate  future  of  the  island.  The  author  explaina  the 
views  of  those  who  believe  in  the  existence  of  a  secret  treaty  between  Spain, 
France,  and  England,  by  which  Spain  is  guaranteed  the  perpetual  possession 
of  the  island  on  condition  of  her  carr\  ing  out  the  abolition  views  of  the 
British  Government    The  conviction  is  general  that  the  Africanization  of 
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Cabft  has  been  resoWed  on,  and  that  there  is  no  probability  of  a  peaceful 
solution  to  the  question,  by  the  sale  of  the  island  to  the  United  States.  The 
most  intelligent  residents  lire  in  constant  dread  of  a  conyulsion  more  terrific 
vnd  sanguinary  than  that  which  darkened  the  annals  of  St  Domingo.  The 
measures  which  have  signalized  the  administration  of  General  Pezukla. 
show  the  detennination  of  the  Spanish  government  to  emancipate  the  slaves, 
and  bring  the  colored  and  white  population  into  a  state  of  social  equality, 
80  that  any  revolutionary  movement  would  enkindle  a  war  between  the  two 
races,  terminating  in  the  extinction  of  the  whites.  The  author's  descrip- 
tions of  the  scenery,  manners,  customs,  etc.,  of  the  island,  are  graphic,  and 
show  him  to  have  been  an  accurate  observer,  with  a  true  eye  for  the  pictu- 
resque. We  give  two  brief  extracts,  one  descriptive  of  the  volante,  (a  car- 
riage which  we  should  like  to  see  introduced  into  the  streets  of  our  beloved 
Qotham,)  and  the  other  affording  a  clear  picture  of  sugar- making  in  Cuba : 

'THBTolante,  that  one  Tebiole  of  Cnba,  has  been  sereral  times  referred  to  in  the 
foregoing  pages.  It  is  difficnlt  without  experience  to  form  an  idea  of  its  extraordinarj 
ease  of  motion,  or  its  appropriateness  to  the  pecaliarities  of  the  country.*  It  makes 
nothing  of  the  deep  mua  that  aooompanies  tne  rainy  season,  but,  with  its  enormoos 
wheels,  six  feet  in  diameter,  hea?^  a\MiB,  and  low-bnng,  chaise-like  bodj,  it  dashes  over 
and  through  evenr  impediment  with  the  utmost  ikciUt/.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  it  is 
very  light  upon  the  horse,  which  is  also  bestridden  by  the  postilion,  or  caUtero.  When 
travellmg  anv  distance  upon  the  road,  a  second  horse  is  aaded  on  the  left,  abxeast,  and 
attached  to  tne  Tulante  by  an  added  whiffle-tree  and  traces.  When  there  are  two  horses 
in  this  style,  the  postilion  rides  the  one  to  the  left,  learing  the  shaft-horse  free  of  other 
weight  than  that  of  the  vehicle. 

*  When  the  roads  are  particularly  bad,  and  there  is  more  than  usual  weight  to  cam, 
of  baggage,  etc.,  a  third  horse  is  often  used,  bat  he  is  still  placed  abreast  with  the 
others,  to  the  nrht  of  the  shaft-horse,  and  guided  by  a  bridle-rein  in  the  hands  of  the 
calisero.  The  Spaniards  take  areat  pride  in  these  volantes,  especially  those  improved 
for  city  use;  and  they  are  often  to  be  met  with  elaboratenr  mounted  with  silrer 
and  in  many  instances  with  gold,  wrought  with  great  skill  and  beauty.  There 
were  rolantes  pointed  out  to  the  writer,  of  this  latter  character,  in  Havana,  that  could 
not  hare  cost  less  than  two  thousand  dollar*  each,  and  this  for  a  two-wheeled  vehicle. 
A  Tolante  equipped  in  this  style,  with  the  ^ly-dressed  calisero,  his  scarlet  jacket 
eUborately  trimmed  with  silver  braid,  his  higa  ;«ck-boots  with  silver  buckles  at  the 
knecj  and  monstrous  spun  upon  his  neels,  with  rowels  an  inch  lonf,  makes  quite  a 
dashing  appearance,  especiallvif  a  couple  of  black-eyed  Creole  ladies  Happen  to  consti- 
tute the  freight  Thus  they  direct  their  way  to  the  Tacon  Paseo,  to  meet  the  fadiion 
of  the  town  at  the  close  of  the  day — almost  the  only  ont-door  recreation  for  the  sex.' 

'  Thb  8ugarK»ne  (arundo  saoeharifsra)  is  the  ereat  source  of  the  wealth  of  the  island. 
Its  culture  requires,  as  we  have  remarked  elsewnere^  large  capital,  involving  as  it  does 
a  great  number  of  hands,  and  many  buildings,  machines,  teams,  etc.  We  are  not  aware 
that  any  attempt  has  ever  been  made  to  reone  it  on  the  island.  The  average  yield  of  a 
sugar-piantAtion  affords  a  profit  of  about  fifteen  per  cent  on  the  capital  invested.  Im- 
proved culture  and  machinery  have  vastly  increased  the  productiveness  of  the  sugar- 
plantations.  In  1775,  there  were  four  hundred  and  fifly-turee  mills,  and  the  crops  did 
not  yield  quite  one  million  three  hundred  thousand  arrobaSf  (ar.  arroba  is  twenty-five 
pounds.)  Fifty  yean  later,  a  thousand  mills  produced  eight  million  arrobas;  that  is  to 
say,  each  mill  produced  six  times  more  sugar.  The  Cuban  sugar  has  the  preference  in 
all  the  markets  of  Europe.  Its  manufaclure  yields,  beside,  molasses,  which  forms  an 
important  article  of  export  A  liquor,  called  aguadierUe,  is  mannfiictured  in  large  Quan- 
tities from  the  molasses.  There  are  several  varieties  of  cane  cultivated  on  the  island. 
The  Otaheitian  cane  is  verv  much  valued.  A  plantation  of  sugar-cane  requires  renewal 
once  in  about  seven  yean. 

The  volume  is  well-printed  upon  good  paper,  and  illustrated  with  several 
clearly-executed  wood-engravings.  It  is  worthy  of  a  better  cover,  let  us 
hint  to  the  publishers,  than  one  of  mere  paper. 


*  *  *  Wbbh  I  first  saw  the  rocking  motion  of  the  volante  as  it  drove  along  the  streets,  I  thought 
*That  most  be  an  extremely  dtsa^eeable  cazrlavel'  but  when  I  was  seated  In  one,  I  seemed  to 
myietf  rocked  In  a  ckmd.    1  have  never  felt  an  easier  motion.*—  Miss  BamsB's  Larxna.' 
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•A  Sabbath-Day's  Journey  amoso  the  Green  Mouktaiks'  brings  our 
'Up-River '  correspondent  again  before  our  readers.  *  Where'er  he  goes,  or 
how  he  fares,'  is  a  matter  of  interest  to  all  his  friends,  and  '  their  name  is 
legion ; ' 

*Jdlt  thibty-pirst.  —  Rode  twenty  miles  through  the  mountaina  to  go  to 
chnreh.  It  was  a  Sabbath-day's  journey  to  be  sure,  but  time  well  spent  The 
son  was  veiled  in  clouds,  and  the  air  a-tempered  to  a  delicious  coolness,  after  the 
insofferable  heats  of  the  dog-daya  A  shower  over  night  had  allayed  the  dust,  the 
gnfishad  been  newly  cut,  and  the  hills  rejoiced  on  every  side.  We  sallied  forth  at 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  our  course  lay  along  the  Winooaki  River,  with 
monntains  on  the  right  hand  and  on  the  left.  At  the  junction  of  Bog  River 
and  the  Winooski  we  passed  an  admirable  bathing-place  for  those  who  are  privi- 
leged to  live  in  that  vicinity.  High  banks  shield  it  from  observation,  impervious 
oorn-fielda  hedge  it  around ;  the  shallow  stream  descends  over  a  bed  of  pebbles 
into  a  rock-girdled  basin,  where  the  water  is  copious  and  one  may  dive  deep  with- 
out striking  his  head  agamst  a  snag.  I  tried  the  bath  here  a  few  days  before, 
and  fi>nnd  it  good  Winooski  River  is  warm,  but  the  River  Dog  is  as  cold  as  ice, 
and  you  can  go,  like  the  Russians,  from  a  hot  bath  to  a  cold,  and  standing  at  the 
conflaence  of  the  streams  you  are  like  a  paralytic  man,  one  half  of  whose  body  is 
wana  and  the  other  cold 

'At  Middlesex  is  an  awftd  gorge.  The  bridge  spans  a  narrow  chasm,  and  you 
look  down  a  hundred  feet  or  more  where  the  water  has  gnawed  its  way,  and  the 
rocks  are  literally  honey-combed.  On  either  hand  you  have  the  palisadoes  on  a 
small  scale,  but  vast  fragments  are  hurled  all  about^  and  the  jagged  clifls,  with  their 
over-beetling  pines,  the  water-fidls  and  foaming  rapids  diversified  with  little  black 
pools  in  the  midst  of  the  mountainous  region  round  about)  render  the  scene  one  of 
the  wildest  imaginable.  We  were  shown  a  mill-stone  in  the  bed  of  the  guUey, 
deposited  many  years  ago,  dming  a  freshet,  in  the  very  spot  where  the  white  habi- 
tation irretrievably  went  to  pieces,  floating  mUes  and  miles  '  away  from  its  dam.' 
There  was  a  mass  of  high  irregular  rocks  where  the  river  took  a  sudden  turn,  and 
here,  at  the  time  of  the  aforesaid  freshet,  we  were  informed  that  the  boiling  flood 
meeting  with  opposition  was  projected  fifty  feet  in  a  voluminons  jet  into  the  air. 

'  The  stream  here,  I  believe,  is  called  Mad  River,  and  its  rabid  conduct  justiflet 
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the  DAina  Like  the  River  Dog^  it  has  craunehed  up  many  bridges  beneath  Hs 
angrjr  jaws,  and  its  fury  is  irresistible  soon  as  the  snows  of  winter  are  in  meltiDg 
mood,  or  storms  of  rain  oome  down.  It  would  be  worth  while  to  trayel  a  hundred 
miles  to  see  it  in  a  parozjsm,  and,  standing  on  a  high  bank,  to  watch  the  hanm^ 
and  houses,  and  other  wooden  morsels  go  down  into  the  gulping  whirlpool^  and  to 
hear  the  cracking  timbers,  as  when  a  monster  swallows  great  bones.  Who  would 
suppose  that  the  river  which  before  this  sleeps  so  quietly  on  the  green  and  grassy 
meadows,  or  only  frets  with  a  littie  peevishness  over  the  stones,  should  shortly  lose 
its  heaven-reflecting  calmness  and  roar  aloud  among  those  awAil  depths  and  gloomy 
shades  ?  I  looked  down  upon  a  great  rock  among  the  ruins.  So  had  the  action  of 
water  worn  upon  it  that  it  seemed  like  a  skeleton  of  some  vast  antediluvian  mc»i* 
ster  whose  descendants  no  longer  browse  upon  the  earth,  but  had  here  perished  in 
his  ramblings,  and  his  rounded  bones,  his  vertebrae,  and  head,  with  gaping  eye- 
holes, were  sepulchred  amid  the  wildest  monuments  the  hand  of  Time  had  ever 
epitaphed  or  floods  corroded. 

*  Standing  near  this  spot  upon  that  peacefiil  Sabbath,  with  no  habitations  near,  I 
heard  a  grander  sermon  than  was  ever  preached  by  uninspired  lips.  There^  riveted 
upon  the  spot,  I  gazed  in  silence  on  the  scene,  or,  clambering  to  the  very  edge  and 
clutching  tight  the  trunks  of  trees,  looked  down  into  an  abyss  like  that  where 
samphire-gatherers  hang,  and  shuddered  with  affright  There  is  a  sense  of  horror 
and  of  human  feebleness  amid  such  harsh,  convulsive  elements,  as  if  one  stood 
almost  within  the  presence  of  his  GoD.  One  breathes  again  more  freely  on  letnxn- 
ing  to  securer  spots  more  distant  from  the  brink  of  danger.  Yet  have  we  never 
thought  that  on  the  flowery  meads  where  sweet  security  appears  to  dwell,  there  is 
as  real  a  danger,  without  the  constant  and  protecting  hand  of  God  ?  It  is  not  the 
angry  floods  which  devour  most  victims.  The  sting  of  an  insect  which  ^ts  in  a 
sun-beam  may  be  the  cause  of  destruction  as  certainly  as  if  we  struggled  amid  the 
rapids  or  went  over  the  &lls.  It  requires  no  less  power  to  make  us  safe  in  a  hay- 
field  than  to  shelter  us  among  the  /Sury  of  storms.  Sometimes,  when  not  a  cloud 
is  seen  to  mar  the  heavenly  blue^  and  all  the  air  is  fragrant  with  the  smell  of  som- 
mer  herbs  and  fragrant  grasses,  there  floats  upon  the  buoying  winds  some  fell 
miasma,  and  the  seeds  of  death  are  taking  root  beneath  the  rosy  dieeks  of  heaUh. 
The  winged  reaper  glides  liirough  the  air  with  his  invisible  sickle^  oAener  than  he 
oomes  with  flapping  wings  and  noi^  demonstration. 

'  There  are  many  places  in  this  State  unknown  to  the  multitudes  of  traveUen  who 
go  about  every  summer  in  quest  of  recreation. 

'The  other  day  I  visited  a  locality  called  'the  Gulf.^  Here  is  just  room  for  a  weU- 
beateu  carriage-way,  while  on  either  hand  the  mountains  rise  abruptly  to  a  height 
of  seven  or  eight  hundred  feet  You  may  ride  two  or  three  miles  in  the  peipetnal 
coolness  of  this  deep  dell,  into  which  the  sun  scarce  shines  except  when  it  is  orer^ 
bead.  It  looks  like  an  eligible  spot  for  the  propagation  of  wild-cata,  and  the  tate- 
lage  of  a  few  bears.  Near  by  is  also  a  mineral  spring,  holding  in  solution  a  little 
lime  and  magnesia. 

*  We  arrived  at  a  little  village  just  as  the  bells  began  to  ring.  Went  to  dmrdh 
twice.  Tlio  choir  consisted  of  a  quartet  of  excellent  voices,  and  &r  better  than 
nine  out  of  ten  which  you  hear  in  large  cities.  When  I  think  of  the  untutored 
attempts  whicli  you  naturally  expect  in  out-of-the-way  places,  the  nasal  twangs  tlie 
uncouth  pronunciation,  the  drawling  cadences,  and  the  discordant  execttUon  of 
ftigue  tunes  wliich  have  been  taught  by  itinerant  singing-masters — music  which 
would  not  edify  a  saint  and  which  would  make  a  sinner  giggle -» I  was  agreeably 
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Boipriaed  at  the  precision  of  the  choir  at  WakesflelcL  The  effect  was  singular  to 
hear  the  s^yioe  of  the  Gharch  of  England  read  among  the  wild  Green  Mountains, 
and  although  Ihe  oongregaiion  was  not  laige^  it  was  more  numerous  than  might 
hsve  heen  expected.  There  are  some  old  parirfifii  in  these  parts,  and  the  largo 
Bbke  and  pnyer-books  presented  a  hundred  yean  ago  or  more  by  the  En^^iah 
Stxktf  finr  the  Fn^wgation  of  the  QofpeX  in  Foreign  Farts  remain  still  upon  the 
desks. 

*I  should  haye  mentioned  that  during  our  morning  ride  we  met  a  minister  in  a 
little  wagon  going  somewhere  to  look  after  his  mpuntiun  flock,  with  a  sermon  in 
hJa  head,  orinhis  pocket,  or  both.  He  was  jogging  along  at  a  slow  rate,  and  looked 
aonrowftil)  as  if  the  mosssKe  which  he  was  about  to  convey  would  be  of  no  avail 
If  there  were  not  some  incorrigible,  stony-hearfeed  shmers  in  his  congregation  I  am 
deoeired  in  my  auguries.  The  whole  expranton  of  the  equipage  conveyed  the 
idea  of  righteous  grieC  and  I  said  to  myaelC  ^  He  is  going  to  that  meeting-house 
which  we  paned  by  the  way-side.'  It  waa  a  Ibriom  and  cheerless-looking  house 
of  God,  without  a  tree  about  it,  with  a  most  ugly  portico,  and  grin-provoldng 
cupola.  To  my  eye  it  was  not  half  so  inviting  as  a  saw-mill.  I  suppose,  however, 
Hmk  it  would  be  posnble  to  worship  God  in  it^  and  hi  spite  of  it  There  are  some 
pretty  dinrches  among  the  Green  Kountains,  and  some  towers,  turrets,  cupolaS)  and 
steeples  which  would  make  Michael  Angelo  feel  queer.  They  seem  to  have  been 
dreamed  by  some  carpenter  of  no  taste  in  a  fit  of  indigestion. 

'Vermont)  however,  does  not  stand  in  any  bad  eminence  with  re^>ect  to  the  mat- 
ter of  church  architecture.  The  Bishop  of  the  State  is  a  very  accomplished  man 
in  that  and  kindred  subjects.  Wherever  his  hand  has  been,  you  see  the  marks  of 
good  taste.  These  buildings  were  oonslruoted  before  much  attention  was  given  in 
that  direction.  It  costs  no  more  to  erect  a  chnrch  with  some  regard  to  the  correct 
pnndples  of  art  and  the  object  intended  than  the  reverse.  In  all  parts  of  the 
eoontry  we  see  very  ambitious  buildmgs  on  whiidi  great  expense  has  been  hivisbed 
on  cushioned  seats,  standing  as  monuments  of  the  ignorance  of  some  liitle  Webv, 
some  ill-informed  Sir  Christophisb,  of  local  fiune^  who  built  them.  As  one  of  our 
own  poets  has  said: 

*  *  8on  loftir  dom«  of  oonsecntod  brleka^ 
Where  all  the  *  orders*  In  disorder  mix, 
To  form  a  temple  whose  lnooDgnioi»  (rune 
Gonfonnde  deslga  and  pots  Uie  aiti  to  aheroet 
Where  etjlee  dIaeordMit  on  the  tMo&  Jar ; 
Where  Chreek  and  Boman  tn  aoin  at  war: 
And,  as  of  old,  the  nnrelenting  OoCh 
Qumes  down  at  last  and  overwhebna  them  both.'  * 

'On  returning  home  in  the  cool  of  the  day  by  a  different  route,  we  had  a  view 
from  a  high  point  of  one  of  the  most  magnificent  valleys  which  my  eye  ever  looked 
upon.  There  were  vast  and  level  meadows,  smooth,  and  green,  and  dose-dipped 
as  an  English  lawn,  with  tall  elms  standing  in  them,  and  the  Winooski,  parted  fre- 
quently by  rocky  islets,  flowing  in  the  midst ;  vast  Adds  of  com  just  showing  its 
siken  tassels^  and  an  abundance  of  crops  upon  the  undulating  hill-sides,  and  every 
variety  which  the  eye  could  desire.  Am  I  looked  at  the  beautiful  vista^  I  heard  the 
scream  of  a  steam- whistle,  and  a  long  train  of  burden-cars  rolled  along  in  a  straight 
line,  presenting  a  singular  contrast  of  the  artificial  with  the  natural  There  is  no 
tzavd  here  on  a  Sunday.  The  iron  rails  had  been  unheated  by  the  rolling  Jugger- 
oaots;  but  it  might  have  been  a  case  of  necessity  for  aught  I  know,  and  probabi- 
lity fkvoGB  the  oondusion  tliat  they  could  not  wait  until  Monday  inoroing.    r.  ^,  b: 


*  *8axx1b  nnpnbllsbed  poem  of  the  *  Money-King,*  as  read  at  the  Tale-College  Commencement.* 
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The  late  Nathaniel  Bowditch  Blunt.  —  The  following  obituary,  finom 
the  Now- York  ^Spirit  qf  the  Timei^  weekly  jounia],  ia  a  just  and  weQ- 
deserved  tribute  to  one  who  was  among  the  most  prominent  and  respected 
of  our  eminent  public  citizens.  We  knew  the  lamented  deceased  well,  and 
feel  that  even  the  high  encomiums  which  are  here  awarded  to  his  memoiy 
M  short  of  his  real  deserts : 

'It  was  with  sorrow  the  most  poipfnant  that  we  heard  of  the  sudden  death  of  Nathak* 
ISL  Bowditch  Blukt,  late  District- Attomej  of  this  dtr.  He  died  at  Lebanon  Springs^ 
N.  T.,  on  the  sixteenth  of  July,  in  the  fiftieth  year  or  his  age.  He  was  taken  ill  on 
Tuesday  erening,  the  eleventh,  and  died  on  Sunday  eTeniagfoIlowiDfir  about  ten  o'clock. 
He  was  in  the  fullest  exii'oyment  of  health  when  attacked;  he  suffered  no  pun,  and 
was  conscious  until  nearly  the  last  hour  of  his  life.  No  serious  danger  was  appre> 
hooded  until  the  darpreoedinff  his  death.  His  disease  terminated  in  conffestiye  lerer, 
of  which  he  died.  He  had  sKillfuI  medical  attendance,  was  surrounded  by  kind  and 
sympathizing  friends,  and  was  watched  and  ministered  to,  from  the  first  moment  of  hia 
illness  until  he  breathed  his  last,  by  his  wife  and  children,  all  of  whom  were  with  him. 
He  had  recently  lefk  this  city  for  a  month's  (]uiet  and  recreation  in  the  country,  having 
been  rather  more  than  usually  fatigued  by  his  professionaJ  labors  during  the  month  m 
June  and  the  earlier  part  of  July.  He  leaves  a  widow  and  four  children  —  the  eldest 
havingjustreached  her  seventeenth  year  —  to  mourn  his  irreparable  loss;  while  his 
relatives  and  '  troops  of  friends  *  are  woe-stricken,  as  with  the  loss  of  a  brother.  We 
have  known  him  perwnally  for  many  years,  and  cheerfully  give  place  to  the  following 
tribute  from  a  mutual  friend. 

"Mr.  Blunt  was  indeed  a  man  to  love;  generous  and  unselfish  to  a  fault;  erer 
actively  alive  with  the  warmest  sympathies  and  the  kindest  impulses ;  whether  the  tie 
that  bound  him  to  you  was  affinify  or  consanguinity,  whether  he  was  friend,  or  ipiard- 
ian,  or  benefactor,  nay,  even  in  the  professional  relation  of  counsel  to  client,  or  public 
officer  to  the  public,  he  was  ever  the  same  devoted,  enthusiastic,  zealous^  indefatigable 
doer  and  worker  of  good  deeds,  as  'diligent  ia  busmess  as  fervent  in  spirit,'  and  often 
mostuntiringandunfiinchingin  the  performance  of  an  unpleasant  duty,  or  in  profes- 
sionally serving  those  whose  ciroumstances  forebade  the  idea  of  compensation,  and  who 
had  nothing  but  gratitude  to  return.  As  a  politician,  public  ofiieer,  advocate,  and  citi- 
zen, he  was  ever  independent  and  manly.  As  counsel  and  friend,  and  as  a  man,  he 
was  always  self-sacrificinir,  chivalrously  generous,  filtnk,  conscientious,  buoyant,  hope- 
ful, and  warm-hearted.  But  as  a  husband  and  fiither,  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  famuy, 
no  hand  may  unmask,  and  no  tongue  can  describe  the  reciprocal  devotion  and  love, 
and  happiness  that  charmed  the  rosy  hours  there. 

'  *  He  was  no  office-seeker,  yet  he  held  places  of  public  trust  and  power  by  the  free 
gift  of  his  friends,  and  often  in  spite  of  his  obstinate  refusal  disin^nuously  to  cond- 


fiate  his  political  opponents.  He  knew  bow  well  and  faithfully  he  should  discharge  the 
duties  of^office  if  elected,  and  he  knew  that  the  obligation  of  g^titude  would  rest  upon 
the  public,  and  not  upon  him.    Comparisons  are  in  had  taste ;  still  I  believe  the  united 


voice  of  all  now  living  who  have  held  the  post  of  District-Attorney  of  this  city  wiQ 
agree  with  me  in  sajring  the  duties  of  that  unpleasant  and  often  painral  position  were 
never  performed  with  more  zeal,  conscientiousness,  promptness,  kindness,  and  ability 
than  while  filled  for  the  last  few  years  by  the  lamented  N.  B.  Blunt. 

'  'But  it  was  not  in  the  electoral  suffrages  of  his  friends  that  Mr.  Blunt  found  his 
entire  reward.  He  held  a  firmer  and  more  deeply-rooted  position  in  their  affectionate 
admiration  and  esteem.  His  brilliant  legal  talents,  his  intuitive  perception  of  the  points 
of  his  case,  his  self-possessioo,  rapid  combinations,  and  marvellous  memory,  his  intense 
activity,  his  zealous  devotion  to  the  duties  of  his  profession,  which  he  had  practiced 
unceasingly  for  upward  of  twenty  years  in  the  judicial  halls  of  our  citv  and  State,  had 
won  him  the  admiration  and  esteem  of  those  wno  enoountered  him  in  this  sphere  of  his 
usefulness ;  while  his  kind  and  generous  heart,  his  active  benevolence,  his  buoyant 
social  feelinffs  made  him  ever  a  devoted  friend,  a  welcome  gaest  and  companion,  and 
giving  a  coarming  zest  and  freshness  to  his  whole  character,  made  him  greatly 
beloved. 

*  'All  this  was  fearfully  shown  when  the  melancholy  tidings  rang  tbrousfh  the  city 
that  he  was  no  more,  iten,  in  their  consternation,  renised  to  believe  it.  Public  men, 
and  private  citizens,  and  his  professional  brethren,  when  they  met  to  condole  together, 
or  express  their  sympathy  for  his  afflicted  family,  found  themselves  speechless  with 
emotion.  There  was  no  display  of  rhetoric ;  indeed,  all  who  essayed  to  speak  apolo- 
nsed,  stammered,  rambled,  choked  in  the  utterance  of  their  words,  ana  sat  down. 
Bven  those  who  were  his  reputed  enemies  hastened  to  pronounce  his  eulogy.  And 
when  the  last  sad  offices  of  his  fhneral  obsequies  were  perfiirmed,  as  old  men  and 
young  men,  those  who  knew  him  but  by  repute  and  those  who  had  grown  gray  as  they 
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watohed  his  efforti  fiom  joath  aji,  mayors,  aldermeo,  and  oouncUmen,  judges,  states- 
men, lawrers,  sheriffs,  and  eminent  private  citiiens;  the  enthosiastio,  the  earoest,  and 
the  inditferent;  the  politician,  whose  heart  had  hardened  and  withered  in  scorn  at  the 
frailties  of  men ;  the  lawjer,  whose  symnathies  had  been  so  often  invoked  as  to  hare 
lost  all  spontaoietj ;  the  stranger,  toucbeo  bj  the  magnetic  influence  of  what  was  pass- 
ing amand  him ;  and  the  friends  who  had  bat  a  week  since  looked  npon  his  form  and 
features  in  the  fbllness  of  life  and  health,  as  they  approached  his  cuf&n  to  take  their  last 
fiirewell  of  that  fiuniliar  fiue,  esch  and  all  were  overcome  with  a  grief  no  strength  of 
will  coald  repress.  Gushing  tears  fell  like  rain  from  eyes  that  had  been  dry  for  a  quai^ 
ter  of  a  century,  and  stalwart  men,  that  seldom  flinched  before,  bowed  in  sorrow,  and 
with  straining  neart-strings,  sobbed  like  children. 

' '  Thus  has  ended  the  too  brief  career  of  an  holiest  and  nsefnl  man.  He  has  not 
fired  in  vain.  His  name  and  works  are  inextricably  mingled  with  the  pnblic  doings  of 
this  great  city  daring  the  last  twenty  years.  He  has  left  a  noble  example  of  professional 
and  public  life.  He  will  live  in  the  affectionate  remembrance  of  his  pnifessioo,  and  his 
ftme  be  by  them  transmitted  to  the  latest  generation  \  while  his  children,  beside  his 
dariing  memory,  have  an  ancestor  to  emulate,  and  do  mherit  a  name  desenring  to  be 
perpetuated  by  Ae  highest  aims  and  exertions  of  which  they  are  capable.* ' 


Ooflsip  WITH  RiADBBS  AND  GoBSESPONDENTS. — Listen  to  ^StM-SluiTt  Sketches^ 
Number  7W.'  Does  not  the  lively  author  ^  maintain  the  promise  of  his 
spring?'  These  p^>era  strike  us  as  being  yeiy  susceptible  of  humorous 
i&QStration : 

'  '  Comb,  BuzztI  you  Ve  been  in  the  water  long  enough.  You  begin  to  look  as 
blue  round  the  gills  as  a  cat-fish.* 

•  *  One  more  duck,  Major,*  answered  the  juvenile,  '  and  I  *m  with  you.' 

' '  Not  another  one ! '  said  Major  Whiptop,  grabbing  him  by  the  arm.  '  One  more 
'duck*  and  your  appetite  for  dinner '11  be  dished.  So  come  along.  I'm  thirsty, 
and they  've  a  prime  chowder  for  luncheon.' 

'  That  last  argument  was  a  clincher.  Buzzy  gave  in,  and  came  out  of  the  suif 
ann-in-arm  with  the  Major.  As  they  splashed  along  toward  shore,  Buzzy's  atten- 
tion was  attracted  by  something  moving  along  at  a  slow  pace  on  the  beach.  He 
eyed  it  for  some  time,  and  then  broke  out  with :  '  That  bangs  Bannaker  1  —  a  regu- 
lar old  oyster-wagon  horse  with  a  flill-biood  radng  blanket  on,  and  a  groom  airing 
himi  I  can  read  the  letters  on  the  rag  from  here:  0-L-D  P-A-R-R: 
Old  ParbI    What  do^  it  all  mean,  eh?' 

*  *  Why,'  answered  the  Major,  *  have  n't  you  heard  of  the  great  scrub-race  that  'a 
coming  off  this  afternoon  over  the  Plaguey-mean  Course  ?  It  will  be  the  richest 
thing  of  the  season,  sack-races,  soaped  pig-tails,  etc.,  eta,  not  excluded  I  Two 
SDch  looking  old  rips  as  have  been  entered  I  It  has  been  unanimously  resolved  by 
the  proprietors  of  the  course  that  it  shall  be  a  mile-heat,  and  as  well  as  I  can 
emember  their  card  runs  thus : 

' ' '  Scbub-Races.  —  PLAonEY>ifEAN  CouBSE.  —  The  summer  meeting  over  this 
couTBe  will  commence  on'Friday,  the  fourth  of  August,  and  contmue — till  it  ends  I 

' '  *  FiBST  Day,  Friday,  dub  purse  .05  cents  and  a  bottle  of  whiskey.  Mile  heat 
SozFio  Apbioanus  Gbeek  names  Minoo  Bimqb'  ch.  h.  Old  Pabb,  by  GtoodLuck :  out 
of  dam  Old  Oyster-cart,  27  years  old.    Juuus  Cesab  Hannibal  names  Chables 

Gsoboe's  roan  h.  Corkscrew  Polka^  by  Whiskey ;  dam  Fiddle ;  aged .' 

There  you  have  the  bill  of  £u«.  See  what  it  is  to  have  a  good  memory,'  concluded 
the  Major,  as  they  entered  the  bathing-house. 

'In  the  afternoon,  Buzzy  and  the  Miyor,  having  finished  a  couple  of  bottles  of  La 
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Bote  Medoo  at  diimer,  'tadred  out'  for  the  riiady,  httegy  pbaas  and  at  laat^  'oom- 
ing  to  anchor '  in  twx>  arm-ofaaitB,  0aog  out  the  *bliie  bunting*  of  smoko  Horn 
their  segars.  (Kothing  like  'nautical'  terms  at  the  aea«del)  Thus  BuzzT  to  the 
Mijor: 

' '  D'jre  know  that  ihai  claret  dont  agree  with  tuef  It  'a  got  daws  to  iti  Hanged 
if  I  do  n't  belieye  the  vulture  that  preyed  on  pBOMBfHEDB'  Utot  was  nothing  but  a 
bottle  of  hotel  daret' 

' '  May  be  you  're  right,'  hummed  the  Miy'or,  'and  you're  poniflbed,  like  him,  Sx 
Staaling  my  '  thunder '  to  animate  your  jokes.' 

'He  stole  fire  I '  broke  in  Buzzr. 

« 'And  that's  the  reason  he  'burned  his  fingenl '  But  here  we  arel  Is  nt  thai 
a  neat  turn-out  7 '  added  the  Major  suddenly  and  energetically,  as  a  pair  of  weit 
matched,  showy  bay  horses  harnessed  to  a  light  trottiing-wagon  weie  driven  up  the 
road  toward  the  hotel  under  an  easy  trot,  and  stopped  directly  in  front  of  where  the 
Major  aat  '  I  fimcy  the  mile  is  n't  made  yet  that  they  cant  go  over  inside  of  2 :  40. 
So  come,  Buzzt,  jump  in.'  In  a  minute  more  the  reins  were  in  the  Mijot's  hands, 
and  off  they  went,  bound  for  the  scrub-race. 

'The  directors  of  the  course  having  marked  out  a'mile  along  the  sea-beach  and 
called  it  'Flaguey-mean,'  were  almost  broken-hearted  when  they  learned  that  the 
admirers  of  the  turf  had  held  a  meeting  to  know  whether  it  would  be  lawftil  fixr 
them  to  admire  a  race  on  the  sand.  An  affirmative  dedsioa  gave  great  relief  to 
the  directors,  and  the  race  bade  &ir  to  come  off  swimmingly — if  the  tide  only  rose 
high  enough  I  Four  o'clock  was  the  hour  named  for  the  races  to  commence ;  and 
at  that  time  crowds,  consisting  of  the  'un&ir '  sex,  were  gathered  in  and  around 
the  course.  Every  horse  for  miles  around  had  been  pressed  into  service  and  brought 
there — perhaps  to  teach  them  ambition,  cerUdnly  to  cany  their  ovmers,  riders, 
drivers,  and  tormentors  up  and  down,  in  and  out,  and  all  around  what  ouglit  to  have 
been  the  fenced-in  race-course. 

'A  fish-horn  is  blown ;  the  judge's  stand  —  a  flour  barrel — is  mounted  by  a  flocid- 
&ced  man  stout  enough  to  be  respectable.    With  a  gesture  of  his  hand  in  imitation 
of  the  Ck>unt  Palatine  in  the  '  saw-dust '  play  of  Mazbppa,  and  with  a  voioe  strong 
enough  to  crack  a  shaving-glass,  he  roared :  '  Bring  forth  the  fiery,  untamed  steeds  I ' 
changing  the  last  word  in  the  sentence  so  as  to  suit  the  scene  of  action.    There 
was  a  commotion  in  the  crowd;  then  followed  such  explosive  yells  and  roan  of 
laughter  that,  as  the  breakers  came  rolling  in  toward  the  beach,  one  stood  on  end 
in  fright  for  a  seoond  before  it  dared  to  break  I    In  flront  of  the  stand  stood  '  Old 
Paeb,'  bracing  himself  up  against  the  sea-breeze  and  looking  down  with  his  one  eye 
and  an  air  of  nuld  unconcern  on  the  shifting  sands  of  the  sea.    The  twenty-eeven 
years  that  had  rolled  over  his  head  had  rolled  all  the  meat  finom  his  bones,  and  he 
stood  there,  except  his  hide,  an  admirable  specimen  for  an  anatomical  museunou 
The  race  was  to  be  '  under  saddle,'  and  so  he  was  5are-backed,  and  had  a  rope  hal- 
ter to  guide  him  by.    Mr.  Mason,  in  his  admirable  work  on  the  '  Horse,'  says :   '  To 
become  a  valuable  and  a  good  raoe-rider  requires  more  capacity,  judgment,  expe- 
rience, and  honor  than  are  often  found  in  boys  in  the  habit  of  riding.'    Whether 
the  proprietors  of  the  course  had  read  this  or  learned  it  by  experience,  they  decareed 
that  Mnroo  Binqs,  the  owner  of  '  Old  Pabr,'  should  ride  Mm.    He  was  certainly  a 
pretty  old  boy,  for  when  the  riders  were  weighed  (by  years)  Mingo  was  sixty-four, 
and  Chables  Obobob^  a  dim  mulatto,  and  rider  of  Corkscrew  PoUeb,  only  fifty- 
eight.    Mingo  Bings  gained  the  start,  and  was  told  when  the  fish-horn  blew  '  to 
strike  out  I '     His  jockey  dress  was  white,  black,  wbitey-brown,  and  brown ; 
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namely,  a  yeiry  dd  white  hat,  a  black  &ee,  whitej-brown  shirt,  and  brown  breeches. 
The  horn  sounded.  Mikqo  Buhqq  mounted.  It  sounded  again.  He  gave  his 
hone  not  the  rein,  but  the  rope-halter.  He  commenced  chewing  it !  Bmos  jerked 
hia  mouth,  and  up  came  '  Old  Pabb'b  '  head  in  tiie  air  with  such  yiolence  that  Mikgo 
was  nearly  floored.  He  jerked  it  dov<n,  and  up  went  'Pabb^s  tail  Some  one  in  the 
crowd  asked  Kniao  if  he  *d  smoke?  He  at  once  assented,  took  the  segar,  lit  it^ 
and  reposed,  as  the  judge  said,  '  Like  a  Romin  warryer  on  his  nobil  steedl  * 

*  But  where  was  '  Corkscrew  Polka,'  the  competitor  in  the  race  ?  The  horn  h^  on 
sounding ;  the  crowd  continued  cheering  '  Old  Pasb^b  '  attempts  to  g'kmg.  Suddenly 
there  was  a  rush,  and  Polka  was  before  them,  attended  with  unbounded  applausei 
ThMo  he  was,  skmdmg  yp  in  an  oyskr-cari  dragged  by  another  horse/  and  under 
saddla  *  Corkacrew  Polka '  stock  went  up,  up,  up.  Bets  ten  to  one  on  the  horse  in 
the  wagon  were  freely  mada  'He's  above  Pabb !' shouted  the  judge.  'He's 
beyond  PabbI  '  shouted  the  crowd  as  he  passed  his  competitor  in  the  race.  Itwas 
growing  exciting.  As  no  whips  were  allowed  to  be  used,  the  spurring  exhortations 
to  movement  used  by  the  rival  race-riders  eclipsed  any  thing  in  that  'line  Buzzr 
ever  heard.  The  prospect  of  the  stakes  sharpened  their  efiEbrts.  Mulatto  GaoBcrx's 
Yoioe  could  be  heard  high  over  ICingo's^  crying^  'Go  it^  ole  hossl  Go  it;  you's 
good  for  de  money  1    Go  it  1' 

*In  an  hour  and  ahal(  hy  the  judge's  watch,  'COTkscrew  Polka '  came  m  winner 
by  half  a  mile:  this,  as  Miyor  Whiftop  declares^  being  the  first  race  on  record  won 
)^  a  horee  under  eaddte  in  wagon  t^ 

Look  for  Number  Three  in  our  next  ...  Rbadbb,  if  you  wish  to  see  a 
specimen  of  American  character,  read  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  to 
the  EnrroB  from  an  officer  of  the  United  States  Army,  at  Fort  Vancourer, 
and  the  spirited  lines  which  succeed : 

'  LooKDTO  lately  at  an  old  number  of  the  Ej^cksbbockeb,  I  saw  your  likeneai^ 
and  I  assure  you  it  brought  up  many  an  old  association.  Eighteen  years  ago  I  was 
a  roller-boy  in  Annnstreet,  in  the  office  of  the  Sandfobd  Brothers,  and  worked 
mavfr  a  night  in  pressing  the  sheets  of  the  KjnaxEBBOCKXB  in  the  old  standing- 
pnss,  after  they  had  been  worked  off  and  dried.  I  remember  having  often  at  those 
times  seen  yourself  and  Mr.  Bdbov.  Jobv  M.  Moobs  I  used  to  see  there  toa  He 
was  then  conducting  the  '  Parkv  Magaaine.'  I  well  remember  how  his  eyes 
expanded  with  delight  one  day,  upon  your  tdBng  hbn  that  yon  had  recetved  fitan 
England  an  antogn^  letter  of  Btboii'&  His  ' Have  you?  —  by  JovbI  '  is  not 
easily  ibrgotten.  I  shall  never  fej^t  attempting  with  another  boy  to  cany  the 
tan  of  type  containmg  Moobb's  j^f  ew-Year's  Address  for  the  '  Parlor  Magaaino ' 
fiom  Ann  to  Liberty-street  The  type  had  been  set  m  Saiibtobd's  office.  It  was 
New- Year's  eve,  1836,  about  eig^t  o'dock.  The  pavement  in  Broadway  was 
covered  with  snow  and  ice,  and  of  course  thronged  with  people.  We  got  it  as  &r  as 
the  comer  of  John-street)  where  an  unlucky  pedestrian  put  his  boot  through  it,  and 
knocked  it  into '  pi  I '  .  .  .  Oh  1  the  roller-boy  days  in  Ann-street  I  Well,  so  the  world 
wags.  The  roller-boy  has  now  a  commission  in  XJnde  Sam's  army,  and  in  attaining  it 
has  seen  many  a  poor  Mow's  head  knocked  into  'pi '  with  &r  lees  feeling  certainly  than 
he  experienced  on  the  night  of  the  mis-adventure  above  related.  .  .  .  But  I  must 
not  trouble  you  with  this  lengthy  rigmarole.  These  reminiscenoeB  '  will  out '  at 
times,  however,  in  spite  of  us;  and  whenever  I  turn  my  thoughts  bade  to  good 
old  Gotham,  they  rush  thick  and  &aL  Dear  old  GothamI  There  I  left  a  ftther; 
there  I  left  a  mother  —  whose  parting  admonitions  I  have  never  forgotten,  although 
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at  times  I  may  have  alighted  them.     Both  are  now  in  the  tomb;  gone  ere  the 
wanderer  could  return ;  but  that  wanderer^s  name  was  the  last  on  their  lipa.* 


«c«  jsa  mm  janskti. 


*BT  TDBODOSB  JOBV  BCKSBBOV,  U. 


*  On  still  1  8tin  on,  thmngli  smolce  ind  Mood, 
At  Monterey  we  stemmed  the  flood ; 
Dread  Vera  Oniz  wo  saw  brought  low, 

In  spite  of  sallen,  desperate  fbe ; 
And  Cerro  Oordo's  towering  height 
We  crowned  In  thickest  of  tiie  l^pht 

*  Ah  I  shall  I  e'er  forget  the  mom 

I  bore  thee  throngh  the  waving  com, 
And  down  the  slope  so  proudly  mahed, 
Whore  Padibbha*s  hosts  were  crushed? 
Thy  stock  was  shivered  by  a  blow, 
Bat  I  was  safo:  forget  it!  not 

*  Can  I  forget  that  same  glad  day 
When,  hot  for  Cberubusco's  fray, 

I  knelt  upon  the  blood-stained  sward 
And  strengthened  thee  with  scanty  cord; 
Then,  with  a  shout  of  victory,  soon 
Bashed  on  to  Join  oar  brave  i^atoon  ? 

*  Good-bye,  old  modcet  mine  I   Thy  lode 
Has  weathered  oft  the  tempest's  snoek ; 
And  though  I  leave  thee  with  regret. 
And  go  to  don  the  epanlet, 

It  never  shall  forgotten  be, 
That  epaulet  was  won  by  thee  1  * 


*  Ooox>>BTB  1  old  modcet  mine,  good-bye  1 
I  leave  thee  not  without  a  sigh ; 
For  many  a  year  we  Ve  been  together, 
In  pleasant  and  in  stormy  weather: 
And  though  the  parting  wrings  my  heart, 
Tet,  dear  old  musket  I  we  must  part 

*  Oh  I  many  asad  and  weary  way, 
Throngh  the  dark  swamps  of  Florida, 
With  aching  limbs  and  blistered  feet, 
I  Ve  trod,  the  Seminole  to  meet ; 
And  many  a  night  in  bivooae  lay. 
And  hugged  thee  in  my  arms  tlU  day. 

*0n  Palo  AIto*s  well-fonght  field 
The  dread  artillery  thunder  pealed ; 
And  though  thy  tones  were  neard  not  then, 
Kor  foemen  stood  within  thy  ken, 
I  owned  the  love  which  war  revealSi 
The  soldier  for  his  musket  feda 

*  Besaea  de  la  Pahna  heard 
The  voice  of  war  within  thee  stirred ; 
And  when  brave  comrades  all  around, 
Wounded  and  dying,  strewed  the  ground, 
I  held  thee  closer  to  my  heart. 
For  thou  hadst  nobly  done  thy  part 

^FoH  Vaneouver,  (W.  T.,)  June  24^1851' 

There's  an  American  roller-boy  poet  for  you.  -  -  -  *Thski  is  a  clergyman  in 
Western  New-Tork,  well  known  for  his  readiness  in  every  good  cause  with  pen 
and  person,  roice  and  purse,  and  who  is  among  his  rererend  brethren  a  *  Caub 
QuoTBX ; '  filling  with  honor,  if  not  with  profit,  in  many  numeroas  assem* 
blies  and  ecclesiastical  bodies,  and  religious  and  philanthropic  organizations, 
the  oflBces  of  scribe  and  secretary,  mainly  because  his  chirography  is  accord- 
ing to  the  perfect  standard  of  cop'per-plate  penmanship.  His  duties  as  secre- 
tary and  voluntary  agent  for  one  of  his  many  public  bodies  led  him  into  one 
of  the  Western  States.  Visiting  from  village  to  village  and  church  to  church, 
he  at  length  encountered  a  conservative  brother  of  the  same  ecclesiastical 
order.  In  politics  he  would  have  been  an  *  Old-Fogy.'  After  opening  to  the 
conservative  his  mission,  our  '  Caleb  Quotem  '  was  asked  to  show  his  papers ; 
for  no  man  could  occupy  his  pulpit  without  these  necessary  appendages.  He 
very  frankly  told  him  that,  being  the  secretary  of  the  said  society  for  which 
he  was  acting  as  agent,  he  had  not  thought  it  necessaiy  to  give  himself  cre- 
dentials ;  that  all  the  benevolent  world  must  know  that  he  was  the  secretary 
of  said  society : 

'  Conservator  :  '  But  I  am  part  of  that  same  world  and  do  not  know  it  You 
should  have  brought  a  certificate  from  the  derk  of  your  Presbyteiy.' 

*Aobmt:  'Very  well ;  give  me  pen  and  paper.  I  will  make  out  such  a  certifi- 
cate instaater.    I  am  the  secretaiy.* 
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'Oonsbrvatob:  '  You  the  secretary?  How  am  I  to  hnow  this?  I  need  a  oer- 
tifled  copy  of  your  election  fix>m  {he  clerk  of  the  higher  ecclesiastical  court — the 
l^od.* 

'AoSNT :  'I  can  satisfy  yon :  I  am  the  derk  of  thai  body  also,  I  have  the  plea- 
soFe  to  inform  yon.  With  writing  materials  I  can  soon  make  out  all  the  creden- 
tials.' 

'  Conservator:  *  But,  after  all,  how  am  I  to  knmo  tiiat  yon  are  really  the  same 
man  whose  name  is  attached  to  all  these  certified  credentials? ' 

*AoENT  (by  a  hap|yy  thought)  exhibited  the  comer  of  a  nameless  indispensable^ 
by  a  sudden  and  adroit  loosening  of  a  few  buttons,  and  a  slackened  suspender ;  and 
ttiere,  in  the  very  best  of  Pebkiks'  indelible  ink,  his  name  was  registered  in  full  I 
The  *  proof  was  complete  I  * 

Our  readers  will  recogniase  in  the  ^Faint  BeooUeetions  of  an  old  Bope- 
WdW  the  characteristics  of  a  correspondent  in  the  'City  of  Elms,'  who 
has  often  entertained  tlvem  with  his  quaint  and  original  sketches : 

'Setekal  genenitioiis  of  boys  since,  a  long,  low,  weather^tained  rope-walk  stood  at 
the  foot  of  our  garden ;  and,  although  now  a  street  well  built  up  occupies  its  former 
site,  I  like,  in  imagiDation,  to  le-construct  the  old  brown  building,  at  times,  and  to  tmtj 
Uie  snow  sifting,  the  sun  shining,  or  the  rain  pattering  down  upon  its  ragged  shingles, 
after  the  old  feshion.  The  smell  of  tar  always  reminds  me  of  it  Then  the  moden 
dwelling-houses,  distressingly  real  and  common-place,  in  white  paint  and  green  blinds, 
seem  to  gire  way  for  a  while,  and  the  old  rope-walk  is  there  again.  Burdocks,  thistles, 
and  other  vegetables  of  an  ambitious  and  spontaneous  character,  flourish  along  its 
sides,  oliTe  with  chirping  crickets ;  cats,  sleeping  well  after  life's  fitful  ferer,  sarrounded 
by  half-bricks,  old  boots,  clam-shells,  and  effete  kitchen  utensils,  are  scattered  here  and 
there ;  while,  from  the  inside,  comes  the  soft  hum  of  wheels  and  the  musical  jingle  of 
spindles.  I  used  to  take  a  position  at  one  of  the  numerous  little  side-windows,  occa- 
sbnally,  and  study  the  interior:  a  pleasing  sort  of  calm  perraded  it,  and  there  was 
something  Rembrandtish  about  the  lights  and  shadows  peculiarly  fascinating.  The 
golden  sun-light  streamed  in  through  many  a  chink  and  crevice,  gilding  the  cordage, 
checkering  the  blackened  timbers,  resting  in  patches  on  the  smooth,  hard-troddeQ 
ground ;  and  it  was  pleasant  to  contemplate  the  quiet,  soberseeming  figures  walking 
slowly  backward:  one,  just  starting  on  his  slow  journey,  ficom  where  a  boy  was  labo- 
riously and  misanthropically  turning  a  wheel ;  one,  dim  and  shadowy  in  gloom ;  one 
appearing  very  sunny  for  a  moment,  far  down  the  distance  —  all  reminding  me,  more 
or  less,  of  pictures  of  John  the  Baptist  It  was  esteemed  a  good  deal  of  a  privilege  to 
gain  admission  to  the  old  rope-walk  on  rainy  Saturday  afternoons,  and  at  such  times  the 
son  of  the  proprietor  was  much  courted,  and  decidedly  popular. 

'  There  was  a  colored  boy  who  filled  a  subordinate  post  in  the  institution,  who,  I 
remember,  distinguished  himself  in  the  eyes  of  a  youthful  group,  one  evening,  by  sud- 
denly vaulting  on  to  the  back  of  an  unsuspecting  cow.  Gordon  Cuhminos  —  the 
famous  English  Nimbod,  who  hunted  all  sorts  of  savage  animals  in  the  unexplored  regions 
of  Africa,  and  thought  nothing  of  dropping  a  lion  or  so,  just  to  ascertain  if  his  rifle 
was  in  good  order  for  giraffes  and  elephants — never  performed  a  feat  equal  to  what  that 
little '  nigger's '  seemed  then.  The  crowd,  of  course,  applauded  the  colored  boy  for  his 
heroism,  and  promised  to  do  what  they  could  for  him  in  the  way  of  plug-tobacco ;  but 
the  cow,  being  unaccustomed  to  such  treatment,  tore  about  in  a  circle  for  a  while,  shot 
off  at  a  tangent,  and,  in  a  wild  and  furious  manner,  disappeared  around  the  comer  of  a 
ndgfaboring  lane.  *  Nigger  '-boy,  when  last  seen,  evidentiy  very  much  shook  up,  and 
boundmg  badly.  Some  thought  it  rather  donbtfiil  whether  the  littie  'nigger'  would 
oome  back  any  more;  and  one  juvenile,  who  was  vainly  endeavoring  to  free  his  hair 
Ihmi  a  large  supply  of  burrs— rubbed  in  by  a  young  red-republican  democrat^  radically 


312  Editm^s  Table.  [Septemlwr^ 

opposed  to  good  dotbefl,  <m  aeooani  of  lunring  no  8e*i  to  hiB  own  trowven — in  a  Ugh, 
Qtjiog  kej,  repeated  tboee  tooohing,  Imi  aomawbat  vindiottye  line^  (Shiulbt,  I  beUen^) 

*  *  NiooKB,  nigger,  chaw  tobaooo ; 
If  70a  die,  It  taln't  ao  matter.* 

But  he  did  oome  back,  fliough ;  ibr  the  next  day  I  obaerred  him  in  the  bottom  of  our 
garden, '  hooking  raspberriea.' 

'Hie  young  man  that  toned  ttie  wheel  in  the  old  rope-walk  was  remarkable,  among 
other  Tagabondiah  chaxaeteriatica^  fat  the  freedom  of  hia  ideaa  in  regard  to  the  owncp- 
ahip  of  fruit,  and  a  atyle  of  pantaloona  peculiar  to  himself:  the  latter  having  belonged 
to  a  full-grown  man  originally,  took  in  hia  entbe  person,  and  rendered  other  garmente 
superfluous.  Bope-yam  and  tar  anawered  the  purpose  of  buttons,  and  his  arma  protruded 
where  pockets  had  been.  On  festire  occasions,  or  when  mingling  in  society,  his  head 
waa  commonly  ornamented  with  a  ftt>wzy  kind  of  a  cap,  apparently  manuftctured  out  of 
dirty  canraa,  tar,  and  old  cheatnut-burs,  in  equal  proportions.  His  transitory  vacatioDS 
from  the  crank  were  uanaUyspent^forsging  among  the  adjjaoent  gardens:  and  when  he 
waa  n't  up  in  our  old  apple-tree,  it  was  because  he  waa  giving  hia  whole  atteotion  to 
.  aome  body's  gooseberry  bushes.  It  was  of  no  use  to  think  of  chasing  the  young  man, 
not  the  alightest;  for,  by  long  and  wellnlirected  practice,  bb  had  acquired  a  &cility  in 
•Uding  ih>m  the  higfaeat  branch  of  a  tree,  scaling  a  tall  pieket4ence,  and  acramblEng 
through  one  of  the  rope-walk  windows,  that  made  pursuit  utterly  futile  and  ridieuloua. 
U;  aa  a  matter  of  curioaiiy,  I  followed  him  up,  and  looked  in,  he  would  be  firand  dind- 
lug  hia  plunder  with  the  Jomr  the  Baptist,  or  quietly  turning  the  crank,  in  a  way  that 
plainly  aaid, '  I  ain't  the  boy  aa  did  it'  When  fhilta  were  not  in  seaaon,  his  fh^pnenta 
of  leiaure  were  passed  in  tormenting  kittena,  and  in  oonatrocting  ingenious  h'ttle  pow- 
der-mines in  the  earth,  (br  blowing  up  oontemplatire  'hopper-toads.'  His  frienda,  if 
he  had  any,  did  n't  take  mueh  pride  '  into '  him ;  and,  consequently,  I  am  not  aUe  to 
feoord  any  thing  in  relation  to  hia  anbaequent  career.  He  may  be  an  inmate  of  the 
State-prison ;  perhapa  he  ia  a  member  of  the  Methodiat Ohurch,  in  good  standing;  poa- 
iibly  he  is  pkying  on  a  glorified  hand-oigan,  with  Hobabt  for  an  attentiTe  liatener/ 

Wb  recollect  (for  how  should  we  forget?)  hearing  oar  late  lamented  friend, 
the  eminent  David  Graham,  Junior,  narrate  one  evening  in  the  sanctum  the 
'  fkcta  *  mentioned  in  the  subjoined  *  spiritual  communication '  to  the  Edixob 
from  a  legal  correspondent :  '  It  fell  to  my  lot  some  time  since  to  have  a  case 
to  try  of  oonsiderahle  importanoe^  and  pending  in  a  distant  county.    I  spent 
not  a  little  time  in  preparing  Ibr  the  trial,  and  at  the  time  appointed  set  out 
to  attend  it    The  whole  day  was  spent  upon  the  rail-road,  until  mid-night, 
when,  &tigued  and  jaded  out,  I  reached  a  hotel  and  took  a  hed.    My  body 
seemed  at  once  to  fall  asleep.    Not  so,  however,  the  mind.    It  had  been 
eonsiderably  over-worked,  and  ooold  not  at  once  oome  to  a  state  of  rest    It 
dreamed,  and,  of  course,  the  theme  was  connected  with  the  Uw.    I  seemed 
to  be  in  the  old  Supreme  Court  in  the  days  of  its  glory.    There  was  the 
^  mild  countenance  of  Ksvt,  the  Chief-Justice,  and  the  noble  head  of  Speh- 
osB.    SiciTH,  TnoMPsoN,  Yax  Nkss,  and  Yatis  completed  the  court    Tha 
great  dignity  and  good  sense  displayed  in  the  bearing  of  Thompson  waa  as 
channing  as  the  ftsdnation  and  briUianey  which  sat  upon  the  face  of  Yah 
NsBs.    The  action  on  trial  was  brought  by  the  composer  of  a  piece  of  music 
against  a  musician  —  some  Mons.  Jullrn  of  his  day  —  to  recover  damages 
for  improperly  perfonning  the  music.    The  parties  prosecuted  and  defended 
IB  person.    The  author,  after  stating  his  case,  and  showing  in  a  forcibltt 
siaoner  how  his  feeliogg  and  his  reputation  had  suffered  from  the  oareleaft. 
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I  and  anskillfulness  of  the  defendant,  proceeded  to  ring  his  song  in  the 
way  it  ihould  he  mng.    He  produced  his  '  tooting-we'pon/  as  Nattt  Buxpo 
would  hare  called  it,  blew  a  dear,  shrill  note,  took  the  key,  and  went  on  to 
ring.    He  made  a  very  happy  '  hit'    The  piece  was  a  fine  allegro  more- 
Bient    It  pleased  the  judges  exceedingly.    It  was  repeated  with  erident 
pleasure,  both  to  the  smger  and  his  judicial  listeners.  Then  separate  strains 
were  sung  and  repeated,  and  the  auUior  explained  the  propriety  of  his  man- 
ner of  rendering  the  language  and  sentiment  of  his  song.    Most  eyidently 
he  *had  the  ear  of  the  Court,'  and  he  put  up  pipe  and  sat  down  with  a  most 
satis&ctory  expression  on  his  countenance.    The  defendant  then  arose  to 
argue  hU  side  of  the  noTel  case.    To  my  surprise  he  made  no  objection  to 
the  plaintiff ^s  right  to  maintain  such  an  action;  but,  after  a  pathetic  appeal 
to  the  judges,  '  coudere  alteram  pofrtem^^  he  proceeded  to  render  the  song 
himself^  contending  that  it  was  most  dearly  an  andante  morement,  and  must 
be  so  executed.    That  rendering  he  gave  it ;  and,  on  the  suggestion  of  the 
dignified  Judge  Spbnceb,  he  repeated  it  in  a  still  more  riow  and  majestic 
manner.    It  was  soon  apparent  that  the  song  with  this  rendering  gave  the 
Court  quite  as  much  satisfaction  as  the  other  had  done.    At  the  suggestion 
of  Judge  Kent,  the  parties  sung  the  song  in  rotation,  in  whole,  and  then 
terse  by  rerse.    The  more  the  Court  heard  of  the  case  the  more  evident 
was  it  liiat  the  Judges  were  a  little  at  fkult ;  that  they  could  not  dedde  such 
a  case  as  that '  off-hand.'    Finally,  after  some  deliberation  with  his  brethren, 
the  learned  Chief-Justice  stated  that  'The  Court  felt  some  difiSculty  with 
this  rather  unusual  case :  that,  as  the  parties  were  probably  aware,  the 
Judges  had  paid  rather  more  of  their  derotiona  to  the  goddess  JusimA  than 
to  the  muse  ICslpomene  :  that,  in  short,  they  were  so  much  strangers  to 
muric,  both  as  a  science  and  an  art,  that  they  were  really  unable  to  say 
which  of  the  able  and  skillfol  artists  befbre  them  had  correctly  interpreted 
the  spirit  and  sentiment  of  the  song :  that,  evidently,  there  was  much  to  be 
arid  and  *much  remained  unsung'  on  both  rides;  much,  too,  that  it  would 
be  both  pleasant  and  profitable  to  hear :  that  this  case  was  likely  to  be  a 
lea^Gng  one  hereafter  in  this  dass  of  actions,  and  that  it  therefore  should  and 
would  recdve  carefbl  and  deliberate  attention  firom  the  Court:  and  that  the 
Court  would  take  the  papers,  and  he,  the  Chief-Justice,  would,  as  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  Court,  immediately  devote  himself  to  the  study  of  muric : 
he  would  both  learn  to  read  music  and  learn  to  ring,  and  would  then  take 
up  this  song  and  learn  to  sing  it  as  it  ought  to  be  sung ;  and  he  would  then 
ring  it  in  open  Court,  at  the  next  or  some  fhtnre  general  term.    And  the 
Judgment  of  the  Court  would  be,  that  as  he  should  then  sing  it  so  it  should 
be  sung  in  all  future  tfmel '    The  papers  in  the  case  were  then  handed  to 
the  Court,  and  the   next  case  was  called.     It  was  a  dog-suit    But  an 
unlucky  bell  broke  my  shimbers  and  preivented  my  reportmg  that  case.'    As 
Bu»TAH  says,  'Lot  itwas  a  dream.'    •    -    -    'Ones  upon  a  time,'  when  we 
stood  on  the  summit  of  the  'Round  Top'  of  the  Kaatsldlls,  high  Above 
enn  the  high  *  Mountain-House,'  we  peded  from  a  large  birch-tree  a  thidc 
beriaontal 'slab 'of  bark.  Very  smooth  it  was  as  we  manipukted  it  between 
our  fingers.  Presently  the 'concentric  rings' began  to  separate,  and  re-sepft- 
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rate,  and  separate  agun,  until  sheets  thinner  than  paper,  larger  than  fools- 
cap, and  of  the  most  exquisite  texture,  were  rolled  up  as  a  scroll  in  our 
lap.  On  one  of  these,  in  our  apartment  at  the  'Mountain-House,'  in  the 
eyening,  we  wrote  a  letter  to  a  distinguished  literary  friend  in  England,  to 
whom  it  proved  a  very  great  curiosity.  We  are  reminded  of  this  circum- 
stance by  a  letter  this  moment  received  from  a  friend  resident  in  the  '  Buck- 
eye State,*  written  upon  an  '  infinitesimally  attenuated '  piece  of  birch-bark, 
and  dated  *  Marquette,  Lake  Superior,  August  first,  1854.'  We  must  give  a 
'  strip '  of  it  Our  friend  says :  ^  I  can*t  half  tell  you  my  disappointment  at 
not  finding  you  at  Cleveland  on  that  Sunday  morning  you  *h^f-promised* 
to  be  there.  Oh  I  but  you  have  missed  a  most  pleasant  time,  certainly ; 
and  av/ih  trout-fishing  I  Talk  about  your  fishing  at  the  East!  Think  of  a 
string  of  nineteen  fish,  weighing  forty-three  pounds,  and  one  of  them 
weighing  four  pounds  three  ounces;  and  such  weather!  Tou  can  have 
no  idea  of  it  in  your  dear  town  of  Gotham.  In  walking  yesterday  to  Dead 
River,  some  five  miles,  I  saw  two  deer,  with  'any  amount '  of  grouse ;  and 
the  same  day,  a  friend  going  to  the  Iron  Mountain,  only  ten  miles  from  the 
Lake,  had  a  stem  view  of  a  '  bar  *  trotting  along  before  his  horse  for  a  half- 
mile.  Of  course,  he  was  without  a  gun  I '  -  -  -  *  I  have  always  been  a 
delighted  reader  of  the  EnrroR^s  Table  of  your  Magazine,'  writes  an  Elmira 
(New- York)  correspondent,  *and  have  lately  looked  with  especial  regard 
upon  that  portion  of  it  which  you  occasionally  devote  to  the  '  Little  Folks,' 
in  which  you  serve  up  a  monthly  collation  of  child-sayings,  verifying  the 

thought  that 

'  'A  GRAVE  grown  man  will  start  to  hear 
The  strange  words  of  a  child.' 

I  wish  to  furnish  you  with  an  item  in  regard  to  a  boy  of  twenty  months 
with  whom  I  was  acquainted  in  Milwaukee  a  year  or  two  ago.  He  was 
rather  backward  in  the  acquisition  of  his  mother  tongue ;  and  at  the  age 
I  have  mentioned  could  only  articulate  '  Pa,'  '  Ma,'  and  a  few  other  '  words 
of  one  syllable,'  among  which  was  the  word  ^whoal^  learned  from  his 
father  while  riding  with  him  in  the  family-carriage.  His  &ther  was  a  very 
pious  man,  and  somewhat  tedious  in  saying  grace.  One  day  at  dinner,  the  little 
fellow  felt  more  than  usually  impatient  to  lay  hold  of  the  good  things  smok* 
ing  before  him ;  and  when  the  blessing  was  about  half  pronounced,  exclaimed 
to  his  father,  in  a  tone  quite  mandatory  for  an  infant,  '  Pa,  v>hoa  ! '  The 
effect  upon  all  at  the  table  was  comical  in  the  extreme ;  and  the  sober  parent 
performed  the  remainder  of  his  duty  with  an  evident  relaxation  of  the  facial 
muscles,  and  with  no  disposition  to  restrain  the  inevitable  merriment  of  his 
guests.  I  doubt  whether  a  more  expressive  saying  in  as  few  words  ever 
issued  from  the  lips  of  a  child.'  Exactly :  and  how  often  would  *  children 
of  a  larger  growth,'  in  churches,  at  public  meetings,  or  in  Ustening  to  long 
'  graces '  at  private  tables,  say  '  Whoa  ! '  if  they  were  as  simple,  honest,  and 
direct  as  their  little  brethren  ?  ...  ^  We  have  some  queer  preachers 
away  out  here  in  the  West,'  writes  an  Illinois  correspondent ;  '  divines  I  can 
hardly  call  them.    If  their  impressions  of  religious  truth  are  as  amusing  as 
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their  modes  of  expressing  them,  they  most  be  droll  enough.  One  of  the 
most  smgular  geniuses  I  ever  knew  of  this  kind  was  %  Dutch  blacksmith, 
who  has  been  a  notorious  tippler  and  profime  man  in  his  time;  but,  becom- 
ing '  conyinced  of  the  error  of  his  ways,'  he  was  baptized  by  the  '  old  Iron- 
jackets,^  and  took  it  into  his  head  that  he  had  'a  call '  to  preach.  As  may 
be  supposed,  his  discourses  were  decidedly  original.  He  had  a  way,  too,  of 
logging  in  phrases  which  were  often  more  forcible  than  iq>propriate,  and  on 
Bach  occasions  his  broken  Dutch  rather  helped  him  than  otherwise.  On  one 
occasion  he  attempted  to  discourse  on  the  passage  of  the  Red  Sea  by  the 
children  of  Israel.  He  introduced  his  subject  by  an  elaborate  account  of 
their  flight  from  Egypt,  which  was  by  no  means  remarkable  for  its  accuracy, 
fie  was  decidedly  felicitous  in  his  comments  on  the  abstraction  of  the  gold 
and  silver  ornaments;  but  in  getting  through  the  wilderness  he  had  more 
trouble,  and  was  eren  worse  bothered  than  the  subjects  of  his  narratiye. 
In  closing  his  discourse  he  Was  more  fortunate,  and  finished  off  with  the 
foIlowiDg  unique  peroration :  '  Yell,  mine  frients,  dere  dey  yos.  De  hills  he 
Tos  pefore  him,  und  de  hills  he  yob  on  dat  side,  und  de  sea  he  yos  on  de  oder 
Bide,  und  de  Echipshans  he  yos  behinds  him.  But,  mine  frients,  Mosxs  he 
stchruk  te  waters  mit  his  rot,  and  dey  goesh  in ;  and  de  waters  he  gits  up 
on  dish  hants,  and  de  waters  he  gits  up  on  dat  hants,  and  he  gits  ofer ;  but, 
mine  frients,  when  he  gits  out  he  feels  ferry  glad,  cos  he  feels  he  has  cot  out 
oi  a  miCee  h(U  schrchtipe.  But  de  Echipshans  he  comes  up,  and  he  tinks  he 
can  go  ofer;  and  he  coes  in,  and  he  gits  in ;  but  de  waters  he  gits  ofer  him 
on  his  right  hants,  und  de  waters  he  gits  ofer  him  on  his  left  hants,  and,  mine 
fiients,  he  gits  in  a  ferry  bat  schraape  I  "  -  -  -  The  following  description,  by 
a  'boozy*  English  cockney,  absolutely  seems  to  stagger,  especially  toward 
the  close.  The  conftued  inyersions  remind  us  of  the  man  who  undertook 
to  driYe  a  troop  of  pigs  out  of  a  pumpkin-field :  '  When  I  started  to  stone 
'em  out,  eyeiy  single  pumpkin  took  up  a  pig,  and  run  through  the  dcYil  as 
if  the  fence  was  after  him : ' 

'  I HATV  been  to  Niagara,  yon  know — Niagara  Falls — big  rocks,  water,  foam,  Table- 
Bode,  Indian  eoriosittes,  sqnaws,  mocoasins,  stuffed  snakes,  rapids,  wolres,  Cliftok- 
Honse,  suspension-bridge,  place  where  the  water  runs  swift,  the  ladies  faint,  scream, 
and  get  the  paint  washed  off  their  fiices ;  where  the  aristocratic  Indian  ladies  sit  on  the 
dirt  and  make  little  bags ;  where  all  the  inhabitants  swindle  strangers ;  where  the  cars 
go  in  a  hurry,  the  waiters  are  impudent,  and  all  the  small  boys  swear. 

'When  I  came  in  sight  of  the  suspension-bridge,  I  was  yiridly  impressed  with  the 
idea  that  it  was  tome  bridge ;  in  fiict,  a  considerable  curiositj,  and  a  considerable  bridge ; 
took  a  glass  of  beer  and  walked  up  to  the  Falls ;  another  glass  of  beer  and  walked 
midcr  the  Falls;  wanted  another  glass  of  beer,  but  couldn't  get  it ;  walked  away  from 
the  Falls,  wet  through,  mad;  triumphant,  victorious — humbug  I  humbug,  Sir  I  all 
hambug !  —  except  the  dablineas  of  every  thing,  which  is  a  most  certainty,  and  the 
eopidity  of  every  body,  which  is  a  diabolical  fact,  and  the  Indians  and  niggers  every- 
where,  which  is  a  Satanic  truth. 

'Another  glass  of  beer — 't  was  forthcoming  immediately ;  also  another ;  all  of  which 
I  drank.  I  then  proceeded  to  drink  a  glass  of  beer,  went  over  to  the  States,  where  I 
procured  a  gkss  of  beer ;  went  op-stairs,  for  which  I  paid  a  six-pence ;  over  to  Goat-Island, 
fer  which  I  disbursed  twenty-five  cents ;  hired  a  guide,  to  whom  I  paid  half-a-dollar; 
•neezed  four  times,  at  nine  cents  a  sneeze;  went  up  on  the  tower  for  a  quarter  of  a 
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doUar,  and  looked  at  the  FalU;  didn't  feel  Mblime  any —tried  to,  bnt  oouldn't ;  took 
some  beer,  and  tried  again,  bnt  failed ;  drank  a  glaat  of  beer,  and  began  to  feel  better; 

thought  the  waters  were  sent  for,  and  were  on  a  journej  to  the ;  thought  the 

place  below  was  one  eea  of  beer;  was  going  to  jump  down  and  get  some ;  guide  held 
me ;  sent  him  oyer  to  the  hotel  to  get  a  glass  of  beer,  while  I  tried  to  write  some 
poetry. 

'  If  an  came  back  with  the  beer,  drank  it  to  the  last  drop,  and  wished  there  had  been 
a  gallon  more ;  walked  out  on  a  rock  to  the  edge  of  the  fall,  woman  on  shore  rery  mneh 
frightened ;  I  told  her  not  to  get  exdted  if  I  fell  over,  as  I  wonld  step  right  up  again; 
it  would  not  be  much  of  a  fidl,  any  how ;  got  a  glass  of  beer  of  a  man,  another  of  a 
woman,  and  another  of  two  small  boys  with  a  pail;  fifteen  minutes  el^>8ed,  when  I 
purchased  some  more  of  an  Indian  woman,  and  imbibed  it  through  a  straw ;  it  wasn't 
good ;  had  to  get  a  glass  of  beer  to  take  the  taste  out  of  my  mouth ;  legs  began  to  tan- 
gle up— effect  of  the  spray  in  my  eyes ;  got  hungry  and  wanted  something  to  eat;  went 
into  an  eating-house,  called  for  a  plate  of  beans,  when  the  plate  broQght  the  waiter  in 
his  hand ;  I  took  it,  hung  up  my  beef  and  beans  on  a  nail,  eat  my  h$X,  paid  dollar  to  a 
nigger,  and  sided  out  on  the  step-walk,  bought  a  boy  of  a  glass  of  dog  with  a  small 
beer  and  a  neck  on  his  tail,  with  a  collar  with  a  spot  on  the  end;  felt  funny,  sick ;  got 
some  water  in  a  tin  cup,  drank  the  cup  and  placed  the  soda  on  the  counter,  and  paid 
Ibr  the  money  full  of  pocket;  rery  bad  headache;  rubbed  it  against  the  lamp-post  sad 
then  stamped  along;  station-house  came  along  and  said  if  I  didn't  go  atraigfat  he'd 
take  me  to  the  watchman;  tried  to  oblige  the  station-house — rery  oiril  station^hoose, 
Teiy ;  met  a  baby  with  an  Irish  woman  and  a  wheel-barrow  in  it»  couldn't  get  out  of 
the  way,  she  wouldn't  walk  on  the  side-walk,  but  insisted  on  going  on  both  sides  of 
the  street  at  once ;  tried  to  walk  between  her;  consequence,  collision,  awful,  knocked 
out  the  wheel-banow's  nose,  broke  the  Irishwoman  all  to  pieces,  baby  loose,  court- 
house handy,  took  me  to  the  constable,  jury  sat  on  me,  and  the  jail  said  the  magtstiate 
must  take  me  to  the  constable ;  olijeoted ;  the  dungeon  pat  me  into  the  darkest  oonstsbls 
in  the  city;  got  out,  and  here  I  am,  prepared  to  stick  to  my  original  opinion :  Jfioffara 
unua  humbug  I  non  eeednu,  non  indignus  admiralooni  I  * 

As  a  poetical  oompanion-pieoe  to  tho  abore,  we  annex  the  following  ilroin 
a  pleasant  Northern  correspondent,  who  can  sympathiae  with  his  English 
'  brother  in  4!pint,^    He  too  has  been  tempted — he  too  has  '  indulged : ' 


*  I  wattaA  for  the  train  at  Covantry.* 


*  Yomro  policeman,  iht  and  stout, 

(For  I  know  thee  by  thy  stars,) 
TelL  oh !  tell  me,  hare  they  come? 
They,  the  Saratoga  cars? 

*  Thos  addressed,  the  stolid  Cbablv 

Gently  raised  bis  head  of  tow, 
ijid  from  out  his  pinguid  lips 
KttsicaUy  answe?^  « Wn  r» 


«Nof» 

'Toane  polioeman  I  tell  me,  now, 
Are  they  rushing  on  the  sisht  f 

Will  they  cheer  these  eyes  or  mine, 
Ere  the  coming  on  oi  night? 

'Then  again  he  raised  his  head. 

And  a  beam  of  hearenly  light 
Shot  athwart  his  tallow  Cmc, 
As  he  answered :  '  Guess  you  're  tight  t ' 

*0n  a  barrow  long  and  red, 

In  oonftiaion  down  I  sat^ 
With  my  nose  my  flnsers  blew, 

Smashed  my  eyes  oown  o'er  my  hat: 


<  Babies  squalled  in  wild  I 

Baggage-masters  bawled  their  checks; 
Olden  dames  for  band-box  smashed. 
Peered  around  through  awful  specs! 

'  Funes  of  oil,  and  steam,  and  amoke, 

Rose  repulsive  to  the  sense ; 
Sparks  like  Bitting  glow-worms  daooed 
Glimmering  in  IIm  twilight  dense, 

'  Up  I  scrambled !  —  down  to  earth 

Fell  ibe  metamorphosed  man. 
And  mr  '  tight^'  so  spotless  once. 
Oh  I  how  sadly  did  I  scan ! 

'Far  befbre  me  throogh  the  mass 
Sped  the  barrow,  urged  along 
By  lis  owner,  who  haa  urged 
Me,  in  accents  touching,  strong. 

<  Thondering  on  with  awfhl  yell 

Bushed  the  Saratoga  cam. 
And  before  my  rision  brij^t 
Gleamed  again  those  bnlliant  stars. 
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'Seemed  I  then  bejond  my  boots 

Wider,  hifrfaer  to  expaoa. 
Till  my  form  the  figure  took 

Of  that  d^pot,  yast  and  g^rand. 

'Walls  around  on  eyery  side, 

Far  aboye,  an  arch's  apan ; 
Gates  like  Gaza's^  bound  with  atreng^th. 

Such  the  metamorphosed  man  I 

'Porters  yelled,  and  news-boys  screamed; 

Pea-nut  yenders  with  them  yied ; 
Hack-men  shook  their  snake-like  whipe. 

Luring  passengers  to  ride. 


'Through  the  throng  my  piercing  eye 

Caught  the  flutter  of  a  dress, 
And  myfeelingSw  all  suAised, 
Floated  in  its  loyeliness. 

'Through  the  throng  my  hurrying  form 

Pressed  its  way,  resolyed,  intent ; 
lake  the  runner  for  the  priie, 
Were  my  fleeting  footsteps  bent. 

'  Nearer,  nearer  still  I  came : 

Now  I  plainly  saw  her  back; 
Feelings  such  as  fail  of  words 
Qyercame  me —she  was  black  I  * 


There  was  %  predicament  for  you  1  ^  -  -  ^A  Legacy^  and  what  Came 
of  Itj^  communicated  in  a  letter  to  the  Editor  by  '  Mr.  Boozr/  has  a  lesson 
*  underlying '  it,  which  will  not  be  lost  npon  those  whose  '  withers  *  are  not 
'nnnmg:' 

'  I  AM,  or  rather  wis,  a  small  fanner,  residing  on  a  tolerably  productiye  tract  of  land 
bequeathed  to  Mrs.  Boozr  by  a  bachelor  uncle  who  died — peace  to  his  ashes  1  — about 
two  months  after  we  were  married.  I  bless  the  memory  of  my  wife's  uncle,  for  had  be 
forgotten  Mrs.  Boost  in  his  will,  your  senrant  at  the  present  writing  might  haye  been 
in  far  more  embarrassing  circumstances  than  those  in  which  he  is  now  placed. 

'When  Mrs.  Boost  and  I  took  possession  of  the  fiurm,  she  was  perfectly  cool  and 
collected ;  for,  in  the  words  of  the  great  Micawbbb,  ahe  had  for  years  known  that 
tomdhing  was  about  to  '  turn  up ; '  but  I  was  in  ecstasy :  in  fact,  I  felt  yery  thankful  for 
the  drcumstanoe  which  had  thus  opportunely  occurred,  placing  us  in  a  situation  to  get 
a  liying. 

'Well,  we  commenced  farming  in  earnest  Mrs.  Booet  made  capital  butter  and 
cheese,  and  1  raised  yery  fair  crops  of  wheat  and  com.  I  trimmed  up  the  apple-trees, 
put  in  grafts,  planted  shade-trees  and  did  yarious  other  things  to  beautify  and  improye 
the  premises.  Mrs.  Boost  found  fiuming  profitable.  Fiye  years  after  taking  posses- 
sion of  the  phK»,  we  'figured  up,'  and  found  we  had  a  thousand  dollars  in  the  bank,  a 
thousand  in  rail-road  stock,  and  some  loose  change  in  pocket,  to  say  nothing  of  a  fine 
lot  of  cows,  a  span  of  horses,  etc.,  etc. 

'  Mrs.  Boost  was  a  yery  fortunate  woman.  One  night,  about  six  years  after  we  were 
married,  she  said  to  me: 

"Boozt,  I  think  of  selling  the  farm.' 

* '  Think  of  idling  the  /arm,  Mrs.  Boost  I  —you  're  joking  I ' 

' '  Not  a  bit,  Boozt  :  Widow  GtOHbr  says  it's  a  perfect  shame  for  us  to  liye  off  here  and 
wotk  like  slayes,  when  we  are  abundantly  able  io  settle  in  Skinpenny  and  enjoy  our- 
selyes:  and  I  think  Widow  Gombr  knows.    I  think  she  is  right' 

* '  Widow  GoMSB  may ' 

'  'Now,  Boost,  you  need  n't  go  on  in  that  way  I  The  fSmn  is  imni,  and  the  stock  is 
mine,  and  /  shall  seU,  and  remoye  to  Skinpenny,  if  I  think  proper,  Mr.  Boost  to  the 
contrary  notwithstanding! ' 

' '  But  how  shall  we  liye  ? '  I  meeUy  inquired. 

' '  On  the  interest  of  my  money,'  answered  Mrs.  Boozt;  after  saying  which,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  undress  herself,  and  we  retired ;  she  to  dream  of  the  pleasures  of  life  in  Skin- 
penny, I  to  reflect  on  what  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Boost  were  coming  to. 

'  Next  day,  I  feU  'out  of  sorts,'  but  I  knew  it  would  be  useless  to  say  a  word ;  for 
Mrs.  Boozt  is  a  'strong-minded  woman,'  (women  who  haye  property  in  their  own  right 
usually  are,)  and  myadriceto  all  young  men  contemplating  marriage  is,  *£sufar€  qf 
strong-minded  women  and — '  vidders '/ — (Wbllbr  ;)  for,  as  far  as  my  experience  goes, 
both  sre  exceedingly  plessureless  and  profitless  '  institutions.' 

'That  afternoon  Widow  Gombb,  Widow  Datus,  and  Susax  Obbbk  (a  blooming  Miss 
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of  fortj-fiTe)  drore  up  to  our  door,  hsyiog  come  all  the  way  from  Skinpennj  on  pur- 
pose to  visit  'dear  Mrs.  Boozt/  whom  thej  'had  n*t  seen  for  a  whole  week; '  thinking 
perhaps  she  would  gire  them  a  few  of  her  beautiful  gooseberries,  currants,  and  cher- 
ries; 'thej  would  look  to  beautiAil  on  their  tables  at  home.' 

'  I  busied  myself  in  the  field  till  the  trio  had  gone,  and  then  I  went  to  the  house,  to 
find  mj— no,  Mrs.  Boozt's  '  beautiful  gooseberries,  currants,  and  cherries  *  (they  were 
of  choice  Tarieties,  for  which  I  paid  quite  a  sum,  and  this  was  the  first  year  they  had 
borne  any  fruit)  all  gone;  and,  worst  of  all,  Mrs.  Boozrin  tears;  it  was  *90  lonesome ; 
she  couldn't  bear  the  thought  of  Itring  on  the  farm  any  longer;  Widow  Datus  said  tSu 
'wouldn't  lire  there  for  the  world; '  Miss  Grkin  had  'rather  die  than  be  obliged  to 
stay  there  oyer  night ; '  and  Widow  Gombr  said  she  had  better  sell,  eren  if  she  did  n't 
get  more  than  half  what  Mr.  Boozt  thought  the  place  was  worth.' ' 

'A  few  days  after,  Mrs.  Boozt  made  Widow  Qsonxa.  a  yisit^  and  (Just  think  of  it!)  the 
widow  told  her  she  had  a  son  who,  she  thought,  would  like  to  purchase  the  farm,  'pro- 
vided he  could  get  litX^low  pnee*  To  make  a  long  matter  short,  he  bought  it  for  less 
than  half  what  it  might  have  been  sold  for;  and  now  the  widow  tives  with  her  son  on 
that  <  odious  fkrm,'  and  we  live  in  Skinpenny :  but  I  cannot  see  that  we  enjoy  ourselres 
any  better  than  we  did  before  we  took  up  our  residence  here.  For  my  own  part,  I  am 
perfectly  miserable.  Our  garden  is  so  small  that  I  cannot  busy  myself  in  it  more  than 
one  day  in  a  week,  and  the  neighbors'  hens  dig  up  erery  seed  I  pUnt.  When  I  think 
how  much  we  lost,  and  how  little  we  gained,  when  we  changed  our  place  of  abode,  I 
can  hardly  contain  myself.' 

'  P.  S.— Mrs.  Boozt  and  I  risited  Widow  Goxbr  at  the  ftrm  to-day.  I  asked  the 
widow  if  she  could  spare  us  a  few  of  her  '  beautifril  goose-berries,  currants,  and  cher- 
ries.' She  said  she  was  '  sorry,  but  they  had  no  more  than  they  wanted  for  their  own 
family  use.' ' 

Friends  of  'Mr.  E.  N.  Pepper,  Esq.,'  if  you  have  tears  to  shed,  prepare  to 

shed  them  now ! '    *  Sech  wo  I '    Pepper's  horizon  is  edged  with  sombre 

colors.    The  very  zenith  is  rather  dark.    The  rest  of  his  voyage  can  be 

done  in  black  paint    What  is  to  become  of  his  '  Grate  Fom^  now  that  his 

mind  persists  in  running  upon  funerals?    Notice  the  thrilling  effect  his 

'  genus '  has  thrown  into  the  last  two  stanzas  of  his  '  effort'    Pepper  is  no 

'or'nary' person: 

'iro7i4-2>0ffHM<&0fMff  Jbtfr-Cbmer*,  Jviy  90,1834 

'Mr.  Clark.  Edftor.  Sir:  Since  I  &vored  you  with  my  last  great  changes 
have  obscured  the  &oe  of  the  sun  of  Liberty  and  Happiness  which  have  been  in 
the  habit  of  shining  in  fiivored  spots  regular.  Despots  continue  to  sway  the  aspect 
of  things.  But  their  reign  is  short,  Sir.  I  repeat  it  Short.  Changes  must  come. 
As  a  significant  &ct,  Mr.  Pepper  has  changed.  He  is  no  longer  playful.  He  is 
gloomy — gloomy.  I  am  afhud  his  genus  is  about  to  sink  in  a  blaze  of  glory  and 
go  out  Yes  Sir.  I  begin  to  be  alarmed  for  his  existence.  His  heart  is  too  sus- 
ceptible. Altogether.  It  has  been  touched  Sir.  Rudely  touched.  Many  of  the 
strings  have  I  fear  been  snapped.  But  let  the  eloquent  and  feeling  letter  he  wrote 
upon  the  subject  tell  the  tale.  It  will  be  seen  that  he  is  the  combined  victim  of 
Affection  and  a  Tyrant  But  my  hand  is  influenced  by  the  emotions  of  my  heart 
It  trembles.    Adieu.  P.  Pepper  Podd. 

*  *Pepp«r'9  Mk,  ffvly  It. 

< '  Dmam  Fblib:  Having  ons  moar  a  opertoonity  ov  oending  you  a  few  lins  i  avale 
miself  ov  it  to  oncet  moar  perticeler  asi  hev  much  to  inform  you  wioh  i  cant  beiy  into 
mioanbooBum. 

' '  o  PoDD,  Podd,  wot  hq>ineB — wot  miseiy — wot  rapcher  and  gpy — wot  mizzery  k  wo 
ive  softrd  sens  i  rote  be  4.    it  semes  moar  like  a  dreme  oaaly  i  no  it  ant  &  a  dreme 
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woodent  nudk  me  loos  lo  much  in  boddj.  ime  thin  as  a  waifer  dere  boy  A  a  good  dele 
witer  on  the  serfli.  mi  apetiat  (wich  jou  no  wos  alus  precaris)  hea  now  dwindle  into 
nothink  A  i  doant  beleTe  ive  ete  a  hanful  in  4  dajr.  i  kepe  insid  the  hous  A  laj  on  mi 
fiya  a-groning  dredfle  k  sjing  al  the  time  i  doant  gron.  but  i  no  it  must  be  a  speshj  of 
ageny  to  her  to  wate  long  fur  a  explaiiashun  or  this  miss  teiy.  ile  relere  you  in  but  few 

werds.    it  was  the  21th  of  gune.    erly  in  the  morning,    i o  mi  felinks  is  sech  i 

doant  know  as  i  can  lerele.  wy  did  i  comens  the  haroink  tale,  but  ile  subdoo  mi 
emoahuns  A  persede  with  camnes.    rite  pen.    kepearitink.    paws  not 

'  'i  had  jest  got  threw  a-washing  out  side  the  door  and  wos  a-wiping  miself  onto 
the  toui  wen  i  herd  a  shrik  gir  by  a  butifle  young  Lady  in  ageny.  i  lookt  around 
in  frensy  and  saw  nothink.  in  a  instant  a  1  bora  wagon  fioo  around  the  comer  drawed 
by  a  frantic  animle.  in  that  wagon  was  a  man  a-holding  ot  the  lins  and  a  young  Lady, 
mi  resolooshnn  was  tooc.  i  put  a  stun  into  the  toul  A  wen  the  hors  cairn  up  i  spoted 
i  him.    he  draped  so  cuick  the  man  and  young  lady  boath  pitcht  forards  A  wos  picking 

I  Uiairselres  up  wen  I  turned  round,    wot  a  Tizzhun  she  wos.    threw  al  the  dert  i  oood 

se  Buty.  Hi  pieserrer  sed  she  in  a  angilic  yois  »-seting  herself  onto  a  stun,  i  floo  too  < 
her  and  maid  a  faint  ot  fiding  onto  1  ne.  doant  sed  she  youl  derty  your  pans  wich  wos 
troo  besids  being  oonsiderit  so  i  dident  but  i  tooc  her  hand  A  sed  she  was  welcum  to 
ml  serris  wich  wos  no  tmble,  and  ide  be  hapy  to  spot  a  hors  for  her  every  day.  she 
smiled  hennkly  A  sed  i  wos  'A-Jack'  (a  cmart  ainshen.)  i  cald  her  Hklin  wich  she 
sed  wos  a  mistaik  as  her  naim  wos  Hakah  gaki  Waltsbs.  i  then  sed  she  had  also 
mistooc  mi  dgnacher  wich  wos  Mr.  E.  N.  Pippkr  Esq.  Toud  orter  seen  the  looc  or 
supris  A  plesyour  as  her  fechers  wos  spred  with  wen  i  opend  onto  her  with  that 
anounsment  she  tooc  notis  ov  me  for  a  ninstant  kind  ot  wild,  then  sudently  giy  way 
too  her  emoshuns  A  wep.  in  a  short  time  the  toul  sacherated  with  her  teres  A  i  wos 
thinking  or  giting  a  dri  1  wen  she  drid  up  the  fount  A  she  A  the  man  wich  she  cald  pa 
aa  wos  hirt  onto  his  bed  stad  with  me  seTeril  days,  i  red  al  mi  pomes  to  her  A  we  got 
pirty  thic.  al  2  oncet  the  Faither  rekirerd  and  anounsd  that  thay  must  go  hoam. 
'  Ken  you  lere  sed  1  in  broken  ax  cents  and  with  a  thic  rois.    hers  wos  thic  wen  she  sed 

she  coodent  no  way.  we  then  hugd.  wot  bliss  1  but  the  cnU  Faither  put  in  his  ore 
A  Al  wos  ore.  he  had  to  chok  her  of.  as  he  wos  levin  he  remarc  that  he  wos  werth 
$900  dolars  A  he  thot  it  wos  redickalus  ray  ther.  but  ef  it  wos  spoart  to  him  it  wos 
deth  to  me  A  her.  She  sed  2  or  8  times  she  shoodent  eat  eny  think  A  the  onfelin  rech 
at  last  Bpoak  and  sed  it  wood  sair  yitels.  Wen  thay  disapered  round  the  comer  she 
waivin  her  hankerchif  i  holdin  up  my  bans  in  mewt  dispar  i  sunc  onto  the  floor  A 
in  nu  ageny  tor  of  al  mi  rest  butons  in  1  gerk,  A  strac  sumthink  hard  onto  the  floor, 
it  wos  1  OT  mi  singles  puf-coams  as  fel  in  the  hart  rending  strugle.  i  dident  mind  the 
ile  but  kist  it  al  the  rest  of  the  day.  it  is  be  4  me  now.  it  is  al  as  kepes  me  aKv. 
heres  wot  i  rote  wen  i  becaim  cam  enuf  to  hoald  a  pen : 

"Co  itc  Vfnglc  as  is  (Ksn. 

*  *o  Havah  Hakah  Haitah  dere 

OAVi  WaltkbsI  wen  the  Tizihon  now? 
Bispers  for  ever  moar  1  fere 
(bi)  Your  Faither  with  the  angry  Brow. 

'  *  o  Hanah  ken  1  say  yoam  son  T 

To  a  onkind  Fait  moat  Farm  bowt 
A.    then  wde  pile  onr  enrslB  on 
(to)  Your  Faither  with  the  angry  Brow. 

*  *0  wot  a lod  to  cany  ronndt 

To  tte  hlaself  he  dono  how, 
A  onhapy  man  now  walk  the  groand 
(its)  Xonr  Faither  with  the  angry  Brow. 

*  *  bat  lorly  Haitah  doaat  dispar, 

doant  taik  on  bad  doant  nda  no  row, 
1  man  nil  fele  remors  A  ealr 

(its)  Yonr  Faither  with  the  angiy  Brow. 
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*  *  wot  cbaing  b«8  cam  It  ore  our  drem«B  I 

Wot  Hap*nlB  onsj  wot  miz^ry  now! 
Bat  Giutis  lay  the  blBlm  it  semes 

(onto)  Tour  Faither  with  the  ongiy  Bxow. 

*  *  In  Orair  w^mete  ef  no  wan  els 

Ml  Hanah  dere  1  malk  a  tow 
Or  sooner  ef  Deth  the  sperit  cnela 
(ov)  Yonr  Faither  with  the  angry  Brow. 

'  'o  PoDD,  PoDD,  i  woa  afraid  i  shood  di  be  4  i  got  that  dun.  but  its  dun  now  and  i 
doant  no  wether  to  send  it  to  her  or  let  it  be  found  amongst  mi  efez.  ef  i  doant  hurjr 
it  will  be  the  last  Dear  Podd»  good  bi  peraps  for  erer.  Podd  good  bi,  good  bi  onoet 
moar  good  bi  firom  your  old  fren  K.  K.  Pbppbb. 

'  'P.  S.  encloased  is  a  lock  of  mi  har.  ef  I  di  let  mi  funerl  be  privit.  let  Hanah 
GANES  puf  coam  be  berid  with  me.    Tell  her  i  was  troo  and  dide  for  her. 

"Fairwel  k.  k.  p." 

Farewell,  for  the  present,  *  grate  PoU  /  *  -  .  -  ^The  Miner's  Burial,*  by 
J.  SwETT,  of  California,  is  a  graphic  sketch  of  an  only  too  frequent  occur- 
rence in  the  '  Golden  State : ' 

<  I  BEMEifBEB  manj  burial  scenes  iu  the  old  churcb-jard  of  my  native  Tillage, 
when  I  gazed  upon  the  long  procession  of  mourners  slowly  moving  over  the  meet- 
ing-house green,  and  winding  through  the  narrow  gate-way.  I  remember  how 
the  iion  bell  high  up  in  the  belfiy  tolled  out  the  solemn  notes  in  muffled  monotone, 
till  the  warm  blood  flowed  back  on  my  young  heart  and  dark  thoughts  of  the  cold 
grave  chafed  away  the  sun-light  of  boyish  existence.  Yet,  when  on  a  summer 
Sabbath  I  strolled  about  the  grave-yard,  where  the  little  children  played  every  Sun- 
day noon,  and  saw  the  flowers  blooming  and  the  green  grass  springing  up  over  the 
the  graves,  it  seemed  a  pleasant  thing  to  lie  down  to  sleep  in  the  shadow  of  the  old 
church.  It  is  a  beautiful  thought  that  the  spirit  may  come  back  to  Unger  round  the 
scenes  of  its  earthly  home,  and  the  universal  desire  to  be  laid  to  rest  among  friends 
may  be  but  a  yearning  of  the  soul  for  the  companionship  of  kindred  spirits. 

'  I  remember  many  burial  scene^  but  there  are  two  which  come  back  to  me  at 
times  with  all  their  over-powering  emotions :  one,  when,  a  mere  boy,  I  wept  over 
the  grave  of  my  &ther;  the  other,  when  in  after-time,  my  heart  changed  by  years 
of  restless  excitement,  I  stood  by  the  grave  of  a  brother-miner  in  one  of  the  wild 
mountain-glens  of  Califomi&  There  have  been  many  such  burial  scenes  in  the 
Gold-Land,  and  few  who  have  witnessed  them  can  ever  foiget,  till  the  memory  of 
the  strange  scenes,  and  wild  emotions,  and  thrilUng  excitement  of  a  miner's  life 
&des  away  from  the  mind.  The  raiu  had  descended  in  torrents  for  many  dark  days 
and  gloomy  nights,  and  every  stream  and  brook  had  become  a  rushing  river  sweep- 
ing madly  down  through  narrow  cafions.  The  swollen  waters  seized  one  of  our 
little  band  of  miners  and  hurried  him  to  an  instant  and  awful  death :  but,  after 
holding  the  pale  form  in  their  cold,  clammy  embrace  for  three  days,  yielded  up  the 
body,  and  we  consigned  our  brother  departed  to  a  miner's  grave.  We  buried  him 
when  the  long  and  fearflil  storm  had  passed  away,  and  nature  was  rejoicing  in  the 
warm,  life-giving  sun-light ;  and,  as  we  stood  round  the  pale  form,  the  melancholy 
gloom  cast  over  us  by  the  sad  event  passed  away  from  our  hearts,  as  if  some  feeble 
rays  of  the  life  and  light  of  a  spiritual  existence  opening  on  the  new-bom  soul 
were  beaming  down  upon  the  mourners  around  the  worn-out  tenement  of  day. 

'  I  have  seen  the  grecU  borne  to  their  last  home,  when  the  muffled  drum  beat  like 
the  hearts  of  the  assembled  people  mourning  for  their  leader.  I  have  listened  to 
services  in  the  dimly-lighted  church,  where  the  deep-toned  organ  swelled  in  solenm. 
rovorberations  over  the  vast  assembly  till  the  soul  was  lost  to  all  save  the  moumfhl 
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requiem ;  but  no  aoene  ever  seemed  so  affecting  as  the  simple  mountain  bnrial. 
Ear  away  in  the  rugged  mountains  of  the  Sierra  Kevada,  where  the  head-waters 
of  Feather  Biver  are  gathered  from  snowy  peaks  and  poured  through  rodcj  canons, 
a  little  group  of  rough  miners  stands  on  a  green  shelf  of  the  mountain  at  whose 
base  the  wateis  send  up  a  ceaseless  roar.  A  rude  ooffin  lies  on  the  ground,  and 
they  gather  round  to  cast  a  last  look  on  the  face  of  him  who  but  three  days  ago 
was  the  life  of  the  weaiy  company  that  clustered  round  the  evening  camp-fires. 
Few  words  ore  spoken,  &w  tears  are  shed;  for  hearts  roughened  by  California  life 
are  not  easily  moved  to  deep  emotion ;  but  the  woxkings  of  bronzed  fiices  show 
that  the  waters  are  flowing  in  channels  which  have  long  been  dry. 

'  Ko  temple  reared  by  human  hands  oorers  the  little  band  of  mourners,  but  the 
blue  vault  of  heaven  resting  on  the  everlasting  hills  which  rise  up  like  colossal  pil- 
lars against  the  horizon  foims  the  dome  of  a  grander  cathedral  than  ever  architect 
conceived  I  The  hills  are  its  golden  altars ;  the  rushing  river  its  mighty  organ ; 
paintings  richer  than  those  by  ancient  masters  are  hung  upon  its  walls ;  and  through 
the  crystal  dome  the  pure  sun-hght  comes  pouring  down  over  the  temple  of  the 
Invisible.  A  littie  rivulet  with  silver  cascades  flashing  in  the  sun  is  leaping  down 
the  mountain-sidei  sendhig  up  a  low  music  that  &lls  dreamily  on  the  ear.  No  toll- 
ing ben  is  throbbing  on  the  passmg  breeze.  The  solemn  stillneas,  broken  only  by 
tiie  low  voices  of  Nature^  seems  more  fitting. 

*An  old  gray-headed  miner  reads  a  chapter  from  the  Bible,  the  first  that  he  has 
read  for  many  long  months;  but  while  he  is  reading,  memories  of  a  mother  who 
taught  him  to  pray  come  over  him,  and  the  old  iron-visaged  man  is  a  child  1  A  few 
ample  linear  a  kunent,  the  tribute  of  a  brother-miner,  are  read,  and  the  old  gray- 
headed  mmer,  turning  again  to  his  Bible,  repeate  the  simple  and  beautiM  prayer  of 
our  Saviour,  more  appropriate  than  any  human  language.  That  nighty  when  the 
pale  moon  looked  down  upon  the  new-made  grave,  and  stars  came  drifting  flx>m  the 
dark  dep^  of  the  heavens  like  spirit-eyes  fit>m  other  worlds^  one  solitary  mourner 
stood  by  the  resting-place  of  the  miner,  one  who  there  learned  a  lesson  never  to  be 
forgotten. 

*  There  are  times  when  the  events  of  a  life-time  are  crowded  into  a  moment ; 
when  the  spirit,  bursting  ttom  the  bonds  of  sense,  turns  its  piercing  eye  inward, 
analyzing  all  its  secret  motives,  and  then,  turning  outward  and  upward,  sweeps 
away  mto  fhturity,  defying  the  control  of  reason  or  wiB,  and  brings  back  to  the 
doubting  mind  the  voice  of  inspiration.  When  a  stranger's  letter  shall  convey  the 
tidings  for  across  the  Atlantic  to  a  pleasant  home  in  Old  England,  a  widowed 
mother's  heart  shall  be  wrung  with  untold  anguish.  No  tears  of  sisters  or  mother 
may  ever  foil  on  the  grave  of  tiie  young  Englishman ;  but,  for  away,  eyes  shall 
grow  dim  vnth  weeping  and  hearts  sad  witii  mourning.  Those  who  Md  him  in  a 
fofreign  grave  are  even  now  separated,  never  again  to  visit  the  place ;  but  memory 
wHl  make  many  a  pilgrimage  to  the  solitude  of  that  wild  mountain  glen.  Strangers 
shall  pass  by  that  quiet  spot,  and  seeing  the  initials  rudely  carved  on  the  g^ranite 
head-stone,  wonder  who  lies  buried  there.  The  wild  birds  shall  sing  over  him,  and 
the  wild  flowers  bloom  every  spring  around  tiie  grave.  And  when  the  spirit  of  the 
storm  breathes  on  the  organ  of  the  lulls — the  swollen  river — there  shall  rise  up  a 
solemn  requiem  for  the  young  stranger  who  was  consigned  by  stranger  hands  to  a 
miner's  grave  in  the  mountain  wilds  of  the  GMd-Land.' 

It  is  probably  not  unkDOwn  to  our  readers  thst  there  is  »  set  of  lasy  har- 
pies about  the  city  of  Washington,  who,  whenever  a  bill  has  passed  Congress 
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for  the  aid  of  any  particular  class  of  subordinates  in  the  public  senrioe,  leyy  a 

tax  upon  them,  to  pay  for  their  alleged  '  services  *  and  '  exertions,'  in  getting 

the  bill  through  Congress.   A  certun  *  general  agent,'  who  was  presumed  by 

his  correspondent  to  be  of  this  stamp,  was  thus  addressed  through  a  late 

number  of  the  San-Diego  Herald 

'San-DUgo,  90a  Marek,  1851 

'Mt  DiAB  Ghablss:  I  have  received  your  modest  request  of  the  fourth  of  January, 
that  I  will  give  you  five  or  ten  per  cent,  of  any  sum  that  Congress  may  hereafter,  in  its 
infinite  beneficence,  appropriate  to  my  relief  a  request,  which,  you  state,  you  make  to 
me  at  the  instance  of  *  a  number  of  officers  stationed  in  Teims.* 

'  For  the  benefit  of  those  gentlemen,  as  well  aa  yourself,  I  have  asked  Mr.  Ann  to 
print  your  letter  and  my  answer  in  the  world-renowned  San-Disgo  Berald — the  only 
method  I  see  of  communicating  with  your  advisers,  aa  a  letter  directed  to  'a  number 
of  officers  stationed  in  Texas,'  might  possibly  never  reach  them  through  the  ordinary 
channels. 

^  Upon  mature  reflection,  of  nearly  five  minutes,  I  have  come  to  the  concluaion  to 
decline  acceding  to  your  proposal.  This  decision  has  resulted  firom  several  considera- 
tions. 

*  In  the  first  place,  I  don't  know  you,  Cbaxubs.  I  never  heard  of  yon  before  in  all 
my  life.  To  be  sure,  I  see  by  your  card,  which  you  so  kindly  inclosed,  and  which  my 
wife  has  just  stuck  up  in  a  comer  of  the  cracked  looking-glass  that  adorns  our  humble 
chamber,  that  you  are  a  Gkneral-Agent,  (which  may  be  a  new  military  rank,  for  all  I 
know,  created  with  the  Lieutenant-Gknendcy,  and  if  it  is,  I  beg  your  pardon  and  touch 
my  hat,  for  I  have  a  great  respect  for  rank,)  and  a  Notary-Public,  and  that  you  live  on 
Seventh-street,  opposite  the  Odd-Fellows*  Hall,  (why  not  move  across  the  street?)  But 
all  this  does  not  amount  to  firiendship,  intimacy,  or  even  common  acquaintance ;  and  I 
declare,  Charles,  I  do  not  even  know  now  whether  you  may  not  be  some  designing 
person,  who,  seeing  that  a  bill  is  likely  to  pass  for  the  relief  of  certain  distressed  offi- 
cers, seeks  to  levy  a  little  black-mail,  say  five,  or  even  ten  per  cent,  on  the  scanty  pit- 
tance, under  the  pretext  of  having  influenced  Congress  in  its  humane  decision ;  a  thing 
that  I  believe  all  the  General-Agents,  Notary-Publics,  United  States  Commissioners, 
and  Commissioners  of  Deeds  that  ever  lived  opposite  or  in  Odd  Fellows'  Hall  would 
fail  to  accomplish,  had  not  Congress  made  up  its  benevolent  mind  to  do  it  without  con- 
sulting them. 

*  Skcokdlt.  Why  should  I  promise  to  give  you  ten  per  cent  of  that  allowance  ?  (Oh  t 
donH  you  wish  you  might  get  it?  I  hope  /shall.)  Ton  say  you  have  made  an  effort 
to  get  it  for  us.  Ah  I  Charles,  I  love  and  honor  you  for  doing  so,  if  you  have;  but 
how,  when,  and  where,  tell  me,  where  did  you  make  that  effort?  But^  if  you  did  so, 
what  of  it?  Perhaps  you  made  an  effort,  too,  to  get  me  the  pay  I  now  receive.  Per- 
haps—  startling  thought  I — you  will  be  writing  to  me  for  'five  or  ten  per  cent'  of 
that  humble  income  I    Do  n't  try  it^  Charles  ;  you  would  n't  get  it,  I  assure  you. 

'Aa  to  your  making  an  effort,  that 's  all  nonsense.  Eveiy  body  makes  efforts  now-a- 
days.  Every  body  that  ever  I  read  of,  except  Mrs.  Dombbt,  made  an  effort;  and  if  my 
grandmother  were  to  die,  and  leave  me  a  thousand  dollars,  you  mighty  with  equal  pror 
priety,  inform  me  that  you  made  an  effort  for  that  venerable  person's  decease,  and  daim 
*  five  or  ten  per  cent.'  of  that  amount  of  property,  as  to  humbug  me  with  your  making 
efforts  to  influence  Congress,  who,  as  I  said  before,  I  solenmly  believe  is  independent 
of  all  the  efforts  of  all  the  Notary-Publics  in  all  Washington. 

*  From  these  two  considerations,  I  conclude  that  you  have  no  claim,  or  shadow  of  a 
claim,  on  me,  but  that  your  proposal  is  merely  a  request  for  charity,  to  the  amount  of 
'  five  or  ten  per  cent'  on  the  small  sum  that  you,  living  in  Washington  and  watching 
the  signs  of  the  times,  begin  to  believe  Congress  is  going  to  allow  me.  This  charity  I 
shall  decline  bestowing,  for  three  good  and  sufficient  reasons: 

'  FiBflT,  I  am  very  poor  myseUl 
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'SiooKD,  I  haye  a  familj  to  sapport  on  eighty-nine  dollars  eighty-three  cents  a 
month,  which  is  n't  such  a  tremtodoos  income,  in  a  country  where  floor  is  thirty  dol- 
lars per  barreL 

*  Thikd,  I  '11  see  you first,  giying  yon  full  permission  to  fill  the  blank  with  any 

kind  aspiration  for  your  future  welfiire  and  happiness  that  nuiy  occur  to  you,  and  that 
you  may  deem  appropriate. 

'  Farewell,  Charlbs.  Remember  me  kindly  to  '  a  number  of  officers  stationed  in  Texas' 
when  you  write.  Inrest  properly  and  judiciously  the  'five  or  ten  per  cents  *  you  get 
from  them.    In  your  future  efforts  foiget  me,  and  remember  to 

*  *  Bb  Ttotaoiu,  and  yon  wUl  he  happy.* 

'Adieu  I    Yours  respectirely, 

'GaoBOB  H.  Dbbbt, 

*JAeut,  Top,  £nginuri» 
'To  Chablbs  Db  Sbldzkq,  Esq., 
Seyenth-street,  opposite  Odd-Fellows'  Hall,  General-Agent,  Notary-Public,  Commis- 
sioner of  Deeds,  and  United  States  Commissioner  for  all  the  States  in  the  Union,  and 
elsewherel'  

It  is  not  often  that  jou  find  a  neglected,  discarded  author  bo  fall  of  *  fim  and 
phflosophy '  as  the  correspondent  who  sends  us  the  subjoined :  a  writer,  let  us 
add,  firom  whom  our  readers  have  often  heard,  and  never  without  gratification : 

*Ik  the  basement  of  a  store  on  L street,  directly  back  of  the  Post-Office, 

flourishes  a  small  bibliopolist  If  you  ahoold  happen  to  have  a  spare  dime  about 
yoo,  the  first  time  you  send  to  the  post-office  after  receiying  this,  by  handing  it  (the 
dime,  not  this  letter)  to  the  messenger  employed  in  tliat  pilgrimage,  and  requesting 

him  to  purchase  of  ttie  before-mentioned  bibliopolist  a  book  called  ^The  G 

of  B...,  events  might  follow  that  will  be  spoken  of  below.  The  writer  of  this, 
some  three  years  or  more  ago,  wrote  a  book  with  the  above-mentioned  title.  From 
a  wish  to  afford  the  public  the  gratification  of  an  early  perusal  of  the  book,  whidi 
he  knew  that  same  public  must  be  impatiently  longing  to  read,  (as  the  public 
always  is  the  first  book  of  an  author,)  he  with  great  liberality  publi^ed  it  himself 
without  first  running  the  gauntlet  of  book-publishers,  (as  he  might  have  done,  and 
as  most  others  would,  although,  of  course,  without  a  shadow  of  success  in  finding 
a  publisher.)  Well,  I  have  no  new  experiences  to  relate,  touching  the  gratitude  of 
tike  public.  After  this  extraordinary  instance  of  my  kindness  in  seeking  to  afford 
Uiem  what  I  knew  must  be  so  great  a  gratification,  they,  instead  of  discontinuing  their 
usual  avocations  for  a  week,  or  a  day  even,  to  have  a  gala-time  over  the  book,  paid 
no  attention  to  it  whatever,  and  in  &ct  seemed  totally  unconsdoos  that  any  thing 
extraordinary  had  happened.  They  had  the  hardihood  and  efihmtery  to  continue 
their  pursuits  of  business  or  of  pleasure  the  same  as  before.  And  this  after  all 
the  sacrifices  I  had  made  to  please  them  I  I  was  led  to  exclaim, '  In  laboring  pro 
low)  publico,  cui  horn  t '  (I  was  obliged  to  consult  the  last  leaves  of  a  spelling-book 
to  find  expressions  adequate  to  clothe  my  sufferings  in.)  *  Kot  us,  certainly,'  was  the 
emphatic  answer  of  the  publia  But  who  ever  expects  any  justice  firom  the 
PuBUC? — an  ungratefid  monster  that  once  banished  Abistides,  and  again  'struck 
BOLT  Patebsok  '  7  Yet  there  are  are  some  brazen-&oed  fellows  who  contend  that 
the  public  are  pretty  near  right  in  the  long  run  I  To  what  length  a  fondness  fi>r 
paradox  wUl  sometimes  lead  men  I 

'After  the  surprise  naturally  felt  at  such  an  astonishing  want  of  gratitude  fbr 
benefits  conferred  had  passed  away,  I  slipped  back  into  my  customary  channels  of 
thooght  and  action,  fbigave  the  public,  and  forgot  all  about  the  books.    I  had 
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shipped  them  off  to  New-York  as  soon  as  they  were  publifihed,  and  tiiey  were 
stowed  away  in  the  third  stoiy  of  a  hardware-house,  where  they  remained  f<v  a 
year  or  more.  The  proprietor  of  the  store  being  a  friend  of  mine,  I  desired  him 
to  find  a  customer  for  them  in  the  lump,  if  he  could.  No  such  customer  presenting 
himself  and  being  about  to  move,  for  a  small  consideration  he  'let  them  slide* 
down  into  this  bibliopolist's  establishment  I  cannot  refrain,  however,  from  men- 
tioning, as  an  extenuating  circumstance  for  publishing  the  book,  that  a  friend,  who 
has  more  pecuniary  resources  than  literary  judgment^  having  seen  some  of  the  ubbl, 
offered  to  guarantee  the  expense  of  the  publishing. 

'  The  author  once  called  at  this  place  in  L street,  and  taking  up  this  book, 

and  laughing  disdainfrdly,  said  to  the  book-seller:  *I  kwAO  the  author  of  this.  I 
should  think,  having  the  sale  of  such  a  work,  that  you  occupied  an  inconvenient 
room.  It  Lb  too  bad  to  make  the  public,  in  such  crowds  as  they  would  be  likely  to 
come  for  so  popular  a  book,  descend  and  ascend  so  many  steps.  And  then,  you 
have  only  one  door  both  for  ingress  and  egress.  In  a  pleasant  day,  I  should  think 
your  customers  would  be  liable  to  run  one  another  down  in  ooming  in  and  going 
out* 

'The  book-seller  did  not  seem  to  fancy  these  jokes.  He  did  not  like  the  idea  of 
having  any  of  his  'stock  *  made  the  subject  of  such  sarcasms.    He  coolly  asked: 

' '  What  &ult  have  you  to  find  with  the  book? ' 

'I  replied  that  'I  thought  the  faults  spoke  for  themselves— not  so  the  merits.' 

'  'Perhaps  you  are  jealous  or  envious  of  the  author,*  retorted  the  book-seller. 

'I  very  honestly  and  earnestly  disclaimed  any  such  feeling. 

'  'Well,  said  the  book-seller,  suddenly  changing  his  tone^  'who  the  devil  tf  the 
fellow  that  wrote  this  book  ?  * 

'  I  replied :  '  He  is  derk,  I  believe,  to  a  brick-maker.' 

' '  Qerk  to  a  brick-maker  I '  repeated  he ;  and  then  laughingly  continued:  '  He 
thought,  I  suppose,  that  the  &ct  of  being  able  to  make  a  brick  implied  a  capacity 
to  make  a  book.  At  least,  I  should  judge  so  firom  this  romance  of  his; '  and  then 
he  laughed  immoderately  at  his  own  facetiousness. 

'  'Perhaps you  are  rights  to  some  extent^'  said  I;  'but  I  believe  the  author  had 
'  a  brick  in  his  hat '  when  he  commenced  the  work.' 

'  'He  was  not  much  of  a  'brick '  IwrnsdJ^  at  all  events,'  replied  the  book-seUer; 
and  leaving  the  man  in  excellent  humor  with  himself)  not  on  account  of  the  bargain 
he  got  with  his  book,  but  for  the  exhibition  of  humor  he  had  displayed,  I  ascended 
the  steps  to  the  side-walk,  glad  to  breathe  the  firesh  air,  and  feeling  no  increased 
admiration  for  book-sellers. 

'  Now,  to  be  serious  about  the  book,  (although  it  is  a  veiy  small  matter  to  be 
serious  about^)  it  was  written  when  I  had  about  three  years  less  experience  as  a 
writer,  and  three  yean  less  maturity  of  judgment  than  I  now  have ;  weights  under 
which  you  will  very  naturally  conclude  no  literaiy  progeny  of  mine  could  keep 
their  heads  above  water.  Still,  a  glance  at  the  book  might  gratify  some  sort  of 
curiosity.  The  printer,  you  will  observe,  seems  to  have  exerted  himself  to  the 
utmost  not  to  surpass  the  author,  and  if  he  foiled  to  succeed,  the  fault  was  not  his, 
but  the  author's^  who  made  too  high  a  mark  for  his  emulation.  The  man  who  made 
the  paper  has  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  except  the  company  of  the  author  and  the 
printer ;  but  paper-makers,  I  believe,  are  exceptions  to  the  rule  thai  '  a  man  is 
known  by  the  company  he  keeps.' 

'There  were  only  about  six  hundred  copies  of  the  book  strudc  off;  and  what  I 
wanted  to  inquire  wa^  if  it  could  not  yet  be  made  worthy  of  being  published. 
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without  imdergoing  a  less  thoiroagh  change  than  the  Mow's  knife  did  that  had 
been  so  long  in  the  family.  Will  yon  see  if  the  springs  or  rivets  even  of  the  book 
are  not  worth  saving  for  some  'enterprising  honse * ?  Could  n*t  the  sophomorical 
bombast  and  pedantry-  be  taken  out  of  it,  without  cutting  away  so  large  a  part  as 
was  taken  from  the  dog,  when  his  taQ  was  cut  off  just  behind  his  ears  ? ' 

We  'n  '  see  about  it,'  bj  and  bj.  -  -  -  There  is  an  institatimi  connected 
with  the  Banks  of  New-York  called  'The  CleaHng-Hinue:  We  have 
adopted  a  principle  of  its  operation  in  the  present  number.  Availing  our- 
selves of  the  stdtry,  oppressive  month  of  August,  '  wherein  no  man  can 
work,'  we  have  made  a  '  clear  sweep '  of  deferred  matter,  twelve  pages  of 
which  have,  from  time  to  time,  been  crowded  out  So  that  while  our  readers 
win  find  themselves  benefited  bj  the  'freshet,'  we  shall  have  a  'clear  field ' 
in  subsequent  numbers.  -  -  -  One  of  the  most  extensive  and  superb 
printing  and  book-selling  establishments  in  the  world  will  be  that  of  the 
Brothebs  Haspeb,  when  it  is  completed.  The  western  hal^  fronting  upon 
Cliff-street,  in  a  slightly  crescent  form,  is  already  inclosed  to  the  top.  We 
have  watched  its  growth,  during  the  summer ;  its  story  after  story  of  arched 
floors  and  iron  columns,  tmtil  it  now  stands,  like  a  segment  of  the  Roman 
Coliaenm,  the  mirvel  of  the  whole  neighborhood.  Every  vast  story  is  iso- 
lated, and  each  is  perfectly  fire-proo£  And  it  is  as  imposing  in  appearance 
as  it  is  safe  in  reality.  Nothing  has  been  omitted  that  could  add  to  its  per- 
fect security.  Looking  at  the  structure  to-day,  during  a  pause  in  proof- 
readiDg,  frwn  our  printing-ofQce  window,  and  thinking  how  many,  many 
years  we  had  known  the  firm,  we  saw  Mr.  Wbslet  and  Ifr.  Flbtchbb  Haa- 
PEK,  standing  upon  the  very  spot  where  we  saw  them  stand  a  comparatively 
short  time  ago,  looking  with  sad  eyes  upon  the  ruins  of  their  hUe  establish- 
ment; but  now  gazing  with  undisguised  admiration  upon  their  new  one. 
Success  to' The  Beothbbs,' say  we  1  -  -  -  The  following  will  perhaps  recall 
to  the  mind  of  the  reader  the  wag  who  'ran  the  toll-gate '  of  Cayuga  Bridge 
<me  cold  winter  night,  as  set  forth  some  years  ago  in  the  Khickbbbocksb. 

'  Mt  cooain  Tom  was  the  most  genial-hearted  and  Ubend-minded  man  I  ever  met. 
When  a  boy,  his  last  penny  or  marUe  was  readily  surrendered  to  the  playmate  who 
appeared  to  want  it  most,  and,  as  he  grew  up,  the  small  inheritance  which  was  left  him 
by  hia  lather  was  stowed  away,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  drawers  of  '  charitable  socie- 
tiea '  and  beggars'  pockets,  so  that  when  he  arrived  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  he  found 
himaelf  minus  money  and,  of  course,  minus  friends. 

'  It  ia  singular  that  people  do  not  take  better  care  of  the  'siller,'  when  it  is  proved 
daily  and  hourly  that  without  it  man  is  a  non-entity,  but,  with  it,  a  dummy  is 
invested  with  the  greatest  importance.  Tom  was  in  a  quandary  on  hia  twenty-fifth 
bnihrday. 

'As  I  said  before,  he  was  without  'money,  and,  consequently,  without  friends,  and 
aaoCher  source  of  conaiderable  inconvenience  to  him  was  UUs — not  such  as  are  issued 
by  those  most  respectable  institutions  called  banks,  but  such  as  are  composed  of  bits 
of  foolscap  paper,  and  which,  in  this  case,  showed 
*  Thomas  Nogos,  Esq., 

*To  Messrs.  So  Ain>  So,  Da. 

to  a  large  amount. 

'  Tow  ruminated.  What  to  do  he  was  unable  to  determine.  Tailors,  in  flash  waitt- 
eoata  and  patent-leather  boots,  visited  him  frequently,  and  —  went  away  excited. 
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Boot-makers,  and  dealers  in  hone-flesh,  with  knit  brows  and  determined  airs,  Tisited 
him  at  his  boarding-house,  but  to  no  purpose.  EUs  land-lady  reminded  him  that  he 
had  forgotten  to  settle  for  the  last  three-months'  board,  that  provisions  were  very  high, 
and  that  she  would  be  obliged  to  him  if  he  —  would  pay.  The  washer-woman 
demanded  an  immediate  settlemait,  and  when  Tom  told  her  she  must  wait  a  few  days, 
she  raised  a  storm  of  the  first  magnitude. 

*  What  a  scarcity  of  funds  occurs  among  one's  creditors  when  they  hear  that  he  is 
short/  What  large  bills  they  haye  coming  duel  what  risions  of  bank-notes  float 
before  their  eyes,  which  must  be  paid  immediately,  or  be  protested  I 

'  Tom  fell  into  a  brown  study.  *  Something  must  be  done,'  said  he  to  himself, '  or  I 
shall  be  worried  to  death.  Uncle  Joshua  will  stay  a  year  longer,  at  least;  if  he  should 
happen  to  drop  off  now,  I  could  manage  these  troublesome  bills  without  difficulty;  for 
he  ean*t  go  without  leaving  me  ten  thousand,  at  least' 

*  Tom  meditated  long  and  deeply,  and,  finally,  a  great  idea  popped  into  his  head. 
That  night  he  slept  as  sound  as  a  lord.  Next  morning  the  citizens  of  Skinpenny  were 
surprised  tind  alarmed;  for,  on  a  shingle  nailed  up  by  Tom's  window,  appeared,  in 
flaming  capitals,  those  words  of  awful  import, 


&muli^3^  or* 


Knots  of  men  and  women  gathered  at  the  comers  of  the  streets  —  and  talked. 
Some  were  in  fiivor  of  removing  the  invalid  immediately  to  some  secluded  locality;  but 
who  would  do  it?  No  one  in  the  village  had  had  the  disease,  and  no  one  cared  to 
breathe  the  atmosphere  by  which  he  was  surrounded. 

'Jos  Blacklock  (whose  credit,  by  the  way,  was  not  much  better  than  Tom's)  took 
care  of  the  patient  He  was  seen  occasionally  in  the  street,  but  he  avoided  every  body 
and  every  body  avoided  him. 

<Tom  was  no  longer  troubled  by  his  creditors. 

'He  was  pronounced  by  Job,  who  was  his  only  physician,  to  be  past  reooveiy,  and 
for  several  days  the  stoiy  was  current  that  all  was  over  with  the  invalid. 

'Matters  went  on  in  this  way  for  several  weeks,  when,  by  one  of  those  mysterious 
dispensations  of  Pbovidekcz,  uncle  Joshua  was  taken  away,  and  Tom  came  Into  pos- 
session of  property  valued  at  twenty  thousand  dollars.  He  recovered  rapidly,  and  wiien 
he  first  made  his  appearance  out  of  doors,  he  was  greeted  by  hosts  of  firienda.  Tom 
paid  up  his  debts,  married  an  amiable  and  handsome  wife,  built  a  snug  cottage  a  short 
distance  out  of  town,  and  lives  happily. 

'There  were  no  more  cases  of  small-poz  in  Skinpenny  that  season.  b.  l.  8.* 

We  have  oar  correspondent's  second  letter.  ...  Opposite  out  puUica- 
tion-office,  in  the  superb  buUding  of  the  Messrs.  Afpleton,  comer  of  Broadway 
and  Leonard-street,  in  Room  Number  Sixteen,  of  Number  Three  Hundred 
and  Forty-Seven,  Broadway,  is  the  studio  of  Mr.  T.  D.  Jones,  a  young 
sculptor,  formerly  of  Kentucky,  a  gallant  State,  which  has  good  cause  to  be 
proud  of  her  gifted  son.  We  called  at  his  rooms  to  examine  a  medallion- 
bust  of  our  old  and  esteemed  friend,  the  late  lamented  David  Gbahaji,  Jr. 
We  confess  that  we  had  much  doubt  of  his  success,  after  hearing  that  all 
he  had  to  represent  the  original  was  a  daguerreotype  and  a  *SihuetU; '  but 
the  result  of  his  conception  and  admirable  execution  is  as  near  life  as  it  could 
possibly  be  made.  It  is  a  wonderful  likeness,  under  the  drcumstances. 
The  finely-chiselled,  compressed  lips,  the  expanded  nostril,  the  daasical 
head,  the  disposition  of  the  hair,  all  will  at  once  be  recognized  as  presenting 
a  fidthful  limning  of  the  beloved  and  lamented  original  Mr.  Jomes  uncoTerod 
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for  ufl  a  bust  of  a  distingmshed  merchant^  not  yet  in  the  marble,  ordered  for 
the  great  room  of  a  commercial  exchange,  which  ia,  without  any  exception, 
the  most  peffecUy  life-like  eopj  of  a  well-known  original  that  we  oyer  saw. 
If  this  praise  seem  extrayagant,  we  will  withdraw  it  the  rery  moment  emy 
person  who  has  seen  the  sitter  and  the  bast,  shall  affirm  that  the  latter  is 
exaggerated.  -  -  -  The  following  account  of  certain  ^Sharp  Practice  in 
Brie '  will  interest  a  good  many  readers,  lawyers  and  speculators  especially : 

'  Hatino  ooctsion  reoentl j  to  pass  a  few  days  not  ftr  remote  from  Erie,  Penii8jlTaiii% 
I WM  made  aoqaainted  with  certain  fitcts  in  her  recent  hiatoiy  which  1  have  not  seen 
written  oat,  and  which  convinced  me  that,  although  'lone  wandering/  she  was  not  yet 
wholly  lost  A  few  weeks  ago,  and  in  the  heat  of  the  battle,  an  action  was  prosecuted 
in  tbe  borough,  which  resulted  in  a  rerdict  of  four  hundred  dollars  and  costs,  for  the 
plaintiit  The  rictim  was  a  man  who  had  seen  better  days,  but  whose  sum  total  now 
told  leaa  than  two  hundred  dollars.  An  old  dilapidated  saw-mill,  about  thirty  miles 
from  the  borough,  was  sU  that  he  could  call  his  own.  lake  Thebes  and  Palmyra,  it  had 
onoe  flourished,  and,  like  them,  it  had  gone  to  decay  and  ruin.  It  saw,  with  prophetic 
eye,  the  sad  fate  that  was  one  day  to  overtake  its  ambitious  but  deluded  neighbor,  and 
it  preferred  premature  death  to  suryiring  Erie's  fidL 

'Kow  the  man  favored  of  justice  was  acquainted  with  his  adversary's  condition,  and 
wdl  knew  that  the  sheriff  must  needs  return  nuUa  UmOy  in  part,  if  not  wholly,  unless 
meaanres  were  taken  not  ordinarily  used  in  enforcing  judgments.  He,  therefore^  de- 
cided upon  the  following :  Having  found  a  man  who,  for  a  consideration,  and  for  the 
Inn  (^  the  thing,  entered  heart  and  soul  into  his  scheme  for  furthering  the  ends  of  the 
kw,  he  invested  him  with  a  rustic's  garb,  and  instmeted  him  in  the  modu$  operandi, 
Tbe  newly-installed  ooimtiyman  bent  hia  steps  to  the  sheriffs  office,  and  with  all  the 
gravity  and  honest  dignity  of  a  true  yeoman,  told  that  ftmctionaiy  that  he  had  heard 
he  was  going  to  sell  the  j^-priviUge;  that  he  lived  near  by,  and  would  like  to  buy  it, 
and  would  give  him  six  hundred  dolltfs  for  it.  The  sheriff  replied  that  he  would  like 
to  aeeommodate  him,  but  that  he  was  at  liberty  to  sell  the  property  only  in  the  manner 
in  sndi  case  made  and  prorided  by  statute.  After  expressing  a  strong  desire  to  pur- 
chase^ and  his  willingness  to  go  the  six  hundred  dollars  for  the  mill,  the  ploughman  left 
Kow  it  happened  that  our  worthy  officer  had  a  young  friend,  noted  for  his  sharpness, 
and  tbe  prominence  of  bis  tpeovlaUve  'bumps; '  and  he  took  an  early  opportunity  to 
call  upon  him  and  demonstrate  to  him  the  art  of  putting  money  in  his  purse.  The 
plaintiff,  too,  was  not  over^sareful  to  conceal  the  countryman's  eagerness  to  dip  into 
real  estate,  and  his  consequent  high  bid  for  the  mill ;  and  ere  many  hours  had  passed, 
tbe  countryman  was  not  the  only  one  eager  to  invest  The  aale  was  hurried  on,  and, 
when  the  hour  arrived,  the  sheriff  announced  to  a  larger  and  more  anxiona  crowd  than 
he  bad  dreamed  of^  that  the  property  was  to  be  sold  on  an  execution,  and  that  the  highest 
bidder  would  take  it  Bids  were  freely  offered,  and  it  was  soon  manifest  that  the  highest 
bidder  must,  in  truth,  bid  At^A.  Four  hundred  dollars  was  offered ;  snd  at  length,  four 
of  the  moat  eager  sharpers  consented  to  go  in  together  and  divide  the  spoils.  Five 
hmidred  dollars  was  bid;  the  mill  was  struck  off  to  the  worthies,  and  our  hero,  the 
plAiottfl;  gave  a  satisfhotion-pieoe,  with  which  he  was  eridently  well  satisfied. 

'  For  him,  the  scheme  had  worthed  well.  Let  us  look  at  the  joint  ownera  of  the  miU- 
pood«  With  them,  a  nimble  sixpence  was  better  than  a  dull  shilHng,  snd  hence,  their 
first  movement  was  to  convert  their  ownership  in/ee,  into  specie,  and  divide  the  spoils. 
Hie  necessary  papers  were  drawn  up,  and  with  elevated  feelings  the  lucky  four  set 
out  to  locate — not  their  mill — but  the  eager  countryman,  whose  highest  aspiration, 
they  supposed,  was  to  call  their  property  his  own.  A  few  hoars'  ride  brought  them  to 
the  noiU-pond ;  and  now  wo  to  their  victim.  Few  inqairiea>  and  a  very  brief  search 
aatiafied  them  that  he  had  gone  to  purchase  a  mill-privilq[;e  in  the  moon,  and  that  a 
w^  ds  main  they  had  little  dreamed  of,  had  overtaken  their  high  hopes  and  flattering 


Editar^s  TaUe.  [Septendwr, 


prospects.  Thej  had  'built  upon  the  Baud,'  and  were  'their  own  destrojen.'  With 
curses  on  the  poor  old  mill,  and  with  feelings  better  imagined  than  portrayed,  thej 
tamed  their  backs  on  their  posBessions,  determined  henceforth  to  derote  their  eneigies 
to  the  general  cause,  and  to  esdiew  all  indiTidiialenterprisQ*  But  the  war  now  wtMre  a 
changed  aspect  to  them.  They  had  to  fight  against  th^  own  'kith  and  kin,' and  their 
own  banners  displayed  other  words  than  '  Wide  gauge  or  no  gauge.'  To  that  law-suit, 
more  than  to  any  thing  else,  is  undoubtedly  owing  the  suspension  of  the  Erie  War. 

They  are  *  sharp '  in  Brie.  -  -  -  ^The  Conquest  of  Cfreytavon^  a  Naehnal 
Fome^  set  to  the  ftir  of  *  The  Stsr-Spaogled  Banyer/  was  unfoitanately  not 
sent  for  competition  with  the  others,  sent  to  the  Committee,  at  the  office  of 
the  ^Boening  PoeV  The  author,  in  a  post-script  to  the  Editob,  says :  *  The 
ahore  was  rote  too  late  for  any  of  the  prises  of  The  Poet,  If  you  will  make 
it  all  rite,  let  me  hay  as  much  puter  as  it  ought  to  fetch,  iUr  it  has  *gin  me 
much  trubbel  for  to  rite  it : ' 

*  Oh  I  say,  hare  yon  seen  what  a  oonquist  has  been 
Achieyed  by  the  Oj^afu—QtMO  Holums  commander? 
When  the  stripe  and  white  stars  floated  orer  her  span, 
As  she  called  on  the  town  of  San  Wan  to  surrender ; 
And  the  Paizhan's  red  glare,  and  bungs  buatin'  in  air, 
Gave  proof  by  day-light  that  the  foe  was  not  thar: 
Ohl  say,  does  the  star-spangled  banyer  yet  ware 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bniTe? 

'  On  the  shore  of  San  Wan  thar  was  not  seen  a  gun. 
For  the  foe  had  yamosed  and  gone  off  to  the  ked*ntry; 
And  the  streets  were  tXL  bare,  as  the  army  wam't  thar, 
For  the  captins  and  cnunles  run  arter  the  sed'ntry : 
Said  Mabct's  dispatches,  (I  mean  him  with  the  patches,) 

'  Loco-foco  's  the  motto,  so  bum  'em  with  matches ! ' 
And  say  that  the  star-spangled  banyer  doth  ware 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bniTe. 

*  Oh !  where  is  the  foe  that  so  Tauntingly  swdlre 

'  That  them  bungo-boat  niggers'  Utcs  should  haye  purtedion '  * 
For  BoBLAKD  uAB  ssid  that  we  shan't  get  ahead, 
If  we  don't  'lay  pipes '  now  for  ihe  cominr  elec^on: 
So  shoot  every  gun  on  the  town  of  San  Wun, 
And  sing  out  for  Frank  Fixbcb  and  freedom  like  fun: 
And  the  star-spangled  banyer  in  triumph  shall  wararar^-ave  (ertBomdo) 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave! ' 

How  these  lines  ^  stir  the  blood! '  -  -  •  Blackbbrries  are  good,  too ;  quite 
as  sweet  and  luscious,  when  fully  ripe,  as  the  Str&wberry*s  successor,  the 
Raspberry,  of  which  we  made  mention  in  our  last  number.  And  hereabout 
they  do  greatly  abound;  multitudinous  clusters  of  big  ones,  with  round, 
divided,  tesselated  surfaces,  shining-black,  like  a  fly^s  eye.  And  a  ^  right 
pleasant'  thing  it  is  to  take  a  small  willow-basket  of  sweet  bread-aad  butter  * 
with  a  tea-cup  of  powdered  sugar,  and  three  or  four  'little  folks,*  and  go  np 
into  the  woods  to  p\pk  them  f^h  from  the  bushes.  Needn't  mind  their  pur- 
ple lips  and  red-tipped  fingers :  the  chattering  gipsies  not  less  cleanly  and 
kissable;  and  the  color  all '  washes  outi '  -  -  -  'It  's  a  flailt'  said  wet, 
after  sitting  for  a  long  time  at  one  of  our  river^windows,  listening  ta  a  doll, 
measured  'thump-thump I '  '  thump-thump  1 '  now  sharp  and  flat,  and  now 
mulBed  and  non-resonant  It  was  a  pleasant  reminiscence  of  boy  hood*s  days  *, 
so  we  sallied  out,  and  sought  the  barn  whence  the  sounds  proceeded.  Asking 
permission  so  to  do,  we  '  took  a  hand  *  at  one  of  the  flails,  and  as  we '  thumped , 
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thttmped,  thumped  awaj '  at  the  new  oats,  we  enjoyed  a  reyiew  of  the  past 
that  was  worth  a  dakedom.  A  tarn  at  the  fannin^mill  completed  the  ilia- 
sion :  *  Miles  G.  Aspen,  five  years  of  age  I '  -  -  -  Mb.  Horace  Mamn,  the 
distioguished  Public  Instructionist,  in  a  recent  discourse,  urges  with  force  the 
congregating  of  young  men  and  young  ladies  in  the  same  classes  at  colleges 
and  academies.  There  will  be  a  change !  — and  it  will  probably  strike  no 
one  more  fordbly  than  our  new  correspondent,  who  sends  us  the  following : 

'  Ton  know  that  there  are  in  the  world  a  cUbs  of  reiy  weU-meaniog  people  who 
think  to  be  meny  a  sin,  and  the  least  departure  from  Sabbath-day  propriety  a  breach 
of  what  should  be  the  elerenth  commandment.  And  yon  know  too  that  in  £unily 
boarding-schools  ('where  the  students  haye  all.the  advantages  of  a  pious,  well-regukted 
Ikmilj ')  the  teachers  are  apt  to  be  of  that  class,  and  the  scholars,  by  the  rule  of  oon- 
iiariea,  (which,  by  the  way,  seems  to  be  a  Uw  of  human  nature,)  are  generally  as  much 
inclined  in  the  other  direction. 

'At  <mr  school,  which  was  male  and  female  prettjr  equally  dirided,  it  was  o(msidered 
oontraiy  to  all  rules  of  propriety  and  yery  detrimental  to  manners  and  morals  for  the 
joong  ladies  and  gentlemen  there  caged  to  associate,  or  eren  to  speak  with  each  other, 
eioept  upon  stated  and  special  occasions.  This  rule,  as  you  may  suppose  from  the 
nature  of  thiaga,  was  considered  an  undue  exercise  of  despotic  power,  and  a  fair  sub- 
ject for  efBsion;  and  many  and  diyers  were  the  occasions  on  which  it  was  slighted  and 
trampled  under  foot  And  at  length  it  had  come  to  the  ears  of  '  the  faculty '  that  such 
waa  the  case,  and  that  on  sundry  occasions  pairs,  male  and  female,  had  been  obserred 
to  eater  the  front-gate  of  the  jard  from  the  village  street  at  unseemly  hours  of  the 
night,  in  direct  contrayention  of  the  statute  in  such  case  made  and  provided.  This 
was  a  breach  of  discipline  '  not  to  be  tolerated  by  no  manner  of  means ;  *  and,  as  a 
remedy,  it  was  proposed  in  a  solemn  convocation  of  the  powers  that  were,  that  one  of 
ibear  number,  whose  room  was  conveniently  situated  for  the  purpose,  should  keep  care- 
fdl  watch  and  ward,  and  that  when  he  should  see  a  guilty  pair  approaching  from  their 
Doetnnal  violation  of  the  Uw,  he  should  stealthily  creep  out,  pounce  upon  them,  and 
having  caught  them  'mJla^ranU  ddictOf  they  should,  before  the  assembled  school,  be 
made  to  feel '  the  terrors  of  the  law.' 

'  This  scheme  soon  became  known  to  some  of  the  sinners,  and  no  sooner  known  than 
a  counter-plot  was  hatched.  It  was  determined  that  one  of  the  boys  should  array 
himself  in  the  dress  of  a  lady,  or  in  so  much  of  a  Ud/s  dress  as  he  could  get,  and  we 
knew  how  to  get  on ;  that  another  young  gentleman  should  accompany  this  counterfeit 
lady  upon  an  evening's  walk,  and  that  when  they  returned  they  should  take  good  care 
to  be  seen  by  the  official  spy.  To  obtain  the  necessary  materials  for  the  disguise,  a 
descent  was  made  upon  the  painting-room,  where  the  young  ladies  kept  the  garments 
which  thej  used  while  pursuing  their  studies;  there  a  gown,  shawl,  and  hood  were 
procured,  and  with  these  we  made  what  served  our  turn  for  a  lady  on  the  occasion ; 
sot  very  graceful,  certainly,  nor  calculated  for  close  inspection ;  but  '  she '  did^  as  the 
se^iuel  showed.    Thus  equipped,  the  lady  and  her  attendant  gentleman  salUed  forth  I 

'It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  of  a  beauUiul  summer's  evening;  the  moon  shone 
brightly  in  mid-heaven,  and  not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard  save  the  faint  chiip  of 
the  cridket,  or  the  far-oif  bark  of  some  sleepless  cur.  The  &intest  foot-fiiU  was  pain- 
fully distinct  The  guilty  pair  passed  through  the  front  gate  into  the  village  street, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  returned,  as  it  had  been  arranged  that  they  should  be  detected  at 
this  stage  of  their  crime.  As  they  entered  the  gate,  a  signal  was  made  by  one  of  the 
eonspintors  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  official  look-out  He  approached  the  window 
of  his  room,  looked  out,  when,  lo  1  to  his  eager  gaze,  in  plain  sigh^  appeared  an  offend- 
ing pair,  apparently  unconscious  of  their  danger,  and  enjoying  with  great  gusto  their 
stolen  interview.  He  quietly  slipped  out  of  his  room  and  passed  down  to  the  steps  in 
fiT>nt,  and  there,  in  the  shadow  of  the  building,  awaited  their  approach.  The  pair  stop 
about  mid-way  of  the  yard  and  seem  to  be  gazing  at  the  stars.    The  guardian  of  the 
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night  grows  impatient,  and  saunters  slowlj  toward  them.  They  commoioe  a  slow 
retreat  He  quickens  his  step,  and  they  keep  their  distance.  He  grows  furious  at  the 
audacious  attempt  to  escape,  and  breaks  into  a  desperate  run. 

'And  now  commenced  a  race,  the  like  of  which  I  maj  nevenhope  to  see  again.  The 
ladj  and  her  attendant  gentleman  take  to  flight  like  startled  deer.  The  steps  of  the 
pursuer  and  the  pursued  resound  through  the  deserted  street  like  the  charging  of  a 
squadron  of  horse.  On  they  flew :  the  pursuer  gains ;  the  gallantry  of  the  gentlemui 
leares  him,  and  with  it  he  leares  the  lady;  and  now,  poor  thing!  what  shall  she  do? 
The  foot-steps  behind  her  grow  more  distinct  every  moment :  she  strains  every  nenre, 
but  her  dress  impedes  her  steps ;  it  will  not  do ;  she  must  either  yield  to  her  fate  or 
else  adopt  a  desperate  and  last  resort  And  then,  in  her  frenzy  throwing  aside  all 
maiden  modesty,  she  seizes  the  skirts  of  her  dress,  and  quickly  drawing  them  up 
around  her  waist^  with  freed  limbs  she  darts  away,  and  is  soon  beyond  the  readi  of 
pursuit! 

'And  the  pursuer?  There  he  stands,  the  picture  of  astonishment  and  chagrin. 
When  he  saw  the  first  upward  movement  of  the  lady's  dress,  he  had  stopped,  (he  was 
a  modest  man,)  transfixed  with  horror  at  the  idea  that  such  depravity  should  exist  and 
be  displayed  before  his  fi^je  and  eyes :  and  next,  as  the  upward  movement  displayed  a 
pair  of  stout  calf-skin  boots  and  csssimere  pantaloons^  the  consciousness  of  having  been 
'  sold '  flashed  upon  his  mind  and  completed  his  discomfiture ;  which  wss  in  no  wise 
diminished  by  three  hearty  cheers  from  the  throats  of  the  young  scamps  who  had 
'  bought '  him  so  cheaply.    He  crept  back  to  his  room  '  a  sadder,  but  a  wiser  man.' ' 

Mb.  £.  L.  Davenport,  the  distinguished  American  actor,  who  in  seTOD 
jears*  successful  profesmonal  exertion  in  Great-Britain,  has  gained  for 
himself  a  reputation  of  the  highest  order,  has  accepted  an  engagement 
at  the  Broadway  Theatre,  where  he  will  soon  appear.  His  is  a  high, 
honorable  character,  personally,  from  which  cause,  added  to  his  professional 
excellence,  he  has  '  troops  of  friends.*  -  -  -  Wb  strongly  suspect,  from 
the  '  hand  of  write,'  that  the  ensuing  '  court4eene '  comes  from  the  ftcile 
pen  of  our  old  friend  the  author  of  ^The  PuddUfard  Pap^s: ' 

'  LinaATiON  about  title  to  pigs;  the  pigs  having  run  wild  all  summer. 
'Witness,  a  boy,  a  little  dea(  and  a  little  *  daft.' 

*  Lawyer  :  *  Do  you  know  plaintiff  'a  pigs  ? ' 

*  Witness:  *Ha?*  (veiy  loud.) 

*  Lawyer:  (raising  his  voice)  *Do — you — know  —  plaintiff's /)f^5f* 

*  Witness:  *  Yes.' 

*■  Lawyer  :  * '  How  long  have  you  known  them  ? ' 

*WrrNE8S:  *Ha?' 

'  Lawybb,  (louder  still :)  '  How  Umg  have  you  known  them  7 ' 

'WrrNESs:  '  Fed 'em  all  last  spring.' 

'Lawyer:  '  Were  they  all  about  of  a  mze? ' 

'Witness:  *Ha?' 

*  Lawyer  :  'Were  they  all  about  of  a  size  ? ' 
'WrrNBSS:  'Ha?' 

'  Lawyer,  (rises  on  his  feet,  petulantly,  and  shakes  his  fore-finger,  at  the  con- 
clusion of  each  word,  at  witness :) '  Were  —  they  —  all  —  about — of —  a  —  size  ? ' 

'  WrrNXSS:  ^Somt  ov  'em  wer^  and  some  ov  'em  vxxmHI ' 

'Great  explosion  in  court-house:  lawyer  magnetized,  and  witness  staring 
vacantly  around.'  -  -  -  Po  JTSi  -*look  at  the  offer  that  is  made  you  by  Hr. 
Dbbby,  on  the  cover  I 
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'*A  BMMt  readable  book  upon  a  moat  aingular  conniry,"^  Sat.  Evening  Post. 

'*  Tbe  deaerlption  of  the  acener)  and  inhabitants  of  tbis  remote  region  are  finely  drawn  and  will. 
well  repay  peraaaL*'-— Bo«Cim  Trantcript, 

**  The  Tery  pemeal  of  such  a  book,  written  in  auch  a  vein,  and  on  ao  cool  a  subject,  eonstitutea  « 
limry  with  the  thermometer  at  92  ^*— /National  Intrlligtncer. 

**  Mr.  Milea  ia  probably  tke  traveler  of  the  present  day,  and  bis  great  experience  enables  bim  to 
deacrtbe  wtjatever  he  aeea  with  a  graphic  pen.^^— Evening  Gazette. 

^  We  predict  that  ibis  vtilume  will  have  a  popular  run  in  literary  circles,  for  it  ia  eminently  de- 
MTTlng  of  it."— Cm.  Enquirer. 

**TlU8  little  volume  gives  us  a  better  knowledge  of  Iceiiind,  than  any  other  with  which  we  are 
•eqaaintcd/'—CamfrnVf^e  Chronicle. 

**  Few  more  readable  books  have  made  their  appearance  this  wtiMn. ^^Waahington  Star. 
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MY     CAMPAIGN     REMINISCENCES. 


■     PAPXX     TBIBD. 

The  huge  doors  of  the  great  granary  of  Los  Portales  were  flung  wide 
open.     How  significant  a  name  !     The  Gates. 

From  the  long  grove  of  silver  poplars  which  skirt  the  avenne  lead- 
ing to  their  antiquated  mansion,  the  lords  of  the  hacienda  had  often 
admiringly  heheld  the  bnsy  husbandmen,  as  they  gathered  in  the  rich 
harvest ;  and  then  those  portals  were  flung  open  just  as  wide. 

The  almost  gigantic  maize  still  waved  green  on  the  surroimding  fields, 
and  the  equally  luxuriant  crop  of  wheat  and  other  grain  remained 
standing,  except  where  trampled  or  movim  down  in  gape  ;  and  yet  a 
mOTe  than  usually  insatiate  reaper  had  been  busy  with  his  sickle.  Truly 
he  had  gathered  into  his  gamer  a  proud  yield.  Amid  the  bright  ver- 
dure burnished  steel  had  darted  fortib  its  brighter  rays  from  spear  and 
blade  ;  and  the  whilom  carols  of  the  blithesome  rustics  were  surpassed 
and  forgotten  in  the  clangor  which  blended  with  the  rustling  of  the 
ripening  com. 

Over  the  temporary  inhabitants  of  that  place  the  twin  brothers, 
Death  and  Sleep,  held  dominion ;  and  firom  the  similarity  of  their  line- 
aments it  was  hard  to  distinguish  between  them.  In  the  graceful  lan- 
guor of  soft  repose,  the  veUed  eye  and  its  veiny  guard  bespeaking 
absolute  quietude ;  and,  again,  the  rigid  angular  position  of  limbs  and 
body,  livid,  swollen  lips,  pinched  nostril,  and  fallen  jaw,  what  criteria 
were  there  to  guide  the  judgment  to  a  just  conclusion  ?  None.  The 
transparent  eye  was  perhaps  sightless,  and  the  fiill-measured  breathing 
often  proceeded  from  those  who  were  mutilated  beyond  the  reach  of 
identification.  Short-chopped  straw  was  deeply  strown  on  the  floor  of 
the  roomy  building,  as  a  bed  for  blue-uniformed  figures  who,  stretched 
for  the  most  part  in  rovTS,  garnished  either  side ;  and  in  the  aisle  thus 
formed,  a  promiscuous  group  or  single  recumbent  form  lay  in  a  state  of 
saspended  volition.    All  wore  the  same  chastened  aspect.    A  cloister- 
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like  stillness  reigned  tfaxoughout,  save  when  some  pang  extorted  a  con- 
fession of  unendurable  agony  in  sharp  exclamations  ;  or  low  mutter- 
ings,  disjointed,  and  at  times  incoherent,  testified  that  the  intellectual 
faculties  of  one  of  the  sufierers  were  disordered  by  an  indented  skull. 
Poor  fellow !  He  ran  on  in  rhapsodies  in  the  ideal  presence  of  friends 
afar  off;  and  his  dull  and  listless  looks  illy  comported  with  the  air-cas- 
tles which  in  his  delirium  he  reared  and  as  speedily  demolished.  Under 
the  influence  of  opiates,  but  oftener  from  exhausted  nervous  power,  the 
majority  of  the  —  for  the  most  part  youthful  —  assemblage  Slumbered. 
To  me,  as  I  wandered  about,  the  whole  was  stimulated  to  an  elabo- 
rated waking  dream,  a  dazzling  phantasm  ;  so  abrupt  was  the  transi- 
tion from  the  late  volatility  of  town  quarters,  and  the  later  turbulence 
of  strife.  A  profound  calm  succeeded  the  storm.  How  peaceful  was 
the  scene  !  So  little  stirring  about  was  there  that  the  motes  in  the 
sun-beams  which  strayed  through  crack  and  cranny  scarce  moved,  and 
the  twittering  birds  had  returned  to  their  wonted  haunts  under  the 
eaves. 

My  mess-mate,  the  amiable  Lieutenant  C ,  calm  as  a  lake  on  a 

summer's  mom,  scarce  looked  like  the  recipient  of  a  staunchless  wound ; 
but  so  it  was.  In  strolling  voiceless  by,  a  solitary  in  that  crowded, 
cob-webbed  hall,  I  refrained  &om  more  than  a  nod  to  my  friend  ;  for 
the  one  he  most  loved  among  his  brethren  of  the  sword  bent  fondly 
over  him,  during  a  whispered  intermingling  of  fervid  thoughts.  Tbis 
fingers  of  the  stricken  man,  more  delicate  and  slender  than  beseemed  such 
a  ruthless  calling,  slowly  drew  from  his  bosom  what  appeared  to  me  to 
be  a  locket,  secured  by  a  ribbon  around  his  neck,  pointed  to,  and  replaced 
it  as  they  again  whispered.  Not  many  seconds  had  winged  their  flight 
away,  when  by  chance  I  again  looked.  The  golden  bowl  was  broken ! 
Aye,  it  was  true.  The  wheel  stood  still  at  the  cistern !  In  Greenwood, 
where  we  laid  all  that  was  mortal  of  the  young  officers  on  our  return, 
I  have  sometimes  wondered  if  there  were  any  mystical  connection 
between  the  above-related  incident  and  the  chaplet  of  flowers  that 
periodically  decks  his  grassy  mound.     Is  there  not  one  who  can  tell  ? 

In  a  smaller  sort  of  out-building  was  Colonel  B .     A  perforated 

limb  induced  him  to  a  temporary  state  of  quiescence  ill  suiting  his  active 
temperament.  Some  objects  leave  a  more  vivid  impress  on  the 
memory  than  others,  as  any  body  knows  from  experience.     There  lay 

M ,  a  lad  whose  pranks  had  oflen  procured  a  sound  rating,  or  a 

lodging  in  the  guard-house.  From  a  ghastly  jagged  wound  in  his  &ee 
the  crimson  bubbles  rose  and  burst  at  each  respiration  ;  and  even  in  the 
toipor  which  chained  him,  the  tossings  of  his  well-knit  frame  indicated 
a  high  fever ;  and  unconsciously  he  had  rolled  or  writhed  from  the 
dusty  pallet  of  straw  on  to  the  hard  floor. 

The  trappings  of  war  were  so  thickly  scattered  about  that  I  inad- 
vertently stumbled  against  a  prostrate  officer  who  had  usurped  the  mid- 
dle of  the  passage-way  for  a  couch,  and  ^  knapsack  for  a  pillow.  He 
had  selected  dismal  house-mates.  What  seemed  singularly  out  of  keep- 
ing was  the  segar  he  smoked  the  while.  Neither  of  us  was  disposed 
to  bandy  meaningless  compliments,  nor  to  make  apologies.  After  a 
brief  interval  of  time,  but  a  very  few  moments,  I  re-pa^ed  him.     His 
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position  vna  ezaotly  the  same.  My  heart  smote  me.  I  had  in  thought 
wxonged  him.  He  vras  no  longer  soothed  by  the  sedative  qualities  of 
the  narcotic  weed,  for  it  had  diopped  from  his  mouth,  and  was  extin- 
guished. The  fragile  cord  that  bound  his  soul  to  earth  was  snapped 
asunder !    That  manly  fonn  was  inanimate. 

In  the  open  air,  side  by  side,  arranged  according  to  rank,  were  many 
Une  jackets  within  whidi  no  pulses  played.  How  many  of  my  corps,  in 
the  first  full  flush  of  manhood,  with  roseate  tints  of  an  anticipated  joy- 
ous fixture  yet  on  their  cheeks,  lay  dreamless  I  Feet  that  in  stout  and 
nimble  vivacity  had  brushed  away  the  dew  of  the  morning  now  lay 
still  and  stifiened.  Was  that  Bximaine  ?  It  was,  indeed.  The  health- 
ful glow  had  not  fled  from  his  fine  oval  face,  though  he  was  the  first 
of  the  five  who  successively  fell  while  bearing  our  regimental  colors. 
It  was  curious  to  observe  the  contrast  between  the  efiect  of  gun-shot 
and  other  wounds.  The  sword-cut  generally  causes  the  countenance  to 
distort,  and  on  the  mind  leaves  an  idea  of  excessive  pain ;  but  the 
unseen  bullet  carries  placidity  on  its  wings,  and  not  unfiequently  fore- 
tells an  unruffled  euthanasia. 

I  was  seeking  one  of  the  living,  and  it  was  chiefly  to  that  end  that 
my  search  had  been  so  minute.  My  prot%6,  Cmmmie,  had  been  seen 
among  the  injured,  and  he  was  not  wi&out  considerable  difficulty 
ibnnd. 

'  Cheer  up,  my  brave  little  fellow ;  aU  may  yet  go  welL  Cheer 
up! 

I  knew  the  voice.    It  was  that  of  Brigadier^General  S . 

'  General,'  said  the  pallid-featured  lx>y,  '  General,  I  did  my  duty, 
did  n't  I  ?  '  He  turned  his  eyes  that  they  might  look  into  those  of  the 
brigadier,  both  of  whose  hands  clasped  his  own. 

'  Nobly !  my  fine  little  man,  nobly ! ' 

•  Do  you  thmk,  Greneral,  do —  you  — ' 

He  was  unable  firom  very  faintness  to  fimsh  what  he  desired  to  say. 
Before  the  tourniquet  had  been  applied  to  his  thigh  an  officer  had  hastily 
bound  his  sash  round  it;  but  already  much  of  the  life-blood  had 
streamed  away  firom  the  ruptured  arteries  and  sapped  his  strength ;  and 
anon  the  lad  mournfully  rolled  those  orbs,  brighter  and  brighter  grow- 
ing, that  they  might  tell  his  sympathizer  what  his  tongue  in  its. feeble- 
ness could  not  The  elastic  step  of  Dr.  H was  heard  approaching. 

There  was  habitually  such  an  air  of  perfect  composure  and  even  plea- 
santness in  the  countenance  of  the  surgeon,  though  cutting  within  half 
a  hair's  breadth  of  a  patient's  life,  that  it  acted  like  a  medicated  balm ; 
instead  of  alarming  by  mysterious  becks  and  nods,  his  manner  in&sed 
confidence. 

'Well,  my  gaylittle  drummer,  how  goes  it?  I  hope  you '11  not  flinch  if 

itshoald  be  necessary  to  — to — thatis '  The  kind-hearted  surgeon 

pretended  to  have  his  attention  called  ofi*  to  some  distant  object ;  but  by 
intuition  Crummie  caught  his  meaning.  A  zephyr  sprang  up  and 
somewhat  revived  the  youth ;  and  then  his  proud  expression  replied 

that  he  would  flinch  &r  nothing ;  he  was  a  soldier.     Dr.  H ,  in  a 

side^whiqier,  intimated  that  amputation  was  the  sole  hope  of  prolong- 
ing the  allotted  time  of  probation  ;  even  that  was  a  desperate  resort. 
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Notwitlifltanding  he  had  despoiled  a  scoie  of  their  just  proportions  since 
gun-rise,  and  that  with  an  unshrinking  nerve,  the  snxgeon  would  fain 
have  avoided  the  new  demand  upon  him.  AU  eyes  were  narrowly  bent 
on  the  operator  to  divine  what  was  passing  in  his  mind ;  but  they  could 
detect  there  no  mark  of  indecision.  He  had  a  painful  duty  to  perform, 
and  the  nerve  to  do  it  well.  Not  aa  untroubled  eye  but  his  looked 
upon  that  scene,  as  the  lad  of  sixteen  hitherto  unclouded  summers  lay 
as  helpless  as  a  lamb  for  the  slaughter.  His  associates,  to  whom  he 
was  as  a  younger  brother,  keenly  felt  the  dart  they  could  not  arrest ; 
but  the  most  youthful  of  the  number  did  not  permit  sorrow  to  moisten 
their  eye-lashes.  They  were  buoyed  up  by  the  chivalrous  spirit  of  a 
heroic  age.  There  is  a  time  before  the  nobler  passions  of  the  soul  are 
tampered  with  and  blunted  and  weakened  by  self-interest ;  and  that 
period  is  boyhood. 

A  ringing  sound  struck  our  ears,  and  deepened  the  shadowy  droop  of 
rumination  on  all  &ces ;  they  were  digging  graves  !  The  Greeks,  we 
are  told,  have  a  beautifdl  and  touching  custom  when  one  dear  to  them 
dies.  The  betrothed,  if  such  there  be,  the  nearest  relative  or  friend, 
calls  to  the  departed,  saying  *Come!  comeT  The  limits  of  his 
shroud  confine  him ;  he  stirs  not.  Covered  with  the  loveliest  flowers, 
he  is  lowered  into  the  earth.  Returning  in  a  year,  they  all,  stooping 
down,  in  gentle  accents  remind  the  departed  that  he  is  not  forgotten. 
"Will  any  one  thus  visit  the  spot  where  the  soldier  sleeps  ?  No.  He  is 
far  away  among  strangers ;  his  remains  have  become  assimilated  with 
kindred  mould ;  and  the  hillock  above  him  has  been  levelled  by  the 
ploughshare. 

A  raised  plank  rests  aslant  near  the  outer  doors  of  the  granaiy. 
Slowly,  careMly,  aye,  gently,  the  languid  boy  is  lifted  by  two  sturdy 
comrades,  who  in  their  agitation  hardly  draw  breath,  and  laid  upon  the 
damp  platform.  The  exertion  sends  a  tremor  through  his  whole  nerv- 
ous system.  He  faints !  By  the  speedy  application  of  restoratives  his 
sight  becomes  less  dizzy  and  blurred,  and  his  cheeks  less  blanched.  The 
instrument-case  opens  with  a  sharp  dick.  The  polished  knife,  the  saw, 
and  all  the  appliances  made  ready  for  use,  the  surgeon  turns  up  his 
coat-cufis,  and  by  well-understood  yet  scarcely  perceptible  signals 
beckons  his  assistants  to  their  proper  stations.  The  dark  moustache  of 
the  man  who  with  a  smile  led  his  brigade  into  the  turmoil  droops  mare 
and  more.  He  feels  a  vibrating  thrill  as  he  holds  the  hand  of  the  snf^ 
ferer  in  his. 

'  Courage ! '  is  all  that  his  now  tremulous  voice  titters.  Who  ean 
doubt  the  courage  of  that  lad  ?  Not  a  groan  is  heard  from  him  as  the 
cold  knife  transfixes  the  limb,  gliding  rapidly  to  the  surface,  and  the 
vital  current  splashes  the  ground.  The  inexorable  blade  encircles  the 
thigh,  and  the  saw  grates  through  the  bone ;  the  severed  vessels  are 
taken  up,  and  the  operation  in  a  minute  more  is  completed.  Sock 
firmness  is  admirable.    We  draw  a  long  breath  again. 

'  Elwood ! '  he  calls  to  one  of  his  own  age,  who  immediately  leans 
over  him.  It  is  a  message  from  the  borders  of  the  unknown  vrorld  to 
his  mother  !  Those  sp&rkling  orbs  grow  brighter.  Oh  1  how  bright ! 
and  his  lips  make  the  least  visible  movement,  as  if  communing  with 
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gome  ethereal  one.  On  his  bedewed  browB  beams  an  intelligenoe  —  a 
harbinger  of  unspeakable  things.  The  few  soldiers  who  came  round 
as  spectators  approached  on  tiptoe.  Not  a  rostle  nor  a  word  disturbs 
the  last  sense  Uiat  abides  with  us — heaiing.  All  seem  aware  that 
their  young  comrade  is  fast  going  down  into  ^e  dark  valley.  Does  be 
see  aught  not  permitted  to  those  uncalled  ?  A  flutter  for  a  second  plays 
upon  his  lips.  "Will  he  recover,  then  ?  No.  It  is  the  soul  taking  its 
farewell! 

Thus  has  the  hand  of  the  tyrant  fallen  upon  that  young  heart  and 
quenched  its  light ;  but  not  for  ever ;  it  shall  be  eternally  xe-lumined. 
AH  around  are  the  fi>rm8  of  those  who  have  passed  away  in  the  blaze 
of  battle.  The  trumpet  shall  awake  them  no  more  until  the  reveill6 
of  the  resuirection-mom. 

What  heeds  the  Mexican  rustic,  as  he  turns  up  the  clods  of  the  val- 
ley, who  lies  beneath  his  feet  ?  The  earth  blooms  as  fair  as  ever  ;  syl- 
van melodists  there  sing  as  sweetly,  and  nothing  rises  to  remind  the 
traveller  of  the  scene  of  the  conflict.  w.  sl  Bbowhk 
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Thus  far  have  I  come  on  with  Youth,  and  now 

Manhoodf  with  sterner  brow, 
Waits  to  conduct  me  on  my  foture  way. 

A  moment  yet  I  stay, 
To  take  a  fond  and  lingering  look  —  the  last  — 

At  the  dear  past; 
And  one — a  doubtM  and  a  bopefiil  one  — 
At  the  strange  world  I  am  to  enter  on. 

Idoubtl  Ifearl 
I  know  that  much  of  joy  must  leave  me  here. 

Even  now  I  farther  seem 
From  the  earth-heaven  of  my  early  dream. 
The  melody  that  filled  the  summer  air, 
Like  a  rich  flood,  has  left  me  unaware ; 
The  clouds  that  linger  round  the  sun  at  even 
8eem  not  so  near  as  once  to  the  bright  heaven ; 
The  sky  is  not  as  blue,  the  grass  as  green, 
I  nowhere  see  the  beauty  I  have  seen. 
Some  pleasures  fade  with  every  passing  year ; 
And  even  when  first  there  fell  upon  my  ear 
Only  the  distant  murmur  of  the  strife, 
I  missed  a  something  from  my  sum  of  life : 
I  know  not  if  it  were  the  idle  play 
Of  a  firee  spirit  in  its  newest  day, 

A  &ncied  joy, 
A  hope  that  only  seemed  a  memoiy : 
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Or  if  the  boy  still  felt  the  tender  care  ^ 

Of  spirits  who  had  known  him  otherwhere ; 

Not  yet  earth-blind, 
Could  view  the  glory  he  had  left  behind  — 
The  lingering  radiance  of  the  setting  sun 
Gilding  the  brightness  of  the  rising  one. 

Idoubtf  I  fear  I 
Faint  in  the  distance  far,  I  seem  to  hear 
The  solemn  swell  and  murmur  of  the  sea 
That  roUs  between  eternity  and  me; 
And  now  I  stand  upon  the  silent  shore. 

Oh  I  nevermore 
The  eager  hopefulness  of  manhood's  prime, 
The  loves  and  joys  that  blessed  the  earlier  time^ 
Gild  with  a  roseate  hue  the  evening  hour  t 
The  fhiit  has  fallen,  as  f^  the  earlier  flower. 
Slow  to  its  setting  sinks  the  evening  sun, 
Far  to  the  eastwsud  stretch  the  shadows  dun ; 
Dim  through  the  mist  before  my  tired  eyes^ 
The  visions  of  the  long-gone  time  arise: 
I  seem 
.  To  be  awakenmg  fh>m  a  troubled  dream ; 
The  past 
Is  but  a  fearfiil  vision  at  the  last 

But  this  is  idle  all 
No  fancied  fear  shall  cast  a  gloomy  pall 
Over  my  hope  of  life.    Here  I  dismiss 
All  vain  regrets  for  any  parted  bliss ; 
All  fear  of  evil  that  the  future  hath: 
Along  the  backward  or  the  onward  path 

No  more  1 11  roam ; 
With  hand  and  brain  I  '11  build  my  soul  a  home. 
1 11  rear  the  walls  with  purest  marble,  wrought 
From  the  vast  quany-mine  of  ancient  thought: 

I  '11  build  it  strong  and  high. 
With  graceful  turrets  pomting  to  the  sky, 
That  ever  as  I  wish  I  may  look  out, 
And  fidutly  hear  the  distance-mellowed  shout^ 
And  calmly  watch  the  hurrying  to  and  fh), 
And  see,  not  feel,  how  goes  the  strife  below. 
Within  my  spacious  halls  the  softened  light 
Shall  blend  its  many  colors,  sad  and  bright ; 
And  pictures,  fancy-painted,  day  by  day 
Shall  decorate  the  waUa,  and  pags  away. 

Each  passing  breeze  shall  bear 
The  voice  of  music  to  my  charmed  ear ; 

Songs  that  were  sung 
In  deathless  numbers  when  the  world  was  young ; 

And  harps,  whose  chords  to-day 
Are  trembling  with  the  rush  of  melody, 
And  the  sweet  voice  of  sages,  calm  and  deep, 
Shall  rest  upon  the  weary  brain  like  sleep. 
So  will  I  live ;  and  even  if  wild  unrest 
Should  drive  me  from  my  builded  house  at  last, 
Some  weary  brother  may  find  shelter  there, 
And  bless  th»  houseless  builder  for  his  care. 


ISM.]  The  Fudge  Papen.  337 


■lira    THS    OB8SRVATIONB    AT    HOICB    AMD    ABROAD    OF    DIYBRS    laSlCBCRfl    OP 
THE     FUDOB     FAlflLT. 


RBIIDSBSD     IVTO     WSITIVtt     BT     TOVT      PUDOB. 


OBAPTBB   THIBTT-nmL 
OIVIWO     AM     ACCOUMT     OF     TES     COUMTB88     AMD     COOMT. 

'A  MAV  can  buy  nothing  in  the  market  with  gentility.' — Lord  Burlbioh. 

'  QuBL  eat  nd6al  d'on  jeune  homme  riehe  f  Le  dab,  le  sport,  et  le  dgare.  £t  d'ua 
jeime  homme  moina  riche  ?    Une  bourse  bien  remplie.' —  Lxxatbac. 

I  WISH  to  relieve  my  sensitive  reader.  Wilhelbona  hiui  forsaken 
the  paternal  mansion  by  stealth ;  but  Wilhelmina  is  a  countess !  It 
ia  on  her  card,  and  her  card  is  in  the  porcelain  plate  upon  Mrs.  Fudge's 
table  ;  and  the  servants  are  instructed  to  speak  of  her  as  the  Countess, 
and  no  longer  as  Wilhelmina.  To  prevent  confusion,  I  shall  still  speak 
of  her  myself,  as  Wilhelmiiia.   The  card  alluded  to,  reads  in  this  way : 

'Thb  C0URTB8B  Sallb, 

It  is  a  pretty  card,  and  useful.     There  is  a  crest  at  the  top  of  it. 

The  circumstanoes  connected  with  this  sudden  bridal  were  made 
known  in  a  plaintive  letter  from  Wilhelmina  addressed  to  her  bereaved 
parents  jointly.  Young  Spindle,  she  assured  them,  was  out  of  the 
question ;  she  could  never,  never  love  him.  The  Count  Salle,  who 
was  now  her  devoted  husband,  she  had  been  attached  to  for  a  long 
time.  In  marrying  another  she  felt  that  she  would  do  a  great  wrong 
to  her  own  heart.  She  had  fondly  hoped  that  he  might  have  won  his 
way  into  the  confidence  of  her  dear  papa,  and  so  secured  his  consent ; 
but  &reseeing  that  her  dear  papa  was  unalterable  in  his  opposition,  she 
had  at  length  given  her  consent  to  a  clandestine  marriage. 

She  assured  them  of  the  profound  attachment  of  the  Count  both  to 
herself  and  to  the  family  interests ;  and  she  did  hope  that  he  would  be 
leceived,  ere  long,  with  open  arms,  by  her  forgiving  parents.  The  Counk 
had  with  a  great  deal  of  frankness  and  candor  told  her  of  *  his  cooipA- 
ratively  limited  means ' ;  it  was  his  intention  to  call  upon  her  fiither, 
in  reference  to  certain  necessary  business  arrangements ;  and  she  did 
hope  '  that  papa  would  receive  him  as  a  son,  whose  interest  was  now 
closely  cemented  to  the  family.' 

The  Count  himself  was  one  of  those  adventurous  European  gentle* 
men,  who,  having  exhausted  the  greatest  part  of  his  means  and*  cli»» 
racter  in  the  pleasures  of  the  old  world,  had  determined  to  oonmienae 
idSresh  upon  the  American  side.    The  reported  sueoesses  of  sund^  old 
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friends  and  the  admiration  which  American  ladies  were  understood  to 
entertain  for  titles,  encoura^d  him  to  hope  for  favor.  Reasoning  like 
most  Europeans,  he  had  counted  the  Fudoe  display  as  evidence  of  great 
wealth,  and  had  long  ago  fastened  his  afiections  upon  the  artless  Wil- 
HELifiNA,  as  one  fitted  to  adorn  his  home  and  to  equip  his  rank. 

The  appearance  of  the  Guerlin  had  not  a  little  disconcerted  him. 
I  have  firequently  had  occasion  to  observe  that  our  most  favorite  and 
popular  exiles  are  exceedingly  shy  of  their  brother  nobles.  It  must  be 
remembered,  however,  that  rank  implies  a  certain  degree  of  exclusive- 
nesB ;  and  exclusiveness  implies  more  or  less  of  distance. 

The  Count  was  distant  to  the  Countess  ;  whether  he  distrusted  her, 
or  feared  that  she  might  have  a  distrust  of  him,  I  cannot  say.  It  is 
certain  that  he  thought  it  safer  to  urge  matters  with  the  attractive  Wil- 
HELBONA,  and  bring  the  afiair  to  a  crisis.  Having  secured  that  accom- 
plished young  lady,  he  took  an  early  occasion  to  make  an  expiatory  call 
upon  Mr.  Solomox  Fudge  ;  and  used  the  same  opportunity  to  open 
negotiations  with  that  gentleman,  with  respect  to  certain  marriage- 
settlements  upon  the  daughter. 

My  uncle  Solomon  was  certainly  relieved  to  find  that  the  afiair  wore 
the  regimen  of  an  orderly  and  legal  marriage ;  and  the  announcement 
of  the  event  under  the  usual  head  in  his  favorite  morning-paper,  took 
a  heavy  load  off  his  mind.  As  for  Mrs.  Fudge,  she  was  excessively 
charmed  by  the  half-column  in  the  Herald,  which  was  headed  *  Clan- 
destine Marriage  in  Upper  Tendom.' 

But  the  old  gentleman's  gratification  at  learning  of  the  legality  of 
the  affair  was  not  by  any  means  so  extravagant  as  to  work  itself  off  in 
any  large  moneyed  advances  to  the  Count.  His  notion  of  marriage 
was  wholly  different  from  that  of  his  European  sonin-law.  He  bad 
married  himself  in  those  old-fashioned  times  when  men  supported  their 
wives,  and  not  wives  their  husbands.  It  seemed  to  him  an  orderly  and 
business-like  way.  He  should  have  no  objection  to  indorse  for  a  limited 
sum,  in  favor  of  the  Count,  provided  he  should  enter  upon  a  safe  and 
remunerative  business.  He  thought  the  Count's  knowledge  of  French 
might  qualify  him  for  a  position  in  some  foreign  shipping-houses,  which 
he  was  good  enough  to  name. 

The  Count  swore  fearfully. 

My  uncle  Solomon  was  unrufiied ;  his  manner  was  entirely  calm  ; 
he  sat  in  his  usual  position ;  he  turned  his  gold-bowed  spectacles  end 
&r  end,  with  nice  regularity,  upon  his  ofiice-table. 

The  Count  grew  insolent,  and  wished  to  know  if  Mr.  Fudge  wbb 
aware  that  he  had  done  an  honor  to  the  family  in  marrying  his 
daughter  ? 

My  uncle  Solomon  said  '  he  was  not ; '  and  turned  the  gold-bowed 
spectacles  end  for  end. 

The  Count  said  he  had  sacrificed  his  rank  to  his  afilections. 

Mr.  Fudge  said  he  *  was  sorry  for  it.' 

The  Count  said,  *En^n,  Mr.  Fudge,  I  have  marry  your  daughter,  as 
you  ver  well  know ;  will  you  now  make  settlement  upon  her,  like  one 
gentleman  ? ' 

Mr.  Fudge  turned  the  gold-bowed  spectacles  end  for  end,  very  com. 
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poBedly,  and  said  he  regretted  tliat  he  should  he  ahle  *  to  do  no  such 
thing.' 

'  Yer  well !  ver  well ! '  aaid  the  Count,  with  a  very  qniok  ntteranoe, 
*  I  will  make  yon  know  of  it,  Mr.  Fthxse  ! '  And  the  Count  paned 
out  of  the  office,  shaking  his  light  walking-stick,  gracefully  mounted 
wilh.  an  operardancer's  leg  in  ivory,  in  a  most  violent  manner. 

The  Count  Salle  had  shown  hnnself  to  he  a  somewhat  dangerous 
man  in  his  aggressions  upon  female  character ;  hut  I  think  my  uncle 
Solomon  had  a  considerable  contempt  for  his  powers  or  capacity  in  any 
other  direction.  I  think  that  after  tiie  disappearance  of  his  noble  son- 
in-law,  he  replaced  his  spectacles  upon  his  nose,  and  reverted  to  his 
morning-paper  (perhaps  with  a  stifled  fatherly  sigh  in  favor  of  '  poor 
WiLHB ! ')  in  his  usual  composed  manner. 

Tet  my  uncle  Solomon  was  very  vulnerable  :  a  man  whose  Wall* 
street  engagements  are  large,  especially  in  Dauphin  or  Cumberland,  is 
always  vulnerable.  But  who  or  what  was  the  Count,  to  disturb  the 
speculations,  or  to  break  upon  the  quietude  of  the  bank-officer  of  Wall- 
street  f  Money  makes  a  stout  panoply  against  any  shafts  that  eome 
from  beggaiB ;  and  even  the  reputation  of  riches  is  a  shield  that  no 
poor  man  can  easily  pierce  through. 

Poor  uncle  Solomon,  sitting  in  his  bank-chair,  looking  through  his 
gold-bowed  spectacles,  reading  his  morning-paper,  forgets  that  he  is  a 
father ;  he  feels  strong  in  his  reputation  at '  the  Board ; '  money  is  still 
his  idol. 

The  Count  has  fallen  in  very  naturally,  and  in  a  fraternal  way,  vnth 
WAsmNGTON  FtJDGE.  The  Count  has  formed  his  own  ideas  of  that 
young  gentleman's  intimacy  with  the  Countess  de  Guerlin  ;  judging, 
perhaps,  from  some  previous  knowledge  of  that  lady's  character ;  judg- 
ing perhaps  from  the  vivacious  temperament  of  the  young  gentleman ; 
judging  perhaps — erroneously. 

He,  however,  cultivates  a  familiarity  very  flattering  to  his  brother-in- 
law.  WAsmNOTON  even  grows  proud  of  the  connection,  and  is  sponsor 
for  a  great  many  opersrhouse  tickets,  which  serve  the  bridal  pair  and 
himself,  jointly.  It  is  rather  a  feather  in  his  cap,  to  stroll  down 
Broadway  arm-in-arm  with  the  Count,  meeting  the  Spindles  or  the 
PiNKE&TONS,  as  the  case  may  be,  in  an  inefiable  French  manner.  He 
even  cuts  some  of  his  older  hum-drum  acquaintances,  and  loans  small 
sums  to  the  Count.  He  thinks  the  old  gentleman  will  '  poney  up,' 
sooner  or  later.     It  looks  very  much  as  if  it  would  be  later. 

He  finds,  indeed,  the  old  gentleman  rather  crusty  with  himself;  he 
is  compelled  to  abandon  the  thought  once  entertained,  of  a  fast  trotter 
and  wagon.  He  abandons,  at  the  same  time,  an  opening  in  a  dovm- 
town  counting-room,  secured  to  him  by  the  efibrts  of  my  uncle  Solomon. 
He  is,  in  short,  reduced  to  great  straits  to  '  raise  the  needful.'  He  gets 
a  hint,  meantime,  from  the  Count,  of  the  small  dealings  '  on  time  '  at 
the  Board.  He  knows  something  from  the  wise  ones,  of  the  occasional 
appearance  of  his  father  at  that  market.  He  indulges  in  a  quiet  way, 
under  the  advices  of  the  Count,  and  proves  very  successful.  He  fan- 
cies he  has  a  tact  for  those  things.  I  never  knew  a  dealer  in  the  stocks, 
who  did  not  fancy  that  he  had  a  certain  tact. 
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If  Washington  lacked  confiimation  from  his  own  experience,  he 
would  have  been  supplied  by  the  complimentary  advances  of  his  noble 
friend,  the  Count.  At  length,  however,  Mr.  Washinoton  does  make 
an  error :  he  loses :  loses  largely :  he  is  positively  without  funds. 

The  Count  said  it  waa  unfortunate  —  *  ver  unfortunate  ; '  and  all  the 
more  so,  because  a  new  mining-stock  (I  think  it  was  lead,  zinc,  and 
copper  combined,)  was  about  to  be  o%ied  at  the  Board-* a  few  thou- 
sand shares  only  — sold  by  stress  of  circumstances,  (as  such  great  stocks 
uAally  are,)  and  warranting  immense  returns.  The  Count  thought 
seventy  per  cent,  at  the  very  least.  It  was  understood  that  a  bishop 
had  recommended  it,  and  held  a  few  shares.  A  certain  vestry-man  of 
high  moral  worth  vouched  for  it.  A  late  Governor  had  written  a  letter, 
in  which  he  said  that '  if  he  ever  dealt  in  stocks,  (which  he  did  not,) 
he  did  not  know  of  one  which,  by  the  promises  extended,  gave  reason 
for  a  holder  to  anticipate  so  enormous  a  return.' 

The  Herald  said  it  had  been  noised  that  a  holder  in  the  Lead,  Zinc, 
and  Copper  Mining  Company,  would  ofier  a  certain  number  of  shares 
at  the  Board.  The  statement  however,  must  be  received  with  distrust. 
From  inquiry,  the  commercial  editor  had  ascertained  that  the  report 
was  fabricated  by  persons  interested  in  a  rival  company ;  no  shares  in 
the  fore-mentioned  mine  were  to  be  had  for  *  love  or  money.' 

The  Count  knew  better.  If  he  had  ten  thousand  dollars  by  him,  he 
could  make  thirty.     He  had  n't  it  by  him.    Neither  had  Wash. 

A  thought  struck  the  Count.  Twenty  days  would  turn  the  jnofit. 
Could  Wash  make  a  loan  for  twenty  days  only  ?  Washington  did  n't 
think  he  could. 

The  Count  suggested  that  Mr.  Fudge's  paper  (the  elder)  was  current 
in  the  street.    Washington  supposed  so. 

The  Count  suggested  that  a  small  note  for  ten  thousand  dollars,  at 
twenty  days,  in  his  father's  name,  signed  —  as  a  matter  of  form — by 
Washington  — for  his  father,  would  be  sufficient  to  raise  the  wind.  In 
less  than  twenty  days  the  paper  could  be  taken  up,  and  he.  Wash, 
might  pocket  a  pretty  profit  of  irom  ten  to  fifteen  thousand  dollars,  at 
the  very  least. 

Washingtok  demurred  somewhat.  But  the  Count  was  an  artist 
in  his  talk,  and  presently  rounded  the  belief  of  the  banker's  son  into  his 
own  shape  of  thmking. 

The  paper  was  drawn  up,  and  my  accomplished  cousin  Wash  put 
his  father's  name  —  in  a  hand  very  like  the  old  gentleman's  —  to  a 
*  promise  to  pay,'  twenty  days  after  date,  the  sum  of  ten  thousand 
dollars! 

Uncle  SoLOHON  at  that  very  time  was  passing  hb  gold-bowed  specta- 
cles end  for  end  upon  his  office-table,  and  remarking  to  a  brother 
banker,  in  his  stately  way,  that  crime  was  firightiully  on  the  increase. 

*  The  habits  of  our  young  people  are  growing  very  extravagant,'  said 
the  brother  banker. 

'  I  think  they  are,'  said  my  uncle  Solomon. 

And  I  believe  he  was  honest. 
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IN    WBZOH    SOCIAL    RB  P  U  fi  LIC  AK  I  8  K    18    8BT    VOBTB. 

'  Stakd  not  00  mnch  on  jonr  gentilitj, 
Which  18  an  airy  and  mere  mrowm  tbing* 
From  dead  men  a  doat  and  bonea;  and  none  of  youra. 
Except  jrou  make  or  hold  it/  Bbn  Jomsoit. 

We  are  capital  republioanB*— Fin»E8,  Finkb]iton8,  Spindles*  and 
all  of  OB.  Of  conne  we  are.  Who  doubts  it  f  And  there  is  not  a 
people  on  earth  who  show  such  tender  regard  for  those  who  have  the 
zDiflfortune  to  be  bom  under  a  difierent  regimen,  and  to  wear  titles. 
I  may  say  that  American  ladies  are  oonspicuous  Ibr  this  sort  of  charity. 
Orphan-asylums  are  very  well  in  their  way,  and  so  are^chools  for  the 
blind ;  but  compare  these  objects  of  be&evolenee  with  what  is  due  to  a 
Barcm,  or  a  Count,  or  a  Prince  ?  Think  of  a  man  who  has  been  the 
slave  of  courts,  who  has  not  dared  to  murmur  against  the  'smile  of  a 
queen !  how  our  graceful  feminine  charities  flow  out  toward  him,  enve* 
lop  him,  sustain  him,  and  soothe  him  !  Gentleness  forgets  itself  in  a 
tempest  of  sympathy,  and  modesty  flings  away  its  veil  in  the  earnest- 
ness of  the  sweet  alms-giving. 

What  a  brilliant  and  tenderly-remembered  epoch  in  the  family  annals 
was  that  when  Lord  Mobfeth  attended  the  Pinxekton  ball ;  or  when 
the  Baron  of  Stbelitz-Scbwbbin  took  Miss  Sphidle  by  the  hand  and 
taught  her  how  to  pronounce  his  aristocratic  name ;  or  when  the  Prince 
of  Heligoland,  in  lightish  pantaloons,  with  a  stripe,  (for  all  the  world 
just  such  as  a  conunon  man  might  have  worn,  so  humble  was  the 
Prince,)  consented  to  a  drive  in  our  family  carriage,  and  afterward  took 
tea  wilii  the  Fudges  ! 

I  was  once  accidentally  interested  in  a  poor  peasant  family  that  came 
fiom  Paisley  in  Scotland,  and  landed  in  New-York  with  scarce  a  penny, 
aud  three  sick  children  to  provide  fox,  I  brushed  about  among  the 
wealthy  people  with  whom  1  was  on  speaking  terms,  with  the  hi^  of 
raising  money  £ir  them ;  but  no  body  thought  me  serious.  A  happy 
idea  occurred  to  me.  I  dropped  a  paragraph  in  a  morning-paper,  stat- 
ing that  a  poor  gentleman  of  a  distinguished  Scotch  house,  and  wearing 
the  title  of  Lord  Glenartnet,  had  arrived  in  town,  and  was,  with  his  sick 
&mily,  in  extreme  want.  I  brought  the  paragraph  to  the  notice  of  my 
aunt  Phobbe.  She  thanked  me  kmdly,  and  ai^ed  if  I  thought  it  would 
b^  comme  ilfaut  to  call,  and  was  particular  to  learn  the  proper  hour. 

I  told  her  I  thought  his  lordship  might  consider  it  a  little  bmsqtte^ 
and  hinted  that,  being  really  in  want,  he  would  not  object  to. a  little 
money  coming  ftom  an  unknown  source.  The  money  was  sent ;  and 
my  aunt  insisted  that  he  should  be  invited  to  dine  on  hb  very  first 
going  out,  veith  herselfl  He  did  ;  but  being  an  honest,  plain-spoken 
fellow,  the  truth  came  out.  I  think  my  aunt  never  wholly  forgave  me ; 
and  never  thought  a  charity  or  attention  so  ill-timed  as  that  to  poor 
Glenastnet. 

The  PiNKEKTONB  arranged  a  little  fiite  at  their  '  fine  country-place,* 
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two  miles  out,  for  the  ConnteBS  de  Gxterlin.  The  inyitations  were 
very  numerous.  People  who  were  not  invited  wondered  who  the 
Countess  really  was  ;  people  who  were  invited  did  not  wonder  at  all. 
The  ladies  who  had  not  already  enjoyed  that  distinction  were  crazy  to 
see  her.  They  had  heard  she  was  so  elegant,  and  modest  withal, 
ready  to  chat  with  any  body ;  replied,  it  was  understood,  with  rare 
condescension  to  questions  that  were  put  to  her.  She  had  even 
thrummed  an  air  on  Miss  Spindle's  piano  with  the  iBolian  attachment ; 
and  such  playing ! 

But  hours  passed,  and  the  Countess  did  not  come.  Could  the  Count- 
ess be  ill  ?  It  was  wondered,  in  that  event,  what  physician  would  be 
honored  with  a  call.  People  talked  of  what  house  she  would  probably 
occupy  upon  the  Avenue,  in  the  event  of  her  remaining.  It  was 
hoped  she  would  remain.  *  What  an  accession,'  said  Miss  Spindlb,  '  to 
cur  circle  1 ' 

Still  the  Countess  did  not  come.  It  was  remarked,  moreover,  that 
the  Fudges,  who  had  been  thrown  by  accident  into  relations  with  the 
Countess,  Were  also  away.  People  wondered  very  much  what  it  could 
mean.     Miss  Pinkerton  said  she  was  ifUrigiite  horribly. 

Twelve  o'clock  sounded,  and  there  was  no  Countess,  no  FuDaES.  A 
buzzing,  vulgar  lawyer,  whom  people  were  surprised  to  see  at  the 
fete,,  and  who,  it  was  understood,  had  some  time  acted  as  professioital 
adviser  of  Mr.  dnm,  hinted  in  comer  groups  that  she  would  n't  come, 
in  a  way  that  greatly  incensed  people. 

And  the  lawyer  was  right.  The  Countess  did  not  come  at  all.  The 
PmKERTONs  found  the  next  day,  to  their  amazement,  that  the  Countess 
had  sailed  under  another  name  in  the  steamer  which  left  port  on  the 
very  noon  preceding  the  fete. 

There  were  other  people,  trades-people  among  them,  who  shared  the 
amazement  and  concern  of  the  Pinkertons.  Mr.  Brazitt,  however, 
was  cheery  and  vivacious.  He  had  '  touched '  a  considerable  propox^ 
tion  of  the  funds  which  had  been  advanced  to  the  Countess  on  the 
strength  of  her  claims  to  the  large  Bodoees  estate. 

Had  Mr.  dxnD  bought  off  the  Countess  ?  Not  he.  But  he  had 
received  a  valuable  and  interesting  pacquet  per  steamer  firom  his  old 
friend,  Mr.  jEMxiNS.  A  portion  of  the  contents  of  this  pacquet  had 
been  communicated  in  a  quiet  way  to  the  Countess,  and  had  been  laid 
before  the  Fddges. 

The  facts  made  known  were  not  flattering  to  the  distinguished  emi' 
grke.  It  appeared  from  the  communication  of  Mr.  Jenkins  that  the 
so-called  Countess  de  Guerlin  had  been  long  under  the  eye  of  tlie 
Paris  police,  and  was  strongly  suspected  of  certain  swindling  operations 
to  a  large  amount,  in  connection  with  a  professor  of  French  in  the  Roe 
8t.  Honor6,  and  a  Colonel  Duprez,  which  last^iamed  individual  was 
now  in  custody. 

Her  history  was  not  a  little  romantic.  She  wore  her  father's  name, 
(excepting  the  title,)  although  without  any  legal  claim  to  it.  Her 
mother,  it  appeared,  Vf^femme  de  chambre  to  the  vidfe  of  Monsieur 
de  Guerlin.  This  maid-servant  of  Madame  de  Guerlin  had  previously 
served  that  lady  when  she  bore  the  name  of  Madame  Bodgers,  and 
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bad  rapermtended  the  toilet  of  the  little  Mademoiwlle  Boix^ess,  who 
came,  in  time,  to  be  Mn.  dum. 

At  what  preciee  ejpoch  the  escaping  County  came  into  the  world, 
whether  after  or  befere  the  death  of  Madame  de  GtESUK,  was  not 
known.  It  was  natural  enough,  however,  that  a  man  of  the  ca^olie 
social  views  of  de  Gubblin  shoidd  treat  vrith  a  more  tender  regard  his 
own  daughter,  though  vnmngfully  bom,  than  his  stepdaughter,  who 
traced  her  origin  to  fiie  old  scion  of  the  Bodgebs  house.  And  this  ten- 
derness will  perhaps  explain  how  the  artful  Countess  was  in  possession 
of  those  pretty  trmhets  which  told  so  cleverly  upon  the  sympathies  of 
my  cousin  Wash,  and  which  once  adorned  ^e  bosom  of  the  widow 
Bodgebs. 

Mr.  Q,TOD  did  not  grieve  over  the  evidences  of  dissoluteness  in  the 
eharacter  of  Mrs.  QmD*B  step-father ;  or,  if  he  did,  he  found  abundant 
consolation  in  other  papers  accompanying  that  evidence,  to  wit :  full 
testimony  from  the  mairie  of  the  commune  of  his  marriage  to  Miss 
Bodgebs,  daughter  of  the  deceased  Sauuel  Bodgebs,  late  of  Newtown, 
United  States  of  America. 

Mr.  Jenkins  had  executed  his  task  in  a  business-like  way,  and  Mr. 
QfUm  was  grateful. 

ThQ  PcfKEBTONS,  who  had  bespoken  through  a  third  party  (who  was 
to  communicate  on  his  own  responsibility  vrith  a  giaoefal  small  writer) 
a  short  sketch  of  their /Ste  chcmpetre,  countermanded  the  wish.  The 
Joneses,  who  had  not  been  invited,  never  ceased  their  inquiries,  through 
common  friends,  about  the  disposition  of  the  fete,  and  even  carried 
their  ill-will  so  far  as  to  speak  of  it  to  the  Pinxebtons  themselres.  Of 
course  the  Joneses  knew  what  the  character  of  the  Countess  was  from 
the  beginning.  'Any  one  who  had  seen  the  world  must  hare  knovm 
what  she  was.' 

The  Spindles  removed  the  .Slolian  attachment  from  their  piano.  Miss 
Sfindle  abandoned  French  and  pursued  German. 

Mr.  Bbazitt,  as  I  have  remarked,  was  cheery  and  vivacious ;  he 
was  the  only  man,  indeed,  who  seemed  seriously  to  have  enjoyed  the 
viat  of  tfaa.Conntess ;  and  he  made  use  of  the  whole  affidr  at  a  pditi* 
cal  dinner  which  c4ine  off  shortly  after,  in  a  strong  speteh,  illustrating 
in  an  exceedingly  happy  manner  the  tendency  of  true  democratic  and 
republican  principles.  He  was  cheered  vociferously  throughout ;  and 
Mr.  duiD,  who  was  present,  but  somewhat  maudlin  with  wine,  cried 
out  lustily, '  Go  it,  Bbazitt.' 

As  for  our  family,  they  did  not  bear  the  departure  of  the  Countess 
vrith  the  composure  they  should  have  shovm.  Miss  Jemtha  recalled 
her  httle  c(miversazi<me  with  considerable  rancor.  Th&  old  lady, 
her  mother,  said  the  thought  of  it  made  her  *  kind  o'  sickish^like.' 

My  aunt  Pb(EBB  would  have  borne  the  sorrow  better,  and  have 
shared  her  mortification  quietly  vrith  Wash,  if  my  uncle  Solomon  had 
not  insisted  vexatiously  upon  the  topic.  He  regretted  the  Countess — 
exceedingly.  He  feared  Pbkbbe  would  be  lonely.  He  thought  the 
Joneses  had  not  shown  her  so  much  attention  as  the^  should  hare 
done,  and  appealed  to  Fhosbb.  He  was  surprised  ^at  she  had  not  left 
her  cards  at lea^mg^  but  he  snpposed'it  was  the  French-  vray.'    He 
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asked  if  Ph(ebe  intended  to  write  the  Countess ;  and  if  so,  in  English 
or  in  French  ? 

As  for  Mr.  duro,  he  di^  not  sufier  the  cheerful  aspect  of  affairs  to 
divert  his  mind  firom  business.  Nothing  now  lay  between  him  and  the 
full  enjoyment  of  the  Bodoees  estate  but  the  will  in  the  hands  of  Mr. 
Blimbier.  He  did  not  feel  so  anxious  for  the  preservation  of  that 
document  as  upon  the  recent  occasion  of  his  visit  to  the  office  of  Mr. 

BlVINS. 

He  called  his  son  Adolphus  into  consultation.  In  the  course  of  it 
allusion  was  made  to  Miss  Kmr  FLEMnva.  Adolphus  expressed  him- 
self sportively,  to  the  efiect  that  *  it  was  a  dull  run  to  pursue  that  game 
any  farther.* 

His  fitther  urged  great  caution  until  it  could  be  known  what  might 
be  done  with  Bliumer.  He  was  determined  to  make  a  vigorous  e&rt 
to  possess  himself  of  the  paper  now  in  that  gentleman's  hands.  In  case 
he  should  fail,  Adolphus  must  perceive  that  his  chance  still  lay  with 
Miss  Kjttt,  and,  to  tell  truth,  *  she  was  a  pretty  enough  girl,  and  he 
thought  that  he  might  do  worse.' 

Adolphus  thought,  *  perhaps  he  might.'  He  drove  out  with  Arabella 
Spindle  the  next  day  ;  a  thing  he  had  not  done  before  for  a  month. 
She  entirely  agreed  with  him  that  the  Countess  was  an  odious  woman ; 
nothing  lady-like  about  her.  They  made  themselves,  in  fact,  quite 
merry  in  recalling  her  vulgarities.  They  drove  imtii  dark.  But  Mr. 
duiD  was  very  agreeable. 

'  Such  a  piquant  young  man ! '  said  she  to  her  mother. 

Mrs.  Spindle  said  he  was  —  very. 

OHUniK  TBJXTT-VKTWSTSt 
QUID     TRSAT8     WITH     B  L  I  M  IC  B  R     AND     BIVXNS, 


CioERo,  speaking  about  the  Cataline  conspiracy,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend, 
says :  *  When  a  man  has  once  transcended  the  bounds  of  decency  it  is 
in  vain  to  recede,  and  his  wisest  way  is  to  push  on  boldly  in  the  same 
confident  course  to  the  end  of  his  purpose.' 

Mr.  duiD  took  a  considerable  sum  of  ready  money  with  him  when 
he  made  his  call  upon  Mr.  Blihher.  Irish  Jerrt,  still  in  the  Blim. 
mersville  employ,  had  an  indistinct  recollection  of  the  gentleman.  By 
dint  of  a  nervous  scratch  over  his  left  ear  the  lad  called  up  quite  a 
train  of  associations  in  connection  with  that  elegant  gentleman.  He 
remembered  a  long  walk  to  Fulton  Ferry,  a  sort  of  holiday  for  him  ; 
he  remembered  considerable  practice  in  capitals,  and  writing  generally, 
afterward  ;  he  remembered  still  more  clearly  a  severe  thump  upon  his 
head  given  by  Mr.  Blimmer,  very  ^gratuitously,  (as  Jerrt  thought,) 
later  in  the  day. 

What  made  the  association  still  more  lively  was  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Blimker  on  the  present  occasion  made  a  Tom-foolery  errand,  by  which 
Jerrt  might  take  himself  off.  The  lad  did  indeed  clatter  down  the 
stairs  with  commendable  energy;  but  presently  returned  in  a  cautioos 
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maimer  and  took  up  poeitioii  on  tiie  outside  of  the  Blimmersville-office 
door.  There  was  not  much  passing  upon  the  Blimmersville  staiis, 
and  Jerrt  was  able  to  gratify  a  very  active  if  not  laudable  curiosity. 

The  interview  opened  willi  a  little  benevolent  crimination  on  the 
part  of  Mr.  Qahd,  for  the  double  play  of  Mr.  Blimmeb.  The  accused 
gentleman  defended  himself  with  a  great  deal  of  amiability,  and  con- 
gratulated Mr.  duiD  upon  the  improved  aspect  of  affairs  now  that  the 
Countess  had  retired. 

Mr.  Qajid  expressed  himself  gratefully,  and  hinted  that  there  was 
now  only  one  obstacle  to  the  peaceable  and  judicious  arrangement  of 
the  whole  matter.  He  hinted  that  Mr.  Blimmeb.  knew  very  well  what 
that  obstacle  was. 

Mr.  Blimmeb  remarked  in  a  tone  of  half-inquiry  '  that  he  probably 
referred  to  the  will  which  he  had  the  honor  of  receiving  from  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Bodoebs  shortly  before  that  gentleman's  deati^.' 

Mr.  duio  said  he  did  so,  and  regretted  Uiat  he  was  only  in  posses- 
sion of  a  copy  of  that  instrument.  He  thought  he  could  make  it 
worth  the  while  of  Mr.  Bldcmeb  to  transfer  to  him,  as  a  person 
related  to  the  deceased,  the  copy  still  in  his  possession.'  And  Mr. 
dum,  by  an  inadvertent  kind  of  gesture,  passed  his  hand  into  his  coat- 
pocket,  drawing  from  thence  a  very  plumply-filled  wallet. 

Mr.  Blimmeb  loved  the  sight  of  bank-notes,  both  as  proprietor  of 
Blimmersville,  and  as  an  individual.  He  did  not,  as  the  reader  will 
very  well  understand,  place  any  extraordinary  value  upon  the  paper  in 
his  possession.  Of  his  own  hand-writing,  and  of  that  of  Jebbt,  he  had 
frequent  specimens  in  circular  letters  and  other  documents.  He  did 
not  consider,  therefore,  the  moneyed  propositions  of  his  visitor  as  wholly 
inadmissible. 

Mr.  duro  proceeded  like  a  man  of  business ;  he  counted  out  a  laige 
sum  —  laiger  than  had  fallen  under  the  eye  of  the  Blimmersville  pro- 

Srietor  in  a  long  time.  He  proposed  to  hand  this  sum  over  to  Mr. 
limmeb,  without  receipt  or  other  writing,  provided  he  was  at  once 
put  in  possession  of  the  will  of  Mr.  Bodgebs,  now  in  Blimmkb*8 
keeping. 

Mr.  Blimmeb  spoke  pathetically  of  a  trust  imposed  on  him  by  an 
old  acquaintance,  under  so  distressing  circumstances  as  attended  the 
burning  of  the  Eclipse  ;  he  was  also  aware,  however,  of  the  interests 
of  Mr.  CluiD,  through  his  late  wife,  and  of  the  strong  desire  which 
those  so  near  of  kin  would  naturally  feel  to  possess  themselves  of  little 
mementos  of  the  deceased. 

This  last  view  of  the  case  prevailed  with  him  ;  and,  having  received 
fiom  Mr.  duiD  the  profiered  sum,  he  transfexred  at  the  same  time  to 
that  gentleman  the  draft  of  the  will  which  has  been  already  brought 
to  the  knowledge  of  the  reader.  He  fieirthermore  solemnly  declared  to 
Mr.  CLuiD  that  he  had  put  him  in  possession  of  aU  the  documents  of 
every  kind,  which  had  been  handed  him  by  the  deceased  Mr.  Bodoebs. 

Mr.  Qmo  glanced  his  eye  over  the  instrument,  and  observed  with 
special  gratification  the  quaint  and  highly  interesting  character  of  the 
signature.  It  certainly  difiered  very  much  from  that  affixed  to  the 
paper  already  in  his  possession. 
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Mr.  CluiD  sometimes  smoked  a  mild  Havana ;  he  drew  one  from  hia 
pocket.    Would  Mr.  BLttM^t.  draw  a  match  for  him  ? 

Mr.  Blimmer  drew  a  mateh. 

Mr.  Q^uiD  dexterotisly  lighted-^ not  the  segar  —  but  the  comer  of 
the  will.  Mr.  Blimmeb  j^gned  a  strong  demurral.  But  the  paper 
burned  easily,  and  presently  was  thrown,  a  mere  cinder,  upon  the  ashes 
of  the  grate. 

*  You  will  perceive,*  said  Mr.  CIuid,  in  an  amiable  tone,  *  that  I  have 
miMle  you  a  party  to  this  little  transactioU'lbr  the  sake  of  fuller  security. 
You  drew  the  matoh,  I  lighted  the  paper.  I  think  that  is  the  state  of 
thecaoe?' 

Mr.  Bldocer  smiled  awkwardly,  and  said  he  believed  it  was.  Mr. 
CtuiD  offered  him  thereupon  a  segar,  and  they  smoked  together  in  a 
familiar  manner.  .  Some  remarks  were  passed  between  them  in 
respect  to  Mr.  Bivms,'  of  Newtown.  Both  seemed  to  agree  that  he 
waaaman  they  should  be  very  cautious  of.  Indeed,  he  seemed  the 
only  individual  whose  pertinacity  was  to  be  feared.  Mr.  ClniD  espressed 
the  belief  that  he  held  4he  means  of  thoxoughly  quieting  the  investi- 
gations of  that  gentleman. 

Mr.  BLiHiiBR  hoped  he  did. 

When  Jeket  returned  from  his  errand  a  half-hour  after  this,  he  was 
thoroughly  blown..  Mr.  BLmiosE  scolded  him  for  having  been  gone  a 
very  long  time.  Jekry  said,  and  sfud  truly,  that  he  never  ran  faster 
in  his  life.     The  foot -was,  he  set  olF  late-,     v' 

Mr.  Q^oiD  walked  home,  flourishing  daintily  his  gold-headed  cane. 
He  talked  in  a  ^rtive  humor  to  himself,  and  remfurked  jocularly  to 
Mr.  dun), '  that  the  ^fiair  had  rather  a  cheery  look.  As  fer  Bivins»' 
said  he,  '  he  thinks  I  am  interested  in  the  will.  Ha  !  ha  1  so  I  am ; 
so  I. am,  Mr;  Bivins.  Should  be  happy  to*- find  th^  will^  Mr.  Bivins  — 
very  happy.  .  Fiat  jusHtia  ruat.  eodum,  Bii!  .hiii.Mr.  BiyBSsT 
.  in  his  raag^nimity  he  thinks  he  can  well  afibrd  to^put  the  eopy  in 
the  hands  4of  that  gentleman.  It  will  look  generous;*  it  will  divert 
suspicion;  it^U  show  a  tender  interest  in  the  FLSioNas  that  will 
serve  to  counterbalance  any  wayward  tendencies,  just  now,  of  Adol- 
EHUS.  >    ^ 

Indeed,  that  very  afternoon  Mr.  CIuid  drove  out  to  Newtown.  He 
visited  the  office  ef  Mr.  Bivins,  on  the  meeting-house  comer,  and  quite 
cheerod  the  *Squire  with  his  gayety  of  ^rits.  He  alludQd  to  the  con- 
versation on  i  previous,  visit.  He  wished  to  give  assurance  to  Mr. 
Bivins  that  h^  had  spoken  in  good  faith.  The  fact  of  being  relieved  of 
so  impertinent  an  adversary  as  the  foreign  lady,  who  called  herself  the 
Countess  de  Gusklin,  had  in  no  way  lessened  his  interest  in  the  Fl^ 
MiNO  family.  His  idoa»  of  strict  justice  remained  the  same^  He 
might  say,  without  self-flattery,  that  they  would  always  remain  the 
same.  •;    • 

'Squire  Brm^  took  the  ooeasion  to  supfdy  himself  trith  a  fresh  quid, 
and  to.  remark  that  'hexhad>  no  doubt  of  it.'  ^  .  ** 

Mr.  CUnn.  continued  to  say^that  he  had  pushed  his  inquiries „ with 
zeal,  and  that  he  had  the  happiness,  now  of  informing  Mr.  Bivins  that 
he  had  come  into  possession  of  a  document  which  appeared  to  be  genu- 
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ine,  and  which  conesponded  accurately  with  the  descriptioii  of  Mr. 

BlVINS. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  'Squire  was  somewhat  taken  '  ahack.' 
Since  the  flight  of  the  Gueklin  he  had  ohsenred,  or  rather  Mehitabel 
had  ohserved,  that  the  yisits  of  Adolfhus  to  Newtown  had  become  less 
frequent.  He  argued  from  this  that  the  young  gentleman  and  father 
were  about  to  abandon  the  attempt  to  secure  the  estate  through  mar- 
riage ;  and  he  was  plotting  within  himself  how  he  might  in  the  safest 
manner  cause  a  summons  to  be  issued  to  'Six,  Clxm>  to  produce  the  will, 
which  he  believed  to  be  in  his  possession,  before  some  court  of  probate. 
That  Mr.  Cturo  should  make  a  voluntary  profier  of  that  instrument 
was  something  the  'Squire  did  not  wholly  understand. 

Yet  the  fact  was  undoubted ;  Mr.  CIuid  said  he  should  be  most  happy 
to  lay  the  document  before  Mr.  Bivins  ;  and  alluded  to  a  sentiment 
previously  expressed,  in  a  foreign  tongue  indeed ;  but  he  believed  Mr. 
BiviKS  was  aware  of  its  import  —  to  wit :  Fiat  justitia,  mat  coBlum, 

Mr.  BiviNS  took  the  will  and  glanced  it  over.  There  was  no  doubt 
it  was  his  own  hand-writing. 

Mr.  Ctnn>  turned  pale,  but  recovered  in  a  moment.  Blihmeb  must 
have  had  a  good  copyist. 

'Aye,'  said  Bivins,  running  his  eye  down  to  the  foot ;  '  and  there 's 
Habrt's  signature.' 

Mr.  Qaju)  turned  pale  again. 

'  But,'  said  Bivins,  a  little  disconcerted  it  seemed, '  it  is  n't  worth  a 
rush!' 

*  No  ? '  said  ftuiD,  with  an  involuntary  smile  playing  on  his  lip. 
'  Not  a  rush ! '  said  Bivins,  more  emphatically  still. 

*  How  so  ? '  said  Mr.  CIxjid,  nervously. 

*  The  law,'  said  Bivins,  pronouncing  that  monosyllable  in  a  tone  cal- 
culated to  produce  great  awe,  '  the  law  requires  two  untnesses  at  least 
in  the  execution  of  all  such  instruments.' 

'Always  ? '  said  Clum,  disposed  half  to  regret  the  needless  sacrifice  of 
the  morning. 

'  There  may  be  cases,'  said  Mr.* Bivins,  speaking  solemnly,  and  with 
an  air  of  great  authority,  *  where  a  will  with  but  a  single  witness,  or 
indeed  no  witness  at  all,  other  than  oral  testimony,  might  perJuips  be 
good  ;  as  in  the  case  of  a  soldier  dying  on  the  field  of  battle,  or  a  mari- 
ner at  sea,  or ' 

'And  how  about  the  signature? '  said  drm,  growing  excessively  nerv- 
ous; '  the  signature  of  Mr.  BodgersI' 

Mr.  Bivins  put  on  his  spectacles,  which  he  had  removed  in  the  heat 
of  his  legal  expressions,  and  ran  his  eye  over  the  names  at  the  foot. 

'Trttman  Bodgers,'  said  he,  reading  the  name  attentively;  'it 
does  n't  look  quite  right ;  there  's  something  wanting,  to  be  sure,'  said 
he,  growing  more  decided  in  his  belief;  and  he  held  it  at  arm's  length 
from  him.  '  I  can't  believe  it 's  altogether  his,'  said  he.  And  his  eye 
ran  firom  the  name  of  Bodgers  to  the  name  of  Flint,  and  he  stroked 
his  wig  in  a  reflective  manner,  and  laid  the  paper  upon  his  knee,  and 
removing  his  spectacles  placed  them  upon  it,  and,  eyeing  keenly  Mr. 
CtuiD,  said  :  '  It 's  my  opinion,  Sir,  that  this  paper  is  a  forgery ! ' 

VOL.   XLIV.  23 


846  The  Pudge  Papers.  [October, 

'  Bless  me ! '  said  Mr.  Qmid,  afiectiug  great  concern,  '  yon  do  n't  say 
so  !    And  who,  pray,  was  the  forger  ?  ' 

'A  man  I  never  would  have  suspected,'  said  BiviNS,  feelingly. 
'  Observe,  Mr.  dum,  we  are  talking  in  confidence.' 

Mr.  Q^uiD  assented. 

'  It  is  my  opinion,'  said  he,  '  that  this  paper  has  been  signed  and 
witnessed  by  the  same  individual ;  and  Uiat  individual  is  Habbt 
Flint!' 

Mr.  Q^uiD  shows  a  surprise,  which,  under  the  circumstances,  is  very 
natural. 

*■  Mr.  Flint,'  said  Bivms,  continuing  his  reflection, '  was  a  young  man 
attached  to  my  office ;  a  well-to-do  young  man ;  but  he  was  a  little 
tender,  as  my  daughter  Mehttabel  has  told  me  —  for  I  am  a  poor 
judge  in  those  matters  —  toward  Miss  Kittt  Flemino,  who  is,  you  per- 
ceive, the  legatee.  Now  Mr.  Bodge&s  had  undoubtedly  drawn  up  this 
instrument  in  her  favor,  but  never  to  my  knowledge  did  he  execute  it. 
The  signature  has  certainly  not  got  the  Squire's  usual  flourish.  Hakrt 
Flint,  being  a  clerk  of  mine,  may  very  naturally  have  had  the  hand- 
lii^  of  this  paper  among  others  of  the  'Squire's  which  passed  back  and 
forth  from  the  office.  And  as  the  'Squire  slipped  ofl*  without  signing 
it,  he  may,  you  understand,  have  put  in  the  name  with  his  own  to  make 
the  paper  good.  As  he  was  in  love  with  Miss  Kittt,  it  would  have 
been  natural  enough,  you  know,  to  wish  to  put  her  into  possession  of  the 
'Squire's  property.' 

*  To  be  sure,'  said  Clum     *  But  why  do  n't  Haret  Flint  appear  ?  * 

'  There  's  just  the  point,'  said  Bivms  ;  '  and  it  counts  more  strongly 
against  him  than  all  the  rest.  On  a  sudden  he  slips  ofi*  to  California. 
Why  did  he  go !  My  daughter  Mehitabel,  who  is  an  observing  woman, 
has,  I  think,  touched  the  matter  in  the  right  place.  She  says  '  Kittt 
rejected  him  ! '  ' 

It  seemed  rather  a  strong  case  against  poor  Harbt  ;  but  the  'Squire 
had  forgotten,  what  we  very  well  know,  that  Harrt  Flint  had  taken 
his  departure  flrom  Newtown  several  days  previous  to  the  loss  of  Mr. 

BODGBRS. 

Mr.  Q»mD,  in  an  equable  mood  of  mind,  although  perhaps  not 
entirely  so  self  possessed  as  before  his  visit,  bade  Mr.  Bivms  good-day, 
leaving  with  hun  the  document  which  had  suggested  such  a  novel  train 
of  reflections  to  the  'Squire,  and  of  which  Mr.  Q^uid  had  very  little  fear ; 
first,  on  the  ground  that  the  signature  of  Mr.  Bodoers  lacked  its  usual 
flourish,  (for  which  he  thought  capital  reason  might  be  found  in  the 
unpractised  hand  of  Mr.  Blimmer's  copyist,)  and  next,  because  it 
lacked  the  requisite  number  of  witneases  to  be  made  anefiective  instra- 
ment. 

If  there  was  a  forgery  in  the  case  the  matter  was  even  better  than 
he  hoped.  He  was  perfectly  satisfied  in  his  own  mind  that  Mr.  BnoNS, 
with  all  his  sharpness,  was  charging  upon  Mr.  Harrt  Flint  an  impro- 
priety which  might  be  more  safely  laid  at  the  office-door  of  his  respect- 
able friend,  Mr.  Blimuer.  Mr.  Flint  was,  however,  absent,  and  the 
charge  being  communicated  in  confidence,  and  the  will  void  on  other 
grounds,  he  thought  Mr.  Flint  might  very  properly  wear  the  weight 
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of  the  'Squire's  amiable  sospicioiis  withoat  any  inteifeieiioe  on  bis 
pait. 

Mr.  dxTiD,  I  may  remark  again,  went  home  in  excellent  good-humor. 
He  thought  well  of  his  sagacity ;  he  thought  well  of  lus  apparent 
generosity ;  he  thought  well  of  Adolfbus  QLow  ;  and  he  thought  even 
better  of  Mr.  Clnn>,  Senior. 

It  would  be  strange  if  Mr.  Bivins  did  not  speak  of  his  extraordinaxy 
suspicion  in  his  family  circle ;  jof  couise  it  would.  And  it  would  be 
stranger  still  if  Miss  Bivn^s  did  not  repeat  the  su^icion,  with  some  few 
additions  of  her  own,  in  a  confidential  manner.  In  tbis  way  it  came 
about  that  half  the  old  women  of  Newtown  understood,  on  the  '  best 
authority,'  that  Habbt  Flint,  who  had  gone  away  in  such  haste,  had 
proved  a  forger  *  for  a  vast  amount.'  And  it  came  to  Kimr's  ears, 
among  the  rest,  who  was  greatly  shocked,  but  did  not  trust  it  at  all. 

And  it  found  its  way  after  a  time  to  the  home  of  the  old  aunt.  (Msm- 
TABEL  Bivois  Buid  everywhere  she  feared  it  might.)  She,  good  woman, 
fearfully  disturbed,  wrote  ofiTa  letter  full  of  trouble  about  the  lying  scandal 
of  the  town,  and  urged  Hab&t  to  come  back,  if  it  were  only  for  a  short 
visits  to  make  his  name  good  again,  and  to  cheer  up  little  Bessie,  who 
was  grown  thin  and  ailing  —  all  the  worse  for  the  Christian  lecture 
that  MsmTABEL  Bivnvs  had  read  to  her,  with  the  other  girls,  in  the 
Sunday-class,  about  the  awful  sin  of  foigery,  which  she  feared  an  old 
townsman  (Bessie  knew  who  she  meant)  had  been  guilty  of 

Miss  Mehitabel  was  immensely  gratified  in  being  able  to  add  yet 
another  topic  to  her  usual  range  of  gossip.  Adolfhus  Ctum  came 
more  rarely  to  Newtown.  Indeed  he  came  now  very  rarely.  Mehi- 
tabel wondered  (with  the  neighbors)  if  he  had  jilted  poor  Kittt  I  She 
pitied  her,  indeed  she  did.  And  what  is  more  she  told  every  body  in 
the  village,  with  that  sharp  tongue  of  hers,  how  much  she  pitied  her. 
She  knew  from  the  beginning  that  young  dum  was  not  in  earnest. 
She  hoped,  indeed  she  did,  that  matters  were  no  worse  than  they 
seemed! 

And  Kittt  had  need  of  pity,  both  earnest  and  kind.  Not  that  her 
heart  was  broken  by  any  negligence  in  attention  of  that  out-sided  gen« 
tleman,  Adolfhe  ;  I  think,  indeed,  that  least  of  all  in  the  old  Bod- 
OKBfl  house  she  regretted  the  growing  absence  of  his  gay  carriage  at 
the  gate. 

Ajod  yet  she  had  yielded  measurably  to  her  mother's  whim;  the 
hearts  of  girlhood  are  very  pliable.  Often-times  she  had  set  up  before 
her  —  Duty,  (for  obedience  to  her  mother  in  all  things  seemed  duty,) 
and  tried  to  transfigure  it  into  Love.  And  even  though  she  had  not 
yet  thoroughly  succeeded,  her  very  struggle  toward  tiie  £)nd  old  mo- 
ther's wish  quickened  her  seiudbilitiea  and  made  her  keenly  jealous  of 
a  slight. 

Therefore,  when  the  bng-continued  liaits  and  the  finequent  offirings 
became  rare  and  uncertain,  Ktttt,  from  very  sympathy,  wore  half  the 
pain  which  clouded  her  mother's  face.  For  until  then,  with  a  simpli- 
city which  interpreted  language  at  its  fiill  meaning,  she  had  never 
once  imagined  that  AnoLPHB  had  played  false,  or  pretended  to  greater 
fiseling  than  belonged  to  him.     Never  once,  under  the  guidance  of  the 
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old  mother's  obeeiratioii,  had  she  questioaed  the  eamestnesB  of  his  feel- 
ing ;  her  only  hesitancy  lay  in  doubt  as  to  her  own.  To  change  the 
inquiry  now  was  very,  very  humiliating. 

But  there  was  not  long  occasion  for  any  question  of  this  sort. 
Mehitabel  sharpened  her  tongue  more  and  more  upon  poor  Ejtty*s 
forsaken  condition.  Adolphe's  visits  grew  more  and  more  rare.  Finally, 
there  came  one  day  a  pitiful  letter  from  him,  saying  *  how  sincerely 
he  had  been  attached  to  her,  and  how  much  he  regretted  that  his  father's 
wish  forbade  farther  intimacy  with  one  whose  memory  he  should  always 
cherish  very  a&ctionately.* 

Kitty  had  not  one  tear  for  this  letter,  though  she  felt  very  bitterly. 
With  a  woman's  instinct,  she  looked  through  the  words  to  the  very  mar- 
row of  his  intent,  and  the  falsity  of  months  past  flashed  on  her  in  a 
moment.  It  is  a  bitter  thing  when  a  guileless  woman  first  learns  to 
regard  any  manly  character — no  matter  where  she  finds  it  —  with 
contempt.  It  weakens  that  better  estimate  of  humanity  which  gives 
sun-shine  to  life.  It  breaks  down  womanly  faith  where  womanly  faith 
ought  to  be  strong. 

1  said  KiTTT  had  no  tears  to  shed  over  the  letter  ;  certainly  not  in 
the  reading  of  it,  nor  for  hours  afler.  But  at  night,  by  herself,  when 
she  recalled  her  mother's  bitter  mortification  and  her  own  delusion,  (to 
be  guarded  against  ever  after  through  the  whole  course  of  her  life  by 
a  watchful  and  constant  suspicion,)  she  grew  troubled,  and  shed  tears ; 
not  girlish  tears,  but  those  of  a  woman. 

I  think  the  little  scholars  of  her  next  day's  school  remarked  something 
more  of  dignity  in  her  manner  than  they  had  seen  before  ;  they  thought 
at  first  she  would  have  been  severe.  But,  if  any  thing,  she  was  more 
kind  than  ever. 

CHAPrSE  THZITT-UaBT. 

ICT      UHCLE      SOLOMON      18      BROUOHT      TO      BAT. 

'  Thi  state  of  man  is  not  unlike  that  of  a  fish  hooked  by  an  angler.  We  flounce,  and 
sporty  and  raiy  our  situation ;  but  on  a  sudden  we  discover  our  confinement^  checked 
and  limited  bj  a  superior  hand,  who  drags  us  from  our  element  whensoever  he  pleases.* 

Shbnstonl 

Twenty  days  had  nearly  gone  by,  and  yet  the  Copper,  Zinc,  and 
Lead-Mining  Company  did  not  grow  upon  the  confidence  of  the  ont- 
nders  in  Wall-street.  Cluotations  of  the  stock  were  far  more  frequent 
than  the  Herald  had  predicted.  Shares  could  be  had  for  '  love  or 
money,'  and  for  very  little  of  either.  They  had  fallen  from  seven  and 
an  eighth  to  five  and  three-quarters.  So  far  firom  being  in  a  condition 
to  pay  up  the  paper  in  his  father's  name,  Washington  Fudge  found 
he  would  fall  short  in  the  sum  of  from  three  to  four  thousand  doUars. 
It  worried  him  :  it  seemed  to  worry  the  Count. 

The  last-named  gentleman  had  mean  time  made  another  and  unsuc- 
cessful attempt  to  secure  a  handsome  allowance  in  behalf  of  Wilhel- 
MiNA,  from  Mr.  Solouon  Fudge.  My  uncle  Solohon  was  most  sincere 
in  hiB  refusal.     He  was  without  the  means,  if  he  had  entertained  the 
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wish  to  comply.  Hub,  however,  the  Count  did  not  know,  and  could 
not  helieve.  He  shook  his  stick  at  the  old  gentleman  with  a  heartier 
indignation  even  than  before.  He  would  '  make  Mr.  Solomon  Fudge 
know  of  it.'  And  he  did ;  &r  now  the  rich  banker  was  vulnerable, 
even  to  so  beggarly  an  enemy  as  the  Count. 

The  forged  paper  of  my  cousin  Wash  was  in  the  hands  of  a  note- 
broker  in  the  street,  whom  the  Count  had  recommended  to  Washino- 
TON.  The  Count  called  upon  the  broker;  he  wished  to  see  him 
privately.  He  was  anxious  to  know  if  a  certain  note,  describing  it,  for 
ten  thousand  dollars,  had  been  ofiered  him  ? 

It  had  been. 

And  he  had  discounted  it  ? 

The  broker  had  done  so. 

The  Count  regretted  exceedingly,  but  he  had  strong  reason  to  fear 
that  the  note  was  not  good ;  that,  in  short,  it  was  a  forged  note. 

The  broker  thought  he  knew  the  paper  of  Mr.  Fudge  ;  he  had  bought 
a  great  deal  of  it ;  and  moreover,  the  present  note  was  actually  ofiered 
by  his  son  Washington  Fudge. 

'  If  you  wish,'  said  the  Count,  '  you  shall  walk  with  me  to  the  office 
of  Mr.  Fudge.    You  will  satisfy  yourself.     I  do  assure  yon  it  shall  be  ' 
safe.' 

It  was  but  a  little  way,  and  the  broker  accompanied  the  noble  son-in- 
law  of  the  banker  to  the  Wall-street  office,  where  I  had  occasion  first 
to  present  to  the  notice  of  my  reader  the  late  mayor  and  vestry-man  — 
the  eminent  merchant  —  my  uncle,  Mr.  Solomon  Fudge. 

He  is  not  so  erect  as  when  we  saw  him  first.  I  think  he  is  thinner. 
He  has  had  his  troubles  —  not  at  home  only,  but  on  'Change.  It  is  very 
doubtful  if  he  can  hold  out  for  even  a  week  to  come.  But  the  world 
knows  nothing  of  this.  Every  one  counts  Solomon  Fudge  a  rich  man. 
His  carriage  comes  to  take  him  up  at  three,  as  it  has  any  time  in  ten 
years  past.  He  joins  his  wife  in  her  Sunday  pew,  and  sits  grandly  in 
the  comer,  in  his  starched  cravat — keeping  up  the  bubble,  if  it  may  be, 
until  the  end. 

He  may  have  some  bitter  thoughts  about  the  children  of  his  rear- 
ing. He  certainly  does  not  pride  himself  greatly  upon  the  distinguished 
connection  his  daughter  has  made,  nor  does  he  join  his  wife  very  fer- 
vently in  her  praises  of  their  elegant  son,  Washington.  Yet  with  the 
stout  animal  courage  that  was  in  him  firom  the  beginning,  he  staves  off 
the  thought  of  such  things.  And  in  his  great  establishment  upon  the 
Avenue,  or  in  his  kingdom  of  Wall-street,  where  the  bank-clerks  scrape 
and  bow  their  reverence,  he  wears  his  dignity  very  grandly  still. 

The  world  of  feeling  was  never  very  large  for  him,  and  age  has  not 
added  to  its  bigness.  Neither  daughter  nor  son  have  opened  any  new 
avenues  in  that  direction ;  and  now,  should  some  new  trial  come  to 
probe  the  old  cramped  heart,  which  way  ahall  my  uncle  Solomon  look  — 
through  his  gold-bowed  spectacles  —  for  sympathy  ?  To  the  claret 
coach,  or  to  the  Countess  Wilhelmina  ? 

WeU,  my  uncle  Solomon  gravely  lifts  those  gold-bowed  spectacles 
when  the  Count  and  his  companion  come  in.  The  note-broker  begged 
pardon  for  intrusion ;  he  virished  only  to  assure  himself — of  a  matter 
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he  oonld  hardly  doubt  —  if  the  note  he  held  in  his  hand  was  a  good 
note? 

Mr.  Fudge  took  the  paper,  and  waved  the  broker  grandly  to  a  chair. 
He  brought  down  his  gold  spectacles  —  read  the  note  —  laid  it  down 
quietly.     '  It  is  not  mine/  said  he,  *  it's  a  forgery  ! ' 

The  Count  Sallb  advanced,  with  his  ivory-headed  stick  under  his 
arm.  He  had  a  year's  accumulated  revenge  in  his  look.  '  It  cannot 
be,'  said  he,  '  for  it  is  of  your  son.' 

*  My  son  1 '  said  Mr.  Fudge,  startled  for  a  moment. 

'  Mr.  Washington  Fudge,'  said  the  broker,  *  presented  the  note  tar 
discount.' 

The  old  bank-officer  nervously  grappled  the  paper.  *  It  shall  be 
paid,'  said  he.  But  turning  his  eye  upon  the  Count,  he  saw  an  ex- 
pression in  his  face  which  subdued  him.  The  note  might  be  paid, 
mdeed ;  but  the  crime  —  if  crime  it  was  —  remained. 

He  caught  at  the  hope  of  bargaining  with  the  Count,  for  the  honor 
of  his  son.     He  unfolded  the  paper  again  —  very  coolly. 

'  Ten  thousand  dollars  —  ten  thousand * 

It  was  too  late  :  the  animal  strength  was  giving  way,  even  if  the 
money  could  be  found.  His  voice  seemed  to  fail  him,  and  his  eye 
wandered  from  the  Count  to  the  broker  ;  his  hand,  too,  dropped,  and  he 
fell  back  in  his  chair.  They  brought  in  some  water  from  the  outer 
office,  and  the  news  went  out  that  Mr.  Fudge  was  suddenly  taken 
ill.  The  porter  set  off  &r  a  carriage  ;  another  messenger  went  for  a 
physician. 

He  revived  somewhat  presently,  and  wished  his  son  to  be  sent  for. 
They  took  him  home  in  a  hackney  cab.  On  the  way  he  passed  a 
claret  coach,  in  which  sat  a  lady  in  brocade,  looking  out  very  intently 
upon  the  passers  along  Broadway.  Mr.  Fudge  saw  the  carriage,  and 
•  knew  it ;  he  saw  the  brocade,  and  knew  that,  too ;  but  the  erpres- 
sion  of  his  face  did  not  change ;  he  made  no  motion  to  stop.  Why 
should  he  ? 

There  was  a  confusion  in  his  great  house  upon  the  Avenue  when  he 
reached  home.  It  was  a  thing  so  unheard-of  for  Mr.  Fudge  to  come  at 
such  an  hour  of  the  day !  The  servants  only  pardoned  it  when  they 
learned  that  Mr.  Fudge  was  taken  really  ill. 

Washington  came  in  shortly  after,  and  entered  his  father's  room  — 
the  family  room,  indeed  ;  but  Mrs.  Fudge  was  not  there.  Mr.  Fudge 
asked  the  physician,  who  had  cautioned  him  against  excitement  of  any 
kind,  to  leave  him  a  little  time  alone  with  his  son. 

*  Washington,'  said  the  old  gentleman,  *  have  I  treated  you  well,  my 
child?' 

Washington  was  not  prepared  for  this  comparatively  tender  manner 
of  the  old  gentleman  ;  he  was  disturbed  by  it ;  he  expected  a  row  ;  he 
could  only  answer,  *  To  be  sure  you  have,  father,  always.' 

*  Have  I  ever  denied  you  any  wish  of  yours^  Washington  ? ' 
The  son  said  he  never  had. 

The  old  gentleman  appeared  to  breathe  with  some  difficulty ;  Wash- 
ington arranged  his  pillows  for  him.  He  had  never  done  such  a  thing 
before  ;  and  the  very  act  seemed  to  soften  both  father  and  son. 
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'  And  WASHoroiDH/  oonturaad  Mr.  Foiwb,  ii0w  that  he  ipoko  ] 
eanly, '  when  yoa  have  wanted  money,  yon  have  not  fiiond  me  nnwill- 
ing  to  giro  it  to  von  ? ' 

*Go^  God  !  uther/  said  the  iMm,  tonohed  m  eaneit  now  hy  the  old 
man's  tone,  'don't  talk  to  me  in  that  way ! ' 

*Well,  I  won%  WifH,'  laid  Hie  &ther;  'bst  oooie  hoe,  nearer 
tome. 

Wasbinoton  eame  to  near  that  the  dd  gentleman  took  hii  hand. 
'Washihgton,' said  he»' tell  me  honestly — &  note  this  morning — for 
ten  thousand  dollars  —  Wash  —  tell  me  —  it  was  not  —  yonrs?'  and 
the  stately  Mr.  Fudob  giamed  nervoasly  the  hand  he  held  in  his. 

WAsmNOTON  dropped  («  his  knees —  a  new  positkA  for  the  elegant 
Ind  —  and  said  only,  in  avoiee  choked  more  hy  the  sight  of  the  old 
gentleman's  emolione  than  hy  any  regrets  of  Ub  own,  'Will  yon  foigive 
me,  &ther ! ' 

I  think  the  &ther  woold  have  Cragiven  him —  there,  in  the  £miily 
ebamher,  wh&te  the  son  was  horn,  lAo  kneeled  by  faba  now ;  I  think 
he  lifted  his  other  hand,  as  if  to  draw  his  reexeant  son  noore  closely  to 
him,  in  memory,  as  it  were,  of  ddand  dear  afiectbns;  but  his  strength 
failed  him.  The  nerves  of  his  arm  were  palsied.  His  head  inclined  to 
one  side.  He  mnrmured  something  unintelligibly,  and  Washington 
lifted  his  face  to  catch  it  more  nearly ;  but  there  was  no  understanding 
the  drivelling  words  of  the  old  man.  The  muscles  of  his  cheek  had 
given  way;  his  jaw  drooped ;  the  eye  stared  with  a  justly  ei^ression ; 
and  he  had  no  power  to  change  the  fixed  lids. 

Yet  he  tried  to  talk,  but  it  was  in  vain;  the  brain  even  seemed 
tonched  ;  and  he  knew  not  that  his  words  were  indistinct. 

Mrs.  Fudge,  the  stately  lady,  who  had  just  returned  fiom  her  morn- 
ing drive,  came  into  the  loora  with  a  great  rustle  of  brocade,  and  found 
the  old  man,  her  husband,  a  hopeless  paralytic,  and  Washington  stupe- 
fied beside  him.  

SoMBBE  hints  of  some  cruel  misfortune  which  had  befallen  the  Fudge 
family,  ran  round  the  town.  The  creditors  pressed  their  claims ;  the 
long-cherished  stocks  were  forced  upon  the  market ;  and  in  forty-eight 
hours  after  the  events  I  have  detailed,  my  uncle  Solomon  was  declared 
bankrupt. 

Through  regard  to  the  infirm  state  of  Mr.  Fthx^e's  health,  some 
measure  of  indulgence  was  shown ;  and  the  shame  and  dishonor  of  the 
son  escaped  for  the  time  publicity.  A  moming-paper,  indeed,  in  the 
hope  of  levying  a  small  tribute  from  the  vmreck,  intimated  that '  a  recent 
case  of  firaud,  in  which  one  of  the  parties  was  of  high  connection,  was 
attracting  lemark  in  the  circles  of  Wall-street;  but  we  forbear  at 
present  the  mention  of  names.' 

Mr.  Fudge,  however,  was  quite  beyond  the  reach  of  any  such  appeals 
to  his  honor  or  his  pride.  His  nuree  and  his  gruel  were  more  to  him 
now  than  the  sneers  of  any  morning-papers.  Thus  the  Count  failed  in 
his  last  efibrt  to  virin  tribute  from  his  broken-down  father-in-law. 

WiLHELBONA  camc  homo  to  mingle  her  tears  and  ejaculations  with 
those  of  the  old  lady ;  but  there  was  very  little  of  self-reliance  in  either 
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to  cheer  the  house,  or  to  give  comfort  to  the  desolate,  old  man ;  least 
of  all,  when  they  learned,  by  the  vigoioas  action  of  the  creditors,  that  all 
tokens  of  wealth  would  be  taken  from  them,  and  that  the  staffon  which 
they  had  leaned  so  long  was  broken  hopelessly. 

Dr.  MuDDLETON  seuds  them  a  copy,  prettily  bound  in  green  and  gilt, 
of  his  '  Sermons  in  Affliction.'  But  he  never  reached  their  hearts  with 
his  tongue ;  he  can  hardly  hope  to  do  it  with  his  pen.  The  pew  is  sold, 
with  the  pink  reflections  from  the  chancel-window,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  creditors.  The  house  upon  the  Avenue  is  shortly  to  pass  into 
other  hands. 

The  PiNKERTONs  do  not  make  consolatory  visits ;  but  draw  the  proud 
moral  that  people  should  not  live  beyond  their  means. 

Only  little  Kirrr,  from  far-away  Newtown,  living  in  the  Bodoebs 
house,  oflers  them  a  home  with  her,  if  they  choose.;  and  Mrs.  Flemino 
is  a  sister  once  more  to  Phcebe.  Jemoia  sends  a  pot  of  sweetmeats 
for  uncle  Solomon  ;  and  Biudget,  more  than  ever  —  with  this  view 
before  her  of  the  vanity  of  carriages  and  of .  Avenue  houses  —  is  dis- 
posed to  accept  the  attentions  of  the  opposite  retired  grocer ;  and  to 
content  herself  with  a  humble  and  may  be  useful  life. 


'webe    there    no    songs.' 


BT  JOHK  K.  Rouna. 


'Wbrb  there  no  songs  but  those  I  read 

To  soothe  this  heart  of  mine, 
How  oft  would  sorrow  on  it  feed, 

Its  silent  hopes  decline  I 
But  ah  I  there  is  a  harp  within 

That  Fancy's  wish  obeys ; 
And  often  when  my  days  begin 

It  lifts  its  note  of  praise. 

If  there  is  one  more  sacred  mood 

Than  other  men  can  feel, 
One  wish  by  them  not  understood, 

One  love  they  can't  reveal ; 
If  there  is  aught  that  can  atone 

For  friendships  left  behind, 
It  is  to  hear,  when  left  alone, 

The  Music  of  the  Mind. 

There  is  no  harp  the  feirest  hand 

Has  moved  with  rapture's  art, 
That  can  unite  the  son  and  grand 

Like  this  within  my  heart  I 
I  know  not  how  its  frame  is  made, 

What  keeps  its  strings  in  tone. 
What  hand  has  ever  on  it  played 

Like  Nature's  hand  alone. 
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SUN         AND         EAIN 


BT  H.  OOPPn,  tr.  B.  ABMT. 


The  bttnuDg  heat^  the  melting  heat, 

Pervades  the  air  with  the  spirit  of  glare ; 
Intrudes  in  the  haunts  of  the  river  elve^ 
Into  the  earth  like  a  miner  delves, 

Till  a  parching  thirst  is  everywhere. 
Kg  sound  on  the  land,  no  wave  on  the  sea, 

But  stifling  silence,  and  restless  glow : 
Stupidlj  seeding  the  white  clouds  flee, 

Madly  the  hot  earth  rolleth  below  1 

Ah  1  now  a  soft-moaning  voice  is  heard, 

The  voice  of  the  south- wind  beginning  to  blow ; 
Tet  the  lofty  trees  are  lulled,  not  stirred, 

For  the  words  he  utters  are  soft  and  low: 
The  scarce-formed  waves  just  begin  to  dance. 

Sadly  and  slowly  —  now  scarcely  at  all ; 
Till  one  by  one  wind-legions  advance. 

And  to  rout  and  to  rescue  their  brethren  aU. 

Ho  I  ho  I  the  window  flies  to  with  a  crash, 

And  whirlwinds  of  dust  spin  up  in  mid-air; 
The  waves  that  were  dancing  begin  to  dash, 

And  the  trees  are  groaning  in  tumult  of  fear. 
The  small  white  clouds  grow  as  dark  as  the  night, 

And  bear  in  their  bosom  an  armory  dread ; 
And  the  sun  shrinks  away  from  the  gathering  fight: 

They  must  wage  theu*  battle  without  his  aid. 

Then  my  little  daughter,  with  daps  of  hands, 

Who  has  flown  to  the  threshold  again  and  again, 
Now  at  length  in  her  joy,  very  still  she  stands, 

And  calls  me  to  see  the  big  drops  of  rain: 
Then  we  join  our  hands  and  away  we  run, 

With  naked  heads  on  the  shelterless  pkin, 
And  we  bless  the  God  of  the  burning  sun. 

That  He,  too,  is  the  God  of  the  cooling  rain  t 
Let  it  come  full  fast,  this  glorious  boon ; 

Let  it  soak  our  clothes  till  they  drip  again ; 
Let  it  come  with  the  blast  of  a  trumpet-tone, 

Like  the  sound  that  tells  of  the  shock  of  men. 

See  Nature  is  clappmg  her  thousand  hands, 

And  leaping  in  glee  when  the  lances  are  thrown  ; 
The  Elements  war  with  their  cloudy  bands, 

And  she  drinks  the  blood  of  the  slain  alone  I 
Aye,  the  thirsty  Earth  drinks  deeper  still ; 

Craving  and  drinking,  and  craving  ever. 
The  dust  flies  out  as  the  leaflets  fill, 

And  the  tree-foot  stands  in  a  mimic  river. 
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Oh  I  then  m  the  sympathy  manhood  hath 

With  Naturehciod  in  her  thankful  mood. 
With  gladdened  tree  and  rejoichig  plain  — 

I  laugh  at  the  storm  in  its  gloom  and  wrath: 
And  I  loYe  the  rainl    I  love  the  rain  I 

I  love  the  rain,  when  the  storm  is  past, 
When  the  few  bright  drops  in  tree^^halices  caught 

In  wayward  sprinklings  downward  are  cast^ 
On  the  shining  earth  like  an  afterthought 

And  when  it  is  finished ;  when  wind  and  storm 

Have  rumbled  away  to  the  &bulou8  caves^ 
And  the  sun  rolls  out  with  a  mirror-like  form, 

Giving  life  to  the  verdure  aud  light  to  the  waves ; 
And  to  aromas  of  freshness  g^ves  birth, 

Which  cluster  around  all  living  things ; 
When  all  the  ephemeral  beauties  of  earth 

Fly  out  in  the  glory  of  butterfly-wings, 
Oh  1  then  my  heart  joins  the  joyous  strain, 
And  I  love  the  rain  I    I  love  the  rain  I 


A     DAT     IN     CANTON. 

Sadlt  and  aleeplesBly  had  the  weary  night  passed  at  Acow's  miserable 
hotel ;  or,  as  the  Chinese  themselves  very  appropriately  term  it, '  a  cow- 
house.' The  fierce  hum  of  myriads  of  exasperated  mosquitoes  outside 
of  the  bar,  and  the  noise  of  the  Celestial  watchman,  as  he  remorselessly 
banged  two  large  pieces  of  bamboo  together,  from  time  to  time,  for  the 
double  purpose  of  proving  his  watchfulness  and  warning  all  evil-doers 
to  avoid  his  puissant  presence,  had  sadly  interrupted  the  visits  of  *  Death's 
half-brother.'  The  heat,  too,  was  intense,  and  morning  witnessed  the 
rising  of  as  unrefreshed  a  party  as  oflen  collects  at  the  matin  '  chow- 
chow  '  in  Canton. 

The  question  naturally  arising  at  table  was  as  to  how  we  should  dis- 
pose of  ourselves  during  the  day.  We  had  already  seen  the  foreign 
'  factories ';  the  old  Hongs ;  the  (Urty,  narrow,  and  crowded  streets ;  Ihe 
£Buned  city  wall,  that  Ultima  Thule  of  foreigners ;  and  all  and  several 
of  the  curiosities  of  the  place.  We  had  purchased  silks  at  Washings, 
shawls  at  Wohangs,  China  ware  at  Keucheongs,  and  chess-men  at 
Chougshings.  We  had  gratified  our  curiosity  by  staring  at  the  junks, 
mandarin-boats,  canal-boats,  sampans,  Hong-boats,  fast-boats,  and  flower- 
boats  ;  and  had  duly  wondered  at  the  '  immensity  of  the  river  popula- 
tion.' In  short,  we  had  seen  the  '  lions,'  and  with  our  own  eyes  had 
verified  those  descriptions  which  are  multiphed  usqne  ad  nauseam  by 
ahnost  every  traveller  who  plants  his  foot  in  the  Celestial  empire. 

Fortunately,  during  the  conversation,  some  one  chanced  to  mention 
the  firequency  of  the  executions  at  this  period  in  Canton.  It  seems  that 
the  rapid  progress  of  the  insurgent  Ty-Ting  in  the  north  has  alarmed 
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tlie  authorities  in  the  south  of  China.  The  blood  of  the  twenty-five 
thousand  imperialists  destroyed  by  him  at  Nankin,  has  not  called  unheard 
for  vengeance.  The  flight  of  the  emperor  firom  Pekin  renders  his  adher- 
ents at  Canton  none  the  less  zealous  in  his  cause,  and  accordingly  the 
authorities  have  their  powers  of  perception  so  shaipened,  that  many 
poor  wretches  are  detected  as  rebels  who  never  had  the  slightest  sus- 
picion of  that  important  fact  themselves,  and  are  weekly  decapitated  by 
scores  in  Canton.  It  should  certainly  be  a  source  of  great  consolation 
to  them  that  the  operation  is  performed  by  the  august  mandarins  in  person. 
One  gentleman  told  us  that  he  had  seen  one  hundred  and  sixty-five  placed 
in  a  row,  so  that  each  one  could  distinctly  witness  his  predecessor  s  fate, 
and  all  shortened  by  a  head  at  one  sitting.  At  the  same  time  three  cru- 
cifixions occurred.  Crucifixion  is  the  punishment  for  pirates  and  other 
murderers,  taken  in  flagrante  ddictu  —  the  more  mercifiil  beheading 
being  reserved  for  those  whose  crime  it  is  to  be  suspected.  It  is  per- 
formed in  this  wise  :  the  subject  is  bound  hand  and  foot  upon  a  short 
cross ;  then  the  executioner  scores  him  across  the  face  with  a  sharp 
knife  in  several  places,  castrates  him,  disembowels  him,  and  terminates 
the  operation  and  his  life  at  the  same  time  by  cutting  out  his  heart. 
It  is  said  that  the  Chinese  bear  all  these  -punishments  with  remarkable 
finrtitude,  or,  more  properly,  apathy.  One  viewing  the  mismanagement 
of  the  imperial  government  can  scarcely  be  surprised  at  the  general 
feeling  there  is  in  favor  of  Ty-Ting  throughout  the  empire,  even  by 
those  who  are  afraid  to  declare  themselves  openly  his  friends.  Ha  has 
thus  far  proceeded  very  wisely  in  his  campaigns,  destroying  all  idols 
and  forbidding  smoking,  women,  or  other  in^ammable  materials  in  his 
camp.  The  women  are  left  behind  to  garrison  the  captured  towns,  and 
are  commanded  by  officers  of  their  own  sex.  He  has  also  puisued  a 
policy  toward  the  foreign  residents  in  north-eastern  China  much  more 
conciliatory  than  was  ^at  of  the  imperial  Touti  Loo. 

The  information  concerning  executions  proved  so  interesting  that  four 
of  us  determined  to  visit  the  place  where  human  blood  flowed  so  &eely. 
Accordingly  we  started  off,  entirely  unarmed,  which  we  afterward  had 
reason  to  consider  very  imprudent ;  for,  not  only  is  the  place  located 
amidst  the  outcasts  and  vilest  of  the  vile  Canton  population  ;  but  these 
rascals,  ready  at  any  time  to  murder  a  foreigner,  are  now  rendered 
doubly  exasperated  by  the  news  of  the  dressing  the  imperialist  scoundrels 
received  at  Shanghai,  for  their  improvoked  attack  upon  the  foreign 
residents  there.  We  took  a  Hong  boat  —  one  of  the  ordinary  passenger 
boats  on  the  river  —  which  are  all  very  comfortably  fitted  up  with 
lounges,  Venitian  blinds,  etc.,  and  proceeded  down  stream  for  about  a 
mile.  Smoothly  and  gaily  we  glided  along  through  the  myriad  boats 
that  crowded  ^e  bosom  of  the  living  river.  Many  a  pretty  face 
peered  through  the  jalousies  of  the  gorgeous  '  flower-boats,'  those  splen- 
did dwellings  '  whose  mystery  of  iniquity '  no  white  man  may  pene- 
trate, to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  '  Tauquis '  as  they  floated  by.  And 
many  were  the  handsome  Chinese  bungalows  we  saw,  snugly  embow- 
ered in  leaves,  and  precisely  resembling  those  curious  figures  on  antique 
china  that  so  exercised  our  school-boy  imaginations  concerning  the  hmd 
of  the  Orient.    But  'flower-boats'  and  cottages  passed  away;  and 
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crowding  througli  a  dense  mass  of  dirty  fishing-boats,  we  landed  at  last, 
in  a  most  desolate  and  filthy  part  of  this  desolate  and  filthy  city,  and 
immediately  endeavored  to  secure  a  guide  to  the  Aceldama,  trying  to 
make  our  desires  known  by  sundry  pantomimic  representations  of  de- 
capitation, which  must  have  been  highly  edifying  to  the  spectators. 
Every  one  of  the  ragged  and  pig-tailed  MongoUan  rascals  was  at  first 
exceedingly  shy,  but  the  suggestion  of  a  *  quarter  *  in  futuro,  as  *  Kum- 
shaw '  (equivalent  to  the  Arab  *  Backsheesh,')  excited  a  magic  influence 
at  length  over  one  of  our  boatmen,  who,  with  great  fear  and  trembling, 
volunteered  as  our  escort.  He  took  us  winding  through  many  narrow 
and  filthy  streets,  and  even  made  some  efforts  to  deceive  us  as  to  the 
locality  ;  but  we  detected  him,  and  the  threat  of  retaining  the  *  Kum- 
shaw*  acted  potently  to  preserve  him  in  the  path  of  rectitude.  Still 
he  wavered  somewhat,  and  repeatedly  asked  us  if  we  *  were  not  afraid.' 
Of  course  we  answered  very  brusquely  in  the  negative,  though  we  be- 
gan to  be  puzzled  by  the  fuss  and  mystery  of  his  conduct.  At  length 
our  impatience  began  to  merge  into  ill-humor,  when,  suddenly  turning 
to  the  left,  our  guide  drove  through  a  narrow  alley,  and  following  him, 
we  found  ourselves  in  an  inclosure  of  some  thirty  feet  by  eighty,  sur- 
rounded by  dead  walls,  and  having  no  pavement  but  the  muddy  and 
uneven  soU.  Against  one  wall  leaned  three  crosses,  each  of  perhaps 
seven  feet  in  height,  and  six  in  stretch  of  arms.  Some  blood-gouts 
marked  the  ground,  and  in  a  rude  and  dirty  pen  beside  the  crosses  lay 
a  pile  of  at  least  one  hundred  and  fifty,  probably  many  more,  human 
heads,  in  various  stages  of  decomposition.  Hair  and  pig-tails  enough 
for  three  or  four  hundred  more,  which  had  rotted  away  fix)m  other 
skulls  long  removed,  were  lying  matted  in  one  festering  and  disgusting 
mass.  The  bodies  are  always  removed  for  burial.  There  was  no 
block  —  the  custom  being  to  shear  off  the  head  as  the  victim  leans  for- 
ward in  the  attitude  of  leap-frog,  by  a  downright  blow.  Oftentimes 
these  blows  need  to  be  repeated,  as  was  shown  by  the  mangled  state  of 
some  of  the  necks.  In  other  instances  they  were  cut  clean  through  the 
intervertebral  substance ;  and  in  one  or  two,  the  sword  had  shorn 
through  the  body  of  a  vertebra  itself.  And  this  was  all.  In  this 
place,  where  hundreds  were  monthly  sacrificed,  it  would  be  utterly  im- 
possible for  six  hundred  to  witness  the  spectacle  at  one  time. 

While  we  were  engaged  in  making  these  observations,  a  crowd  of  the 
canaille,  the  *  imsoaped '  of  Canton,  had  begun  to  collect ;  and  before 
we  were  ready  to  depart,  they  blocked  up  our  only  mode  of  exit,  and 
commenced  making  observations  at  the  *  Fauquis,'  in  a  Billingsgate 
Chinese,  doubtless  of  a  highly  disrespectful  character.  "We  suggested 
to  them  by  signs  the  probability  of  their  soon  sharing  the  fate  of  the 
trunkless  heads  beside  us,  if  they  persisted  in  their  misdeeds,  but  our 
pantomime  was  received  with  a  perfect  yell  of  fury.  Affairs  looked 
precarious,  but  there  was  no  retreat ;  therefore  we  advanced.  Happily 
they  opened  at  our  approach,  though  they  closed  immediately  on  om 
rear,  treading  on  our  heels,  jostling  and  cursing  us,  but  offering  no  other 
violence.  To  have  resented  these  indignities  would  have  been  death ; 
BO  we  pocketed  them  and  made  the  best  of  our  way  to  the  boat,  well 
pleased  to  be  once  more  safe  on  the  muddy  waters  of  this  Cboukiang. 
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As  we  rowed  up-stream,  the  proposition  was  made  to  visit  seyeral 
other  places  of  interest  on  the  river,  and  was  immediately  adopted. 
The  first  of  these  was  the  great  Buddhist  Temple  at  Houam,  opposite 
the  foreign  factories  of  Canton.  We  landed  on  a  broad  flight  of  stone 
steps,  and  at  once  entered  the  sacred  grove  —  a  large  inclosure,  with  a 
firm,  hard  soil.  It  is  shaded  by  sundry  magnificent,  broad-spreading 
trees,  and  frequented  by  numerous  dirty,  lounging  priests,  whose  persons 
would  furnish  a  broad  field  for  the  labors  of  an  entomologist.  These 
wear  no  pig-tails,  and  have  vowed  themselves  to  celibacy,  though  the 
use  of  that  is  more  than  questionable,  for  no  woman  would  look  at  the 
miserable  wretches  any  how.  A  bursted  cannon  also  lay  upon  the 
groimd  inside  of  the  inclosure  —  an  expressive  relic  of  the  '  Fauqui ' 
opium-war.  This  temple  is  called  the  greatest  Buddhist  place  of  wor- 
ship in  the  world,  and  it  may  well  be  so,  though  that  at  Singapore  is 
generally  considered  more  beautiful.  The  first  entrance  alone  is  a 
temple  in  itself,  profusely  decorated  on  the  gaudy  roof  with  carved 
figures  of  unheard-of  dragons,  etc.,  and  within  guarded  on  either  hand 
by  three  immense  josses  sittings  at  least  sixteen  feet  high.  They  are 
handsomely  carved  and  gilded ;  have  faces  of  portentous  ferocity ;  are 
garnished  with  eyes  and  noses  in  their  bellies  ;  and  all  appear  in  atti- 
tudes well  calculated  to  exhibit  their  muscular  proportions,  such  as 
strangling  serpents,  hurling  thunderbolts,  etc.  The  next  entrance  was 
of  precisely  the  same  character,  and  equally  furnished  with  giant  josses, 
some  of  whom  were  females.  Then  we  arrived  at  a  joss-house,  closed 
from  all  vulgar  eyes ;  but  even  here  the  invaluable  *  Kumshaw '  ob- 
tained us  entrance.  This  contained  six  of  the  gigantic  josses  on  either 
hand,  and  two  still  larger  directly  in  front,  having  a  sort  of  altar  with 
handsome  lamps,  etc.,  on  it,  placed  before  them.  All  were  profusely 
gilded,  and  all  had  joss-sticks  in  bundles,  or  long  spirals,  ever  burning 
before  them.  Yet  another  large  and  profusely  ornamented  temple,  with 
one  joss  larger  than  any  yet  seen,  in  the  very  centre  of  it.  That 
'  quarter '  and  the  hopes  of  a  present  of  cigars,  procured  us  every  atten- 
tion from  the  shaven  brethren.  They  led  us  into  numerous  retired 
nooks  and  quiet  little  shrines  for  difierent  deities,  in  which  were  col- 
lected numerous  josses  of  various  magnitudes,  and  doubtless  widely 
difierent  estimation,  inasmuch  as  we  observed  a  great  difierence  in  the 
profriseness  with  which  the  increase  of  joss-sticks  was  ofiiered  up  to 
them.  We  saw  the  priests'  *  chow-chow  house,*  where  rude  tables  were 
spread,  sufi^cient  to  accommodate  several  hundred  persons.  We  stood 
on  the  margin,  and  stared  down  into  the  concavity  of  the  immense  iron 
pot,  six  feet  in  diameter,  wherein  is  boiled  the  rice  for  these  two 
himdred  lazy  Buddhists,  who  subsist  partly  on  the  remains  of  an  endow- 
ment, made  *lang  syne,'  by  some  old  king  to  the  'institution,'  and 
partly  on  what  they  can  squeeze  from  the  superstition  of  the  lower 
orders ;  for  the  better  classes  eschew  the  mummeries  of  Buddha,  and 
profess  no  morality  save  the  doctrines  of  Confucius.  These  priests 
drive  quite  a  little  trade  in  expelling  the  *  devil '  from  the  persons  of  the 
sick,  praying  for  large  fortunes  for  the  miserably  poor,  and  other  equally 
usefiil  services.  Among  other  things,  we  saw  the  '  sacred  hogs,'  which 
are  fed  and  pampered  until  they  are  too  fat  to  walk,  and  finally  die  a 
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natural  death  from  repletion.  But  we  missed  seeing  the  oven  in  which 
the  mortal  remains  of  our  sacerdotal  friends  are  duly  burned  for  the 
preservation  of  the  ashes.  However,  we  regretted  it  the  less,  as  it  is 
said  to  be  very  much  like  any  other  oven. 

The  next  of  the  '  lions '  was  Houqua's  house.  This  was  built  by  the 
old  Hong  merchant  of  that  name  —  the  grandest  and  richest  of  those 
grand  old  thirteen  immortals  who,  prior  to  the  English  war,  held,  by 
imperial  edict,  the  monopoly  of  the  entire  foreign  tea-trade  of  China. 
He  was  worth  thirty  millions  of  dollars,  and  having  been  duly  squeezed 
by  his  imperial  Majesty,  and  having  been  allowed  the  honor  of  contri- 
buting from  his  private  funds  several  war-junks  to  the  royal  navy,  was 
graciously  permitted,  on  the  payment  of  a  further  immense  sum,  the 
distinguished  privilege  of  wearing  the  dress  of  a  mandarin  of  the  blue 
button  with  a  peacock's  feather.  He  died  one  day.  But  the  privilege 
of  the  dress,  same  of  the  money,  and  the  paternal  mansion  descended  to 
young  Houqua.  The  residence  stands  directly  on  the  river,  with  nothing 
about  it,  save  its  size,  to  attract  attention.  Like  many  other  Chinese 
houses,  its  front  is  a  dead  wall,  only  broken  by  the  gate  of  entrance. 
When  we  called,  the  master  of  the  house  was  absent,  but  the  servants, 
with  the  utmost  politeness,  exhibited  the  establishment  to  us,  and  seemed 
to  take  pleasure  in  doing  so.  It  was  really  a  magnificent  dweUing  — 
large,  roomy,  and  replete  with  exquisite  carving  and  gilding.  The 
furniture  was  extremely  expensive.  Entire  partitions  were  formed  of 
beautifully-wrought  glass  ;  others  of  exquisite  open  wood-work.  There 
were  four  open  courts,  wherein  flowers  bloomed,  birds  sang,  and  the  re- 
freshing, balmy  air  freely  circulated.  The  tables,  couches,  and  chairs 
were  framed  of  rose-wood,  inclosing  polished  slabs  of  very  valuable 
stone.  Delicate  mosaic  work  abounded.  The  arrangements  for  the 
most  voluptuous  enjoyment  of  opium-smoking  abounded  in  every  room. 
Young  Houqua's  own  portrait  graced  one  apartment.  AU  bespoke  the 
owner  to  be  a  man  of  great  taste  and  immense  wealth,  and  we  left  with 
a  feeling  of  half-envy  toward  the  '  almond-eyed  *  for  his  possessions. 

On  our  return  down  the  river,  we  enjoyed  perhaps  the  most  interest- 
ing sight  of  all,  and  one  not  witnessed,  in  fact,  by  every  foreigner  who 
writes  learnedly  about  the  *  river  population '  of  Canton.  We  were 
pulled  through  the  canals  intersecting  a  large  part  of  the  floating  city. 
Squares  upon  squares  of  boats  were  tibreaded  bv  means  of  these  narrow 
channels,  and  then  other  squares  on  squares  oi  miserable  houses,  built 
on  piles,  and  supporting  teeming  myriads  of  these  most  original  people. 
It  was  doubtless  exceedingly  '  lUce  Venice,*  except  the  gondolas,  palaces, 
houses,  moonlight,  and  people.  Now  and  then,  in  these  narrow  pas- 
sages, a  pretty  mouth  would  wafl  a  sofl  '  chiu-chiu '  to  our  delighted 
ears  ;  but  oftener  far,  the  derisive  laughter  of  ragged  long-tails,  and  the 
shrill  *  Hi-ya,  hi-ya,  Fauqui,*  even  of  the  children,  gave  us  notice  that  it 
was  time  to  leave,  glad  that  we  could  do  so  without  a  literal  *  brick  in 
our  hats.'  The  dexterity  with  which  ^e  Chinese  manage  boats  in  these 
crowded  passages  is  astonishing.  On  our  rotum,  we  yielded  up  the  boat 
to  its  proprietor,  the  celebrated  *  Old  Head,'  whose  age  is  supposed  to  be 
almost  coeval  with  that  of  Canton  itself 
A  lounge  in  the  Hong  Gardens  completed  the  evening.     There  we 


1854.]  Stanzas:  Kitty  Lee.  361 

saw  walking  the  meek  Chinese,  the  '  nobby '  Englishman,  the  busy 
Yankee,  the  noble-looking  Moslem,  and  handsome  Oriental  Jew,  in  his 
flowing  costume.  There,  too,  passed  us  the  Worshippers  of  Fire  —  the 
famous  Ghebirs  —  alas!  how  Httle  resembling  the  brilliant  creations 
of  Moore !  And  long  did  we  sit  and  slap  mosquitoes  as  we  talked  of 
Buddhist  rites,  infanticide,  and  diyers  other  topics  connected  with  the 
Orient. 

'  'T  IS  the  land  of  the  East ;  H  ia  the  laod  of  the  stm ; 
Cui  he  smile  on  sueh  deeds  as  his  children  hare  done  ? ' 

of  which  deeds  perhaps  more  anon.  s.k.#. 


KITTT  LES. 


Week  the  quaint-gabled  house,  like  a  bird  on  its  nest, 

So  looks  'mid  the  trees,  that  jou  deem 
It  has  gathered  its  loyed  to  its  warm,  brooding  breast, 

And  sunk  in  the  twilight  to  dream, 
Then,  with  the  step  of  a  fawn,  and  a  flnsh 

On  her  cheek  like  the  first  sommer-roee, 
Trips  she  down  the  broad  walk,  and  with  deepening  blush, 

StopS)  the  light  garden-gate  to  unclose. 


Past  the  blossoming  orchards  of  apple  and  peach, 

Past  the  rock  where  the  brook  in  its  flow 
Through  the  white,  Bhinlng  pebbles,  comes  dimpling  to  reach 

And  kiss  its  broad  forehead  of  snow; 
Down  the  lane  at  whose  foot  the  wild-cbeny  tree  stands, 

Where  the  stile  is  a  clambering  Tine, 
And  the  pathway  beyond,  through  the  soft  meadow-lands, 

Seems  a  band  of  embroidery  fine ; 


Down  where  she  can  trace,  with  her  smile-lighted  look; 

The  path  that  seems  beckoning,  to  &de 
Till 't  is  lost  to  her  gaze  by  a  turn  of  the  brook, 

Where  the  willows  are  spreading  their  shade. 
Ah  I  we  do  not  believe,  Kittt  Lee,  that  the  call 

Of  the  balmy  south  wind  is  the  spell 
That  has  lured  thee  to  walk  in  the  dim,  dewy  &I1 

Of  the  twilight  in  valley  and  dell 


For  we  see,  as  do  you,  with  a  start  and  a  smile, 

In  the  shadowy  path  falling  fi^e, 
The  firm,  manly  steps  that  are  nearing  the  stile, 

And  we  wist  where  they  '11  pause,  KiVn  Lee  ; 
And  we  know  by  the  womanly  tenderness  true 

That  speaks  in  the  heart's  quickened  beat, 
And  the  eye-lids  half  veiling  the  soft  orbs  of  blue^ 

Krrrr  Lee  comes  a  lover  to  meet 
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THE        SISTER        OF        CHA&ITY. 

Sbe  yon  figure  draped  in  black, 

The  hood  above  her  face ; 
With  down-cast  ejes  she  swiftly  goes 

Through  every  crowded  place. 

The  busy  merchant  steps  aside; 

The  children  cease  to  play ; 
And  kindly  eyes  her  steps  pursue 

Upon  her  silent  way. 

8he  enters  by  a  portal  dim, 

Ascends  a  dreary  stair, 
And  crosses,  with  a  gentle  step, 

The  dormitory  bare. 

A  range  of  narrow  pallet-beds 

Is  close  against  the  wall, 
And  forms  of  weak  and  wasted  men 

Are  lying  on  them  alL 

Tlie  moan  is  hushed  on  every  lip 

When  she  is  lingering  near, 
And  to  the  feeble  voice  is  bent 

Her  unreluctant  ear. 

She  soothes  the  strong  man  in  his  pain, 

And  rests  his  weary  head, 
And  to  the  fevered,  tossing  limbs 

Adjusts  the  narrow  bedL 

She  watches  all  the  weary  night 

Beside  a  lantern  dim, 
Half-murmuring  to  herself  the  while 

The  fragment  of  a  hymn. 

The  gladsome  notes  of  morning-birds 

The  freshness  of  the  air, 
Tempt  not  her  weary  eyo-lids  from 

Their  sad  and  watchful  care. 

She  knows  not  who  the  sick  may  be. 

But  yet  their  pillow  tends ; 
As  seldom  are  the  dying  watched 

Who  die  among  their  friends. 

Although  a  fatal  pestilence 

Infect  the  heavy  air, 
Yet  near  the  lips  o(  fevered  men 

She  breathes  tlio  parting  prayer. 

She  doe«  not  shrink.    Her  simple  faith, 

More  strong  tlian  human  love. 
Sees,  through  the  open  gates  of  death, 

Her  happiness  above.  Sigma. 
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LBTTBR8     FROM     POPLAR-HILL. 


LSTTSB   THB    LAST. 

Poplar 'HUl^  January ^  18— 

Deas  Emilt  :  I  have  just  left  my  father  composed  in  death  !  I  have 
been  up  since  two  o'clock,  and  am  almost  exhausted.  Father  had  not 
been  well  for  days,  although  not  confined  to  his  room.  Last  night  he 
was  stricken  with  paralysis,  and  never  spoke  after.  Mother  was  over- 
whelmed with  grief  and  could  render  no  assistance  ;  so  1  sat  for  hours 
supporting  father's  head  that  he  might  breathe  more  easily.  His  eyes, 
wild  with  agony,  were  constantly  fastened  on  my  face,  and  followed 
me  whenever  1  moved.  It  required  all  my  fortitude  to  maintain  my 
calmness.  At  the  last  he  sufiered  much.  The  funeral  will  take  place 
on  Thursday,  and  I  write  so  that  1  may  send  this  if  there  is  an  oppor- 
tunity.    0  Emily,  that  you  might  be  with  me  now  ! 

Thursday  afternoon.  —  It  is  all  over  now  I  The  last  sleigh-load 
has  passed  down  the  avenue,  the  last  kind  neighbor  departed.  Mother, 
aunt  Eliza,  and  Elfie  axe  alone  down  stairs  ;  Maggie  has  wept  herself 
into  a  deep  slumber,  and  the  darkness  of  the  closing  day  is  stealing 
aroond  me  as  1  write.  My  poor,  dead  father !  Oh !  to  think  he  will 
never  more  be  seen  in  his  accustomed  place,  never  more  delight  in  his 
beautiful  earthly  home ! 

The  link  that  bound  me  to  my  step-mother  is  severed ;  she  is  nothing 
to  me  more.  Ah !  how  soon*  she  convinced  me  of  this  I  On  the 
solemn  stillness  of  that  death-bed  she  did  not  intrude  her  boisterous 
grief :  she  spoke  no  word  of  comfort  to  the  agonized  spirit :  she  gazed 
not  with  loving  sympathy  into  the  eyes  that  had  so  long  beheld  her 
with  protecting  forgiveness.  She  could  not  bear  to  witness  the  death- 
struggle  of  one  she  had  so  cruelly  wronged.  When  it  was  past,  and 
she  gazed  upon  the  features  composed  in  death,  a  bitter  smile,  that  told 
her  heart's  resolve,  lingered  on  her  Hps.  During  the  days  that  elapsed 
before  the  funeral  I  saw  her  but  seldom.  They  told  me  she  was  over- 
come with  grief ;  my  heart  was  touched,  and  I  longed  to  console  her. 
Elfie,  poor  child !  demanded  much  of  my  attention.  Her  nervous  tem- 
perament, wrought  upon  by  her  mother's  injudicious  words,  suffered 
severely.  She  wept  unceasingly  for  hours,  and  when  I  won  her  to 
calmness  she  was  prostrated  with  lassitude.  Though  so  indifferent  to 
me  before,  she  clung  to  me  now,  and  in  leading  her  to  the  Fqcintain  of 
all  consolation  I  was  myself  consoled.  Margaret  bore  the  loss,  mother 
laid,  with  stoical  composure ;  but  to  me,  her  quietness  revealed  a  more 
enduring  grief.  She  was  often  found  in  the  chamber  of  death,  and 
from  the  pale  face  on  which  she  gazed  her  own  borrowed  an  unearthly 
hue.  The  light  in  her  dear,  thoughtful  eyes  tells  me  she  has  looked 
from  time  into  eternity,  and  has  beheld  unutterable  things.  I  feel  that 
GrOD  is  making  himself  manifest  to  her  young  heart. 

One  day,  while  giving  directions  about  the  mourning,  I  was  obliged 
to  consult  noother,  and  went  in  search  of  her.     I  found  her  at  length  in 
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the  closet  where  the  linen  is  kept,  apparently  sorting  and  arranging  it. 
I  did  not  immediately  notice  her  embarrassment,  but  as  I  spoke  my 
eyes  lingered  on  a  name  legibly  written  on  sheets  and  pillow-cases  at 
my  feet.  I  stooped  and  read  *  Henrietta  Whitman,'  my  mother's  name. 
The  blood  mounted  to  my  temples,  and  the  face  before  me  borrowed  its 
hue  from  mine. 

'  These  are  my  mother's,'  I  said,  '  and  therefore  mine ;  what  are  yon 
doing  with  them  ? ' 

*  They  belong  to  Poplai^Hill,'  she  returned,  loftily,  '  and  Poplar-Hili 
belongs  to  me.' 

*  But  this  is  my  mother's  linen,'  I  persisted ;  '  these  nerer  could 
belong  to  you ;  she  brought  them  to  the  house.' 

'  I  am  aware  of  that  fact.  Bertha,  but  they  are  nevertheless  mine 
now  ;  your  father  left  me  every  thing.' 

She  did  not  heed  the  flashing  of  my  eye,  but  went  on  counting  aad 
laying  the  lincR  in  its  old  places. 

He  gave  her  every  thing !  Alas  I  I  socm,  understood  it  too  well. 
Could  I  insist  upon  my  rights  when  my  father  lay  motionless  below ! 
Could  I  rouse  the  demons  of  envious  passion  in  the  home  where  he  had 
so  long  dwelt?  Ah!  no.  I  could  more  willingly  relinquish  every 
earthly  possession  than  that  thy  memory  be  profaned,  0  my  father  ! 

She  was  very  busy  those  few  days.  I  saw  and  felt  that  her  every 
movement  barred  me  more  efiectually  ficom  my  home,  yet  I  had  no 
power  to  resist. 

Old  Mrs.  Ford,  who  had  been  here  all  the  time,  told  every  one  that 
it  was  heart-breaking  to  witness  Mrs.  EUicott's  grief.  She  said  to 
Judge  Howard  in  my  presence  : '  It  seems  as  though  Mis.  EUioott  never 
would  be  resigned.  She  is  reduced  to  a  shadow.  I  never  saw  so 
intense  a  sorrow.' 

I  involuntarily  lifted  my  eyes  to  his  face  ;  he  read  their  quick  intel- 
ligence and  changed  countenance.  I  never  wished  more  earnestly  to 
read  a  human  heart  than  his  at  that  moment.  As  soon  as  mother  saw 
him  she  burst  into  tears.  My  eye  was  on  him  ;  he  felt  its  magnetiBm^ 
and  withdrew  to  a  distant  window  until  she  was  composed.  I  was 
called  away  in  the  midst  of  a  recital  of  her  woes,  and  I  doubt  not  both 
speaker  and  auditor  were  relieved. 

The  days  passed  heavily  to  me.  The  children  were  with  me  almost 
constantly,  but  their  presence  did  not  banish  thought.  Oh !  how  ago- 
nizingly came  the  reflection,  *  You  must  leave  Poplar-Hill ! '  and  now 
that  mandate  almost  crushes  me. 

Had  Agnes  been  here  I  know  we  would  have  gone  immediately  to 
Kilvale.  My  brother-in-law  told  me,  and  indeed  very  kindly,  that  he 
should  expect  to  take  Margaret  and  me  to  New-York  with  him  ;  bat 
this  seems  only  a  temporary  home.  It  is  very  difficult  to  discern  the 
silver  lining  to  this  portentous  cloud.  It  is  a  simple  thing  to  say, '  The 
Lord  will  provide,'  but,  weak  and  sinful  as  we  ^1  ourselvee  to  be,  it 
is  difficult  to  believe  that  God  will  condescend  to  care  for  us. 

I  had  a  very  long  conversation  with  your  father  yesterday.  I  had  been 
miserable  for  days.  The  faint  hope  in  a  new  life  tliat  I  trusted  was 
mine  seemed  shrouded  in  eternal  darkness.    How  dearly  he  pointed 
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out  to  me  the  Day-Spring  from  on  high  ;  and  oh !  "What  oomfcrt  to  mj 
iishliig  heart!  In  the  buriml  services  he  ^rssfod  eamesdr  Ibr  «  aU-^ 
Agftes,  Henry,  Bertha,  Margeoret,  now  motherleBB  and  &tneiie«i  I 

A  diort  letter  came  from  Henry  last  week.  He  had  accepted  a 
clerkship  on  board  an  ocean-steamer,  and  would  sail  ere  the  intelligence 
reached  me.  I  may  not  judge,  yet  I  fear  his  sudden  departure  afiected 
iktfaer  moore  than  he  would  aoknowle^.  When  he  read  the  letter  he 
handed  it  back  to  me,  saying,  *  Poor  boy  I  Tell  him,  Beriha,  to  keep 
his  name  unsullied,  and  it  "vnll  be  more  precious  than  silyer  or  gold  ! 

He  was  thinking,  doubtless,  of  the  scant  patrimony  he  had  to  bestow, 
and  foadiy  flattered  himself  that  an  aristooratio  name  would  oouster- 
balanee  the  deficiency.  I  fear  that  now  Henry  would,  for  our  sake, 
eovet  weahh  abore  every  earthly  good. 

'  I  riudl  make  a  home  for  you  and  Maggie,'  ssems  an  antieipataoii  too 
distMit  to  be  reahzed. 

My  brother  Walter's  sleigh  is  coming  up  the  avenue.  What  om 
have  happened  ?    I  must  run  down.  .  .  . 

Poiglve  that  toat ;  it  was  a  tear  of  thanksgiving  I  My  heart  is  full. 
I  know  not  how  to  vmte.  The  sleigh  {ram  KHvale  brought  me  a 
seto  from  my  biothei>-ia4aW.    It  nut  thus : 

'  Mt  Dbar  Behtha  : 

'  Yon  have  doubtless  thought  me  unconeemed  or  indiffinent  to  your 
welfare ;  but  circumstances  have  caused  me  to  conceal  my  feelings.  I 
knew  it  was  hard,  and  yet  your  position  had  duties  that  might  not  be 
disregarded  without  regrets.  Your  infirm  and  enfeebled  father  was  yet 
to  be  made  less  happy  by  your  absence,  and  he  needed  all  that  you 
could  do  to  shield  and  cherish  his  stricken  spirits. 

'  I  knew  that  in  the  nature  of  things  he  must  soon  pass  away,  and 
you  would  wish,  when  he  was  gone,  to  rest  upon  the  consciousness  of 
having  done  your  duty  to  him  while  he  needed  you.  It  was  a  great 
trial,  a  stem  battle,  to  endure  all  the  annoyances  of  your  situation. 
Now  your  duty  to  him  is  closed,  and  of  course  there  is  an  end  to  your 
present  relations.  Now  you  will  of  necessity  re-cast  your  fortunes  in 
leas  obnoxious  companionship. 

'  My  house  and  heart  are  open  to  you  and  Margaret  as  long  as  you 
need  a  fiiend  to  lean  upon  or  a  home  to  shelter  you.  Perhaps  I  have 
done  wrong  in  not  speaking  of  this  before,  and  your  pale,  resigned  face 
reproaches  me  now.  Forgive  me  ;  I  could  not  endure  its  meek  sup- 
plication. I  will  send  the  sleigh  for  you  early  to-morrow ;  for  I  must 
return  immediately  to  Agnes.     Grood-night,  my  poor  child. 

*  Your  brother,  Walteb.  Ludlow.' 

And  must  I  leave  thee,  dear  home  ?  If  thy  sorrows  were  paramount 
to  thy  joys,  thou  art  none  the  less  beloved.  Six  months  beneath  this 
roof  have  wrought  many  changes  in  my  character.  I  have  lived  years 
in  those  months.  Their  e^ts  might  have  been  fearful  save  fiir  the 
restraining  spirit  of  God. 

I  look  arotmd  me,  and  every  article  of  fbmiture  has  its  association 
wiA  the  past.    Here  my  mother  lived  and  died ;  here  the  sports  of  our 
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infancy  xesounded ;  here  aunt  Mary  has  eometimes  *  entertained  an 

angel  unawares ; '  here  Harold,  and  Henry,  and  my  poor  father ;  bat 

I  cannot  go  on !    If  my  parting  with  ye,  loyed  scenes,  is  not  all  of 
sadness,  it  is  not  all  of  joy. 

N    I    O    H    T  . 

I  am  very  tired,  and  must  only  close  this  sheet.  Maggie  and  I  have 
packed  our  clothes  and  books,  and  given  directions  about  their  remoYsl 
to  Eolyale.  When  I  told  mother  of  our  intention  to  leave  so  soon,  she 
seemed  surprised  but  made  no  remark  whatever.  She  merely  assented 
when  I  told  her  I  desired  to  take  my  mother's  portrait  with  me.  £16e 
came  up  stairs  while  we  were  packing,  and  throwing  her  arms  aromid 
my  neck,  told  me  she  was  so  sorry  to  part  with  me.  Her  words  brought 
tears  of  real  sorrow  from  me  ;  yet,  in  the  midst  of  our  distress,  mother 
sharply  called  Elfie  down  stairs,  and,  half-frightened,  she  brushed 
away  her  tears  and  lefl  me. 

And  now,  with  dear  Poplar-Hill,  I  must  also  bid  you,  loved  Emily, 
farewell !  Yet  not  as  the  first,  to  which  1  expect  not  to  return,  but  wiUi 
an  earnest  hope  of  seeing  and  hearing  from  you  soon  again.  In  the 
quietness  of  Kilvale,  or  in  the  home  of  Agnes  in  New- York,  I  shall 
write  to  you.  And  if,  perchance,  I  may  soon  rest  my  head  on  yonr 
bosom,  and  read  in  your  loving  eyes  the  sympathy  that  has  so  often 
been  mine,  none  will  be  more  blest  than  Bssisa  Sluooit. 


TO  HY  SOUL 


Why  art  tboa  vexed,  my  soul, 
With  ceaseless  lust  of  fame? 

Nor  honor,  nor  the  pride 
Of  an  undying  name, 

Nor  wealth,  nor  loud  acclaim, 
Should  be  thy  aim. 


Look  on  the  church-yard,  and 
Among  the  nameless  dead 

Behold  the  monument 
Above  the  great  man's  head, 

His  epitaph  unread 
And  praise  unsaid 


Better  the'simple  mound, 

With  grasses  wild  overgrown, 
Than  sculptured  bust,  or  urn 

Of  monumental  stone, 
If  to  thy  God  alone 

Thy  worth  was  known.  Swma. 
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TX1CPLX     07     WAR:      TSUPLB       07     PVACB. 


HabkI  to  the  shout  that  wakes  the  Eastern  world! 

The  flag  of  battle  is  again  onforied  I 

From  Albion's  snow-white  difl^  from  GhUlia*a  plain, 

See  steel-clad  warriors  pressing  o'er  the  main ; 

From  gallant  navies  floating,  see  advance 

St  Gbobgb's  standard  and  the  flag  of  France. 

Foemen  for  ages,  now  as  fKends  thej  fight, 

Their  mutual  war-ciy,  *  God  defend  the  right  I ' 

Hark  1  how  with  startling  clang  and  horrid  jar, 

All  rusted  o'er  by  peace,  the  iron  bar 

That  closed  the  gates  of  Janus,  ftUs  to  earth. 

From  its  wide  portals  opened  hasten  forth 

The  turbaned  Moslem,  and  a  host  of  spears 

From  Danube's  bank,  and  giant  cuirassiers, 

Mounted  on  coal-black  steeds  of  Norman  blood, 

Champing  the  bit  impatient    Now  the  road  : 

Shakes  'neath  the  wheels  of  a  long  rumbling  train 

From  Strasbourg's  arsenal    A  martial  strain 

Comes  floating  on  the  breeze ;  then  hasten  on 

A  host  of  beanled  Cossacks  of  the  Don ; 

*GoD  and  our  Church  I '  their  watchword.    Next  appear 

The  unarmed  millions,  betwixt  hope  and  fear, 

Straining  their  fetters,  burning  to  be  free^ 

And  to  revenge  long  years  of  tyranny. 

But  all  in  vain  the  eye  essays  to  scan 

The  countless  throng,  though  foremost  in  the  van, 

And  mingling  here  and  there  along  the  line, 

The  Crescent  and  the  Cross  their  folds  entwine 

In  loving  union.    Wondrous  sight  to  see, 

Christian  and  Turk  arrayed  in  harmony 

Against  a  Christian  foe,  whose  hated  thrall 

Is  fraught  with  equal  danger  to  them  all  I 

The  vision  changes,  and  with  glad  surprise. 
Another  picture  greets  our  wond'ring  eyes; 
Another  temple's  gates  are  oped  to-day, 
And  to  its  portals  flock  a  long  array 
Of  peaoeflil  warriors,  struggling  to  be  flrst 
In  every  art  and  science.    They  have  nursed 
Full  many  an  infant  thought,  till  it  has  grown 
A  thing  of  good  to  all ;  men  who  have  known 
What 't  was  to  flght  and  win  —  a  noble  band, 
From  distant  climes  and  our  dear  natiye  land. 
Through  the  long  galleries  and  aisles  we  scan 
The  inventive  power  and  master-mind  of  man ; 
List  to  the  busy  spindles'  ceaseless  hum, 
Singing  a  song  of  peace !    The  gorgeous  loom 
Suspends  on  every  side  with  lavish  hand 
The  trophies  of  a  battle  far  more  grand 
Than  victory  ever  smiled  on.    Here  we  find 
The  bloodless  conquests  of  the  immortal  mind; 
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The  embodied  toil  of  thoTuands  here  we  view, 

Showing  what  heads  can  plan  and  hands  can  do. 

Each  art  has  lent  its  proudest  works  to  grace 

jlnd  scatters  gems  of  beauty  o'er  the  pl»» : 

The  fields,  the  woods,  the  flocks,  the  sea^  the  mine 

Their  varied  gifts  bestow,  and  all  combine 

To  please  and  to  instruct    Raise  high  the  strati. 

And  let  the  dome  reecho  back  again 

Our  song  of  triumph  for  the  struggle  past, 

for  trii^  o'er,  succefis  achieved  at  last ! 


FRENCH-AMERICA. 

Adolphe  St.  Julien  was  a  doBcendant  of  one  of  those  numeroiu 
French  families  who  fled  from  France  during  the  Bevolution,  to  America. 
These  people,  who  assume  to  be  citizens  of  the  world,  have  lived  for 
generations  in  the  United  States  without  ever  becoming  a  particle  more 
American.  You  might  pulverize  them  in  a  mortar  with  the  dust  of 
America ;  you  might  re-create  them  out  of  that  dust,  and  they  would 
be  Frenchmen.  Belonging  originally  to  a  nation  which  pretends  to 
teach  the  world,  they  have  been  unalde  to  learn  the  habits  of  the  new 
people  among  whom  they  live. 

It  was  neoessary  that  Adolj^e  St.  Julien  should  hav€  a  profesdon. 
He  was  sent  from  his  father's  plantation  in  Louisiana  to  study  medicine 
in  the  city  of  New-York.  He  received  from  his  parents  at  home  the 
most  beautiful  letters,  worthy  of  Milord  Chesterfield,  or  Madame  de 
Sevign6,  who  would  have  detected  in  them  many  passages  of  their  own. 
He  responded  to  these  epistles  with  a  dutifrd  regularity ;  and  in  return 
for  his  father's  noble  counsels  and  his  mother's  agreeable  descriptions  of 
society,  he  inclosed  to  their  direction  the  most  beautiful  flial  sentiments 
he  could  find  in  his  library,  and  sometimes  a  draft  at  sight. 

It  was  the  continual  sight  of  these  drafts  which  reminded  his  parents 
to  pay  a  visit  to  the  city  of  New- York,  wher^  they  might  once  more 
behold  their  son,  and  renew  many  pleasant  acquaintances  among  their 
circle  of  Northern  friends,  with  whom  Adolphe  was  already  endeavor 
ing  to  become  intimate. 

It  was  the  night  before  Ms  parents'  expected  arrival  in  New-York 
that  Adolphe  sat  among  a  joyous  party  of  Northern  acquaintances,  all 
students  of  medicine  like  himself.  They  had  a  little  supper  of  tsp^ea 
and  whiskey-punch,  which  Adolphe  had  now  begun  to  taste  widiout 
finding  that  it  brought  the  tears  mto  his  eyes. 

They  spoke  of  '  Woman,  dear  woman  I '  and  those  Yankees,  usually 
so  impassive,  struck  their  hands  on  the  taUe  and  broke  their  glasses 
together  at  the  word. 

They  spoke  of  young  girls  of  good  family  to  whom  they  had  breathed 
iighs ;  to  whom  they  had  written  verses ;  for  whom  they  had  under- 
gone a  thousand  toils,  with  the  hope  of  engaging  them  at  last  in  mar- 
riage. 
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'As  for  me,'  said  Adolphe,  *  I  haye  been  spaied  all  the  labor  of  which 
you  speak.  My  afiections  were  disposed  of  by  my  parents  befere  I  was 
bom,  and  my  little  Julie,  who  is  doubtless  growing  up  in  my  absence, 
will  meet  me  at  the  altar  on  the  day  fixed,  and  I  shall  have  nothing  to 
do  but  make  the  responses  to  the  priest.' 

*  I  have  heard  of  that  French  plan,'  growled  Harry  Bell,  one  of  the 
students ;  <  I  have  heard  how  French  women  are  espoused  to  their  future 
husbands  in  the  nursery,  and  are  obliged  when  they  marry  to  consult 
their  parents'  heads  instead  of  their  own  hearts.  It  is  a  plan  fit  for 
Turks,  not  Americans.    It  ought  to  be  forbidden  by  law.' 

'  It  ith  comfortable  for  the  man,'  lisped  young  Anstice,  another  stu- 
dent, *  but  lookth  very  like  thelling  a  woman  to  a  huthband,  ath  you 
thell  niggerth.' 

Adolphe  thought  of  Edith  Van  Dam,  the  beautiful  New-Yorker  with 
whom  he  had  lately  danced  at  seyeral  parties  ;  who  had  once  permitted 
him  to  walk  with  her  in  Broadway ;  who  had  twice  addressed  to  him  a 
remark,  of  her  own  accord  ;  who  had  treated  him,  in  short,  with  as 
much  liberty  as  if  she  had  been  already  a  married  woman.  He  felt 
that  he  had  not  repelled  these  advances ;  that  his  heart,  notwithstand- 
ing the  boldness  of  her  attack,  had  not  remained  insensible  to  her 
charms ;  that,  in  short,  he  had  abandoned  to  her  his  heart.  He  drank 
up  his  whiskey-punch  in  silence,  and  resolved  to  confide  in  his  parents 
the  sentiments  which  he  could  no  longer  conceal  from  himself.  It  is 
true  that,  though  the  parents  of  Julie  St.  Clair  were  bom  in  America, 
as  well  as  the  parents  of  Adolphe,  still  Julie  had  been  espoused  during 
her  infimcy  to  Adolphe,  and  the  marriage  would  infallibly  take  place. 
'  We  have  made  an  excellent  match  for  our  daughter,'  said  her  parents. 
'  The  happiness  of  our  son  is  assured,'  said  the  parents  of  Adolphe. 
Is  it  not  obvious  that  these  citizens  of  America  are  still  very  French  ? 

It  happened  that  the  day  after  the  arrival  of  Adolphe's  parents  at 
New-York  was  a  day  of  religious  observance  with  Monsieur  St.  Julien  ; 
for  it  was  the  anniversary  of  his  grand-mother's  death.  On  that  day 
it  was  his  habit  to  dress  with  expressive  solemnity,  in  colors  more  sad 
than  those  which  he  was  accustomed  to  wear.  On  that  day  he  spoke 
seldom ;  his  voice  was  only  heard  in  husky  tones  ;  he  often  leaned  his 
head  upon  his  hand,  and  at  times  gave  a  sudden  start  expressive  of  tra- 
gical alSiction. 

The  family  on  that  day  always  addressed  him  with  peculiar  solici- 
tude and  deference,  having  a  respect  for  the  perennial  grief,  which 
exhibited  itself  most  remarkably  whenever  he  happened  at  this  time  of 
the  year  to  be  in  New-York ;  for  it  was  at  Greenwood  Cemetery  that 
the  venerable  lady  had  reposed  for  many  years,  beneath  a  costly  mau- 
soleum composed  of  fiower-pots,  gilded  iron- work,  and  angels  of  plaster- 
of-Paris.  To  this  cemetery  the  family  rode  out  together  at  noon-day. 
They  strewed  the  grave  of  their  grand-mother  with  artificial  flowers ; 
Monsieur  and  Madame  St.  Julien  mingled  their  tears ;  Adolphe  rushed 
alternately  into  the  arms  of  his  father  and  mother  ;  they  walked  pen- 
sively from  the  spot,  hand  in  hand,  and  partook  of  a  light  repast  in  the 
carriage  outside  of  the  gates. 
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Is  it  not  obvious  that  these  Americans  still  continue  to  be  yery 
French  ? 

Adolphe  thought  the  occasion  fayorable,  when  the  heart  of  his  father 
-was  softened  by  grief.     He  entered  the  library  trembling. 

*  My  father/  he  said,  with  a  charming  hesitation,  '  I  come  on  this  day 
to  intrust  you  with  a  confidence.  It  is  respecting  a  young  peison  in 
whom  I  begin  to  find  my  heart  profoundly  interested.* 

'Aha ! '  interposed  his  father,  with  a  gay  smile,  tapping  him  on  the 
shoulder,  '  this  confidence  is  touching.  Well,  well,  youth  must  hare 
its  follies !  It  is  money,  doubtless,  that  you  wish.  I  know  that  the 
heart,  in  youth,  is,  sometimes  expensive.' 

'  My  father,  you  mistake,'  exclaimed  Adolphe,  with  an  ingenuous 
blush.  *  The  person  in  whom  I  am  interested  is  a  young  orphan  miss, 
belonging  to  one  of  the  first  families  here,  whose  name  is  Van  Dam, 
and  to  whom  I  desire,  with  your  consent,  to  propose  marriage.' 

Monsieur  St.  Julien  placed  his  hands  behind  his  back,  raising  his 
shoulders  and  elevating  his  face  with  a  sardonic  expression  which  he 
had  copied  firom  the  busts  of  Voltaire, 

'  It  strikes  me,  Adolphe,'  he  observed,  in  a  hanh  voice,  *  that  your 
memory  is  impaired  by  the  climate  of  the  North.  It  is  able  to  retain 
the  horrible  name  which  you  have  just  pronounced  ;  it  allows  to  escape 
the  fact  that  your  affections  are  already  disposed  of 

'  It  strikes  me,  my  father,'  replied  Adolphe,  clasping  his  hands,  *  that 
the  happiness  of  my  life  is  concerned  in  this  proposal.' 

Monsieur  St.  Julien  started,  lifted  his  eyes  to  heaven,  and  grasped 
the  back  of  his  neck  with  one  hand,  as  if  he  was  desirous  pf  raismg 
himself  from  the  ground  by  that  part  of  his  body,  at  the  same  time 
exclaiming,  *  My  son,  would  you  make  miserable  the  old  age  of  your 
father?' 

'  My  father,  would  you  make  miserable  the  youth  of  your  son  ? ' 
ejaculated  Adolphe,  falling  on  his  knees  with  a  beautiful  appreciation 
of  dramatic  efiect. 

'Adolphe,'  resumed  his  parent,  addressing  him  in  a  heart-bioken  voice, 
'  do  not  call  down  on  your  head  the  malediction  of  a  father,  the  tean 
of  a  mother,  the  sorrowful  frown  of  that  sainted  one  whose  death  we 
this  day  commemorate.  Go,  my  son,'  covering  his  face  with  one  hand 
and  waving  the  other  in  the  air,  '  Go,  Adolphe  I  at  least  this  day  respect 
your  father's  grief  I '  and  he  buried  his  head  in  his  handkerchief  mitil 
Adolphe  had  stolen  on  tip-toe  out  of  the  room.  When  this  was  accom- 
plished the  good  father  took  his  hat  and  went  out  of  the  house,  hum- 
ming an  opera  air,  and  smiling  to  himself  as  he  went.  What  by- 
stander, during  the  scene  which  has  just  passed,  would  imagine  that 
Adolphe  and  his  father  were  Americans  ? 

Monsieur  St.  Julien  went  to  seek  his  old  friend  Devoe.  They  had 
been  companions  in  youth  ;  they  had  been  all  their  lives  like  brothera ; 
for  neither  of  them  had  ever  imagined  to  ask  a  favor  of  the  other  in 
their  lives.  *  Ha !  comrade  ! '  exclaimed  Devoe,  raising  his  hand  in  a 
military  salute  and  assuming  his  favorite  character  of  soldier  of  the 
empire.     Bom  of  French  parents  in  New-York,  he  had  never  travelled 
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bom  the  city  farther  than  Hohoken.  Yet  the  poor  Teteran  paced  the 
Battery  during  the  sunny  afternoons  wrapped  in  his  military  cloak ;  and, 
after  breakfasting  on  snuff  and  dining  on  bouilli,  used  to  recount  his 
campaigns  at  night  over  a  glass  of  sugar  and  water. 

'  Old  friend  Auguste/  said  Monsieur  St.  Julien, '  you  look  so  young 
it  encourages  me  to  speak  of  the  affairs  of  youth.  My  poor  boy,  Adolphe, 
has  conceived  a  violent  attachment  here  to  a  young  girl  whose  name 
continually  escapes  me,  Ah !  it  is  a  Miss  Dam,  the  daughter,  you 
remember,  of  an  old  friend  of  yours.  I  come  to  ask  what  we  might 
probably  count  on  in  the  way  of  dowry.  You  have  been  concerned 
with  the  estate.' 

Auguste  had  indeed  been  concerned  with  the  estate  of  the  departed 
Mr.  Van  Dam,  having  received  a  charitable  legacy  firom  that  gentleman, 
whose  daughter  he  had  formerly  taught  French. 

HIb  answer  was  enthusiastic  ;  his  knowledge  of  the  property  accu- 
rate.    The  old  friends  parted  with  mutual  satis&ction. 

'  I  have  twisted  your  carabine  for  you,  comrade,'  said  Auguste,  look- 
ing after  his  bosom  friend  with  the  smile  of  an  asflasHin  ;  '  you  wiH  not 
hit  the  golden  mark  at  which  you  aim.' 

It  seems  that  Auguste  also,  though  a  native-bom  New-Yorker,  was, 
at  least  in  hb  ideas  of  firiendship,  very  French. 

'Adolphe,'  said  his  father  that  evening,  patting  him  on  the  head  with 
an  air  of  noble  benevolence,  *  I  have  thought  over  your  confidence 
respecting  a  certain  young  lady ;  I  have  said  to  myself,  We  should 
listen  to  the  heart  of  youth  as  well  as  to  the  counsels  of  old  age.  We 
should  sacrifice  the  feelings  of  a  father  to  the  happiness  of  a  son.  Let 
me  not,  then,  control  your  afiections.  Do  you  yourself  make  her  the 
proposal  of  which  you  speak  ;  for  it  is  the  custom  here  in  affairs  of  the 
heart  to  act  in  person.  Adolphe,  receive  my  blessing  I '  Adolphe 
threw  his  arms  about  his  father's  neck.  Tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of 
both. 

Madame  St.  Julien  smiled  on  them  both  like  an  angel,  though  she 
had  at  the  time  her  own  secret  grief ;  having  just  received  private 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  the  only  man  she  had  ever  loved. 

'  Miss  Yan  Dam,'  whispered  Adolphe  in  the  pauses  of  the  dance,  in 
which  they  were  again  partners,  '  I  wish  to  speak  of  a  proposal  which 
interests  me  in  the  bottom  of  my  heart.' 

The  beautiful  blonde,  after  smiling  at  one  firiend  and  nodding  to 
another,  turned  her  great  blue  eyes  on  him,  saying, '  Well,  Sir,  what  do 
you  propose  ? ' 

'  You  have  several  times  done  me  the  honor  to  accept  my  hand  in  the 
dance,'  said  Adolphe,  bowing,  and  placing  the  hand  in  question  on  his 
heart. 

'Well,  Sir,  what  then?' 

'  You  have  also  done  me  the  honor  to  walk  vrith  me  in  the  street ; 
and  sometimes,  of  your  own  accord,  to  address  me  a  remark.' 

*  It  is  all  very  true  ;  but  please  make  haste  to  the  conclusion.' 

*  I  am  not  insensible  to  all  these  things.  I  have  understood  from 
them  that  you  will  not  be  insensible  to  the  afiection  which  I  now 
declare.     I  abandon  to  you  my  heart.     I  propose  to  you  marriage ! ' 
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The  blonde  aaramed  aa  air  of  the  most  pofound  surprise. 

'Are  you  in  earnest,  Mr.  Julient*  she  aud  at  length,  while  her  cheek 
colored  and  her  eyes  epaikled. 

Adolphe  began  to  gesticulate. 

'  Bestrain  yourself,  you  will  be  observed/  exclaimed  the  young  lady, 
much  alarmed.  'Am  I  to  understand  that,  because  I  have  treated  you 
with  common  civilily,  you  suppose  I  wish  you  to  make  a  declaration  of 
love?' 

'  I  am  not  l^lind,*  retorted  Adolphe,  piqued  by  her  rude  Northern 

'  Do  you  not  see  that  I  treat  eyery  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance 
exactly  as  I  treat  you  ? '  resumed  the  other. 

Adolphe,  Ynih  increasing  pique,  ejqplained  that  no  lady  of  his 
acquaintance  at  home  would  treat  him  with  such  freedom,  unless, 
indeed,  it  was  a  woman  already  married,  or  a  young  girl  infatuated 
with  love. 

'  Have  you  not  learned,'  said  Miss  Van  Dam,  raising  herself  to  her 
full  height,  *  that  freedom — innocent  &eedom — is  the  birth-right  of 
every  American  girl.' 

'  I  do  not  comprehend,'  murmured  Adolphe. 

'  It  is  time  you  should  comprehend,'  answered  the  young  lady,  scorn- 
fully. '  I  could  pardon  the  French  arrogance  which  led  you  to  miscon- 
strue my  actions,  if  it  had  proceeded  from  any  other  cause  than  your 
obstinate  French  ignorance  of  the  country  of  which  you  are  a  citizen. 
I  cannot  pardon  wQlful  stupidity.' 

80  saying,  with  a  haughty  bow,  she  expressed  a  wish  that  he  should 
conuder  their  acquaintance  at  an  end. 

'  Let  us  console  ourselves,'  remarked  Monsieur  St  Julien  to  his  son.' 
My  old  friend  Auguste,  who  bears  me  a  grudge,  deceived  me  about 
the  dowry.     We  have  that  dear  little  Julie  in  reeerve  after  all.' 

'  My  dear  father,'  observed  Adolphe  some  years  afterward,  on  the 
morning  of  his  marriage  with  the  little  Julie,  *  my  dear  father,  I  am 
convinced  that  in  these  afiairs  it  is  better  to  consult  an  old  head  than  a 
young  heart.  I  thank  you  for  permitting  me  to  make  that  experi- 
ment in  bve,  a  VAmerUxdne,  at  the  North  which  hajs  produced  this 
oonviotion.' 

'  Would  that  I  had  been  allowed  a  «milar  experiment  I '  sighed  the 
little  Julie  to  heiself  between  the  responses  of  the  marriage  ceremony. 
'  Perhaps  it  would  have  produced  a  similar  conviction.' 

It  was  this  same  Adolphe  who  was  found  some  time  after  his  mar- 
riage, by  an  intimate  friend  of  the  family,  expiring  in  his  library,  with 
a  bowie-knife  planted  in  the  centre  cS  his  back. 

It  is  well  known  at  the  South  that  the  French  Creoles  have  a 
taste  for  eccentric  modes  of  committing  suicide,  so  that  no  su^icion 
zested  on  this  intimate  fnend,  to  whom  the  bowie-knife  belonged,  and 
whom  the  little  Julie  afterward  married.  He  had  become  dear  to  her, 
she  said,  from  his  association  in  her  mind  with  the  last  moments  of 
her  departed  husband. 

It  was  a  French  end  to  a  French  existence,  which  no  American  can 
comprehend.  x.  w. 
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IT       IS       ALMOST       HOENING. 


BT    h.   J.    BAVBS. 


WATCHiiro  lone  one  etonny  night, 

O'er  a  danghter^s  pillow, 
While  the  bark  in  wild  affiigbt 

Leaped  the  bounding  biUow, 
And  Uie  gale  moaned  wide  and  wild, 

With  a  voice  of  warning, 
Thus  a  mother  soothed  her  child : 

'It  is  ahoost  morning i ' 


Ah  1  how  oft  the  weary  heart, 

Bowed  in  ntter  sorrow, 
Long  hath  watched  the  hours  depart^ 

Waiting  for  the  morrow  I 
And,  when  hope  hath  almost  fled, 

Hailed  the  welcome  warning : 
*  Lift  once  more  the  bended  head, 

It  is  almost  morning  1 ' 


Often  hath  the  erring  soul 

Throuffh  the  mid-night  dreary, 
Prayed  for  feith  to  mcie  it  whole. 

Waiting,  worn  and  weary ; 
Watohhig,  longing  for  the  day, 

And  the  joyous  warning : 
'  ^£  hath  wiped  thy  sins  away. 

It  is  almost  morning  1 ' 


Patriot,  for  thy  native  land 
Though  thy  heart  be  bleeding ; 

Save,  beneath  a  tyrant's  hand 
Yaiidy  interceding'. 

Dark  although  the  night  may  be, 
Not  a^tar  adorning, 

Lo  I  the  day-light  gilds  the  seal 
'It  is  abnost  mombg  1 ' 


To  thy  unaccustomed  feet 
Though  the  way  be  weaiy ; 

Though  thy  brow  the  storms  may  beat, 
Life  seem  void  and  dreary ; 

Moon  nor  star  make  glad  the  sides 
With  its  solemn  warning; 

Look  aloft  with  Faith's  dear  eyes ; 
*  It  is  idmost  moniing  r 
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From  the  unforg^ven  sin 
That  hath  bowed  thy  spirit ; 

From  the  evil  thoughts  within 
That  we  all  inherit ; 

From  the  wronf?  so  hard  to  bear ; 
From  the  cold  world's  scorning ; 

From  the  midnight  of  despair; 
'  It  is  almost  morning  1 ' 


Dark  although  the  night  may  be^ 

Mad  the  billows  hoary, 
Morning  walks  along  the  sea, 
Morning,  light,  and  glory  I 
Breaks  for  thee  the  night  of  life : 

List,  a  doable  warning: 
From  all  earthly  care  and  strife^ 
*  It  is  almost  morning  I ' 
GranA-Rapidt,  {Mich^)  Aug.  T,  18M. 


MEMORIES 


HvxBBB  oira. 


I  AM  of  no  particular  age,  but  have  lived  long  enough  to  see  wicked- 
ness and  vice  preyail,  while  youth  and  loveliness  have  been  cut  down. 
I  have  seen  men  toil  physically  by  day  and  mentally  by  night,  to  obtain 
wealth,  and  at  last  lie  down  occupying  no  more  ground  and  taking  no 
more  with  them  than  the  beggar  who  fed  at  their  gates. 

Pleasant  memories  have  I  too  of  the  young  and  the  good,  the  youth, 
the  maiden,  and  the  little  child.  These  thii^  have  frequently,  at  die 
time  of  their  occurrence,  been  scribbled  off  and  thrown  loosely  into  the 
drawer  of  my  escritoire.  If  I  attempt  a  selection,  the  probability  is 
that  I  shall  become  tired  and  throw  up  my  task  with  disgust ;  so  I  shall 
take  the  first  that  comes  to  hand  :  it  is  called 

C(e  JBotfttTleff  fSftls. 

'  Oh  I  thouffh  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 

All  my  feiiTS  are  laid  aside, 
If  I  but  remember  only 
Sach  as  these  haye  ured  and  died  I  *  LovorxLLOw. 

I  WAS  beginning  to  feel  sadly  the  fatigue  of  a  long  ride  on  a  hot  July 
day,  when  we  stopped  at  one  of  the  stations,  and  a  small  party  got  into 
our  car.  This  attracted  little  or  no  attention  at  ^e  time ;  but  after 
riding  again  a  few  miles,  I  could  not  but  notice  a  man  nursing  a  very 
young  infant,  and  as  the  child  appeared  either  sick  or  fretful,  the  young 
man  was  obliged  to  resort  to  yarions  expedients  to  render  it  quiet. 
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Among  otheTB  he  walked  many  times  up  and  down  the  car,  and  this,  as 
may  bs  imagined,  was  attended  with  no  little  difficulty,  for  the  road 
over  which  we  travelled  was  an  old  and  rough  one.  Ever  and  anon, 
as  the  cars  jostled,  the  nurse  was  obliged  to  catch  suddenly,  first  on  one 
side  and  then  on  ihe  other,  to  preserve  his  balance. 

The  oddity  of  the  thing,  with  the  outre  drees  of  the  child,  excited  my 
risible  faculties  in  no  small  degree,  and  while  my  fellow-traveUers 
were,  with  few  exceptions,  dozing  over  their  books,  I  was  racking  my 
brain  to  conjecture  the  probable  history  of  the  man  and  his  infant. 
At  this  juncture  of  afiairs  the  man  stopped  at  his  seat,  and  put  on  his 
hat,  wluch  was  enveloped  in  a  laige  piece  of  fresh  black  crape  ;  and  I 
now  observed,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  wore  a  full  suit  of  coarse  but 
yery  deep  mourning.  A  homely  attempt  too  had  been  made  in  the 
dress  of  the  child.  Its  little  bonnet,  the  r^  mnant  of  a  much  larger  one, 
had  been  trimmed  with  a  narrow  black  ribbon,  and  the  sleeves  of  its 
red  frock  were  also  tied  vnih  black.  A  light  now  broke  upon  me,  and 
I  knew  the  whole  history,  as  if  it  had  been  vmtten  on  the  page  before 
me.  This  man  had  lost  the  wife  of  his  youth,  and  he  was  carrying  his 
first-bom,  now  a  motherless  babe,  to  some  of  its  relatives,  where  it  could 
be  reared  in  a  miore  fitting  manner  than  by  himself  alone. 

As  may  be  imagined,  I  felt  no  longer  any  inclination  to  laugh,  but 
upon  a  jolt  happening  just  as  the  father  was  passing  my  seat,  I  invited 
him  to  share  it  with.  me.  This  he  did,  and  I  then  observed  that  the 
babe  inherited  the  black  eyes  and  raven  hair  of  its  father,  while  its 
complexion  was  delicately  fair.  This  I  noticed  to  my  neighbor  as  a 
singularity.  With  a  sigh  he  answered,  *  Yes,  her  mother  was  always  as 
fair  as  this  child  is  now.'  I  felt  sorry  for  having,  though  unintention- 
ally, given  pain,  and  busied  myself  in  amusing  the  little  beauty,  for 
beautiful  she  certainly  was,  although  so  young. 

Our  route  lay  together  for  several  days,  and  my  new  acquaintance 
and  I  became  quite  sociable.  I  found  bun  to  be  a  very  plain  but  prac- 
tically intelligent  farmer,  from  the  far  West,  of  the  name  of  Mercer. 
Just  before  parting,  1  happened  to  say  to  Mr.  Mercer  that  it  was  '  a 
shame  that  he  had  not  yet  given  his  daughter  a  name.*  At  that  instant 
the  child  clutched  at  a  rose  which  I  held  in  my  hand,  and  Mr.  Mercer 
laughingly  said,  *  There  now,  you  have  named  her,  and  she  shall  be 
called  Rose.'  So  the  name  was  agreed  upon ;  and  at  parting,  I  put  a 
little  purse  in  her  hand,  saying,  '  Here,  Bose,  is  the  wherewithal  to 
boy  your  christening-fnx^,  tor  I  must  also  be  considered  your  god- 
father.' 

So  we  parted  ;  they  continued  their  journey  in  a  little  cramped  canal- 
boat,  and  I  in  one  of  our  comfortable  steamers,  to  visit  far-ofi*  lands,  to 
which  I  had  oflen  in  my  dreams  started,  but  had  awoke  to  find  it  a 
dream.  Now,  on  the  first  evening  of  leaving  my  native  land,  I  retired 
to  my  state-room  as  others  did,  and  tried  to  deep  ;  but  now  that  I  was 
actually  started,  I  felt  fevered  and  excited,  longing  for  rest  to  still  the 
nervous  workings  of  my  brain  and  unquiet  beating  of  my  heart,  but 
afiraid  to  sleep,  dreading  that,  like  so  many  other  times  before,  I  should 
awake  and  find  it  a  dream.  I  looked  at  my  baggage  ;  there  it  lay,  but 
it  was  the  same  that  had  so  many  times  before  accompanied  me  through 
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cmr  o-wn  States.  I  had  recaarse  to  various  soiifvenirs  du  ccsur  presented 
by  friends  at  parting.  I  opened  a  paper,  and  held  between  me  and  the 
light  a  long  ringlet  of  fair  hair,  cut  finom  the  brow  of  my  beautiful 
sister,  my  only  relative  on  earth.  While  I  looked  I  mvr  a  pair  of 
heavenly  blue  eyes  beside  the  ringlet,  and  the  farewell  tears  streaming 
from  those  eyes  were  hidden  in  the  arms  of  her  husband,  to  whom  I 
had  given  her  a  few  short  months  before.  That  vision  had  the  efiect 
of  bringing  me  to  my  senses,  for  I  felt  that  my  heart  had  a  tie  to  my 
country  stronger  even  than  mere  patriotism. 

For  months  and  even  years  I  roamed  in  strange  lands,  and  revelled 
among  the  grandest  works  of  the  Old  Masters.  I  feasted  my  eyes  in  the 
halls  of  science  and  art  till  the  spirit  was  weary,  and  then  I  thie^ 
myself  upon  the  works  of  Nature,  and  oh !  how  poor  appeared  the 
master-pieces  of  those  whose  '  hearts  of  fire  and  hands  of  skill  had 
wrdoght  such  power,'  when  compared  with  those  imperi^able  works 
of  the  great  Master  of  all ! 

It  was  afler  a  day  spent  afar  from  the  haunts  of  men  that  I  returned 
to  the  little  way-side  inn  that  for  the  sake  of  pleasant  associations  I 
called  my  home.  My  landlady  had  prepared  my  supper,  and  beside 
my  plate  lay  a  large  pacquet  of  letters  from  my  own  loved  country. 
Ctuickly  I  read  that  my  sister  was  a  widow,  and  urged  my  speedy  re- 
turn, if  I  would  once  more  see  her  in  life. 

Sbon  I  was  on  my  way  to  my  native  land ;  but  oh !  with  what 
di&rent  feelings  I  now  crossed  die  ocean.  Then  it  was  all  life  and 
hope ;  heart  and  soul  were  buoyed  up  with  great  expectations  of  all  that 
was  before  me  in  the  great  unknown  world  I  was  about  to  explore.  N&Uf 
I  was  filled  to  satiety.  I  had  seen  all,  until  there  was  no  more  to  see, 
and  still  I  was  weary  and  heavy-hearted,  for  the  only  being  on  earth 
that  I  really  loved  —  the  only  one  akin  to  me  —  was  about  to  depart. 
How  dowly  we  seemed  to  move ;  and  oh !  how  earnestly  I  prayed  that 
my  beloved  sister  might  at  least  be  spared  until  I  should  see  her  once 
more.  Our  passage  was  called  '  the  quickest  on  record,'  but  to  me 
it  appeared  an  almost  endless  one. 

And  now,  of  a  calm  summer  evening,  I  approached  the  old  homestead, 
our  childhood's  happy  home.  The  house  was  so  still  that  I  felt  a  strong 
fereboding  that  Death  itself  was  within.  With  noiseless  steps,  but  wi£ 
a  quick  breath  and  a  beating  heart,  I  stood  within  the  old  hall.  Afraid 
to  move,  and  yet  fearful  that  by  the  least  delay  I  should  lose  the  last 
breath  of  the  loved  one,  I  hesitated,  for  I  could  not  choose  but  feel  that 
she  was  still  there.  In  an  agony  of  suspense  I  entered  the  servants' 
hall,  and  knew  by  the  pains  taken  to  suppress  all  noisy  demonstration 
of  astonishment  at  my  sudden  appearance,  that  she  still  lived.  An  old 
servant  at  once  took  me  to  the  room  of  the  dying,  for  I  with  a  glance 
perceived  that  life  had  nearly  ebbed  out.  A  few  short  years  had  not 
lessened  that  heavenly  beauty.  The  light  ringlets  still  strayed  over  the 
pillow,  as  I  had  so  of^en  seen  them  in  her  childhood  and  youth  :  where 
would  they  next  He  ?  Those  slender,  maiden-like  arms  were  thrown 
around  me,  and  for  a  second  of  time  I  was  happy.  Why  could  I  not 
ever  hold  her  thus?  For  what  had  I  travelled,  for  what  studied? 
Why  lavished  a  mine  of  wealth  in  searching  into  the  scientific,  thi 
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abstmse,  if  I  had  not  learned  one  thing,  how  to  defy  death,  to  cheat 
him  of  his  victim  ? 

Thus  I  felt  and  thus  I  spoke  when  my  angel-sister  gently  Tebnked 
me.  '  The  ways  of  God  are  not  our  ways.  You  sin,  my  hrother,  in 
speaking  thus.  All  has  heen  done  that  ^e  skill  of  man  can  do,  and 
you  foiget  who  has  gone  hefore  me.  I  shall  be  reunited  to  one  who 
was  dear  to  me  in  life,  and  who  will  welcome  me  in  the  world  to  which 
I  am  going.'  A  sinking  spell  succeeded  this,  and  her  child  was  brought 
into  the  room.  A  mother's  love  looked  out  of  those  eyes  as  she  ga^d  ' 
upon  her  child,  and  exclaimed,  '  My  child !  my  child !  could  she  bnt 
hare  gone  before  me,  I  had  died  happy.  Will  you,  my  brother,  be  a 
£ither  to  my  orphan,  my  Amie  ?  '  Taking  the  sweet  girl  of  three  sum- 
mers in  my  arms,  I  promised  that  she  should  nerer  feel  the  wurt  of  a 
parent's  love  and  care. 

As  the  sun  departed  to  his  home  in  the  west,  the  soul  of  my  sweet 
sister  departed  to  its  home  in  the  skies.  Then  was  I  indeed  alone  ;  the 
light  of  my  life  had  departed,  and  all  was  darkness.  How  I  lived 
through  the  long  days  preceding  the  funeral,  I  know  not.  I  never 
knew  ;  only  that  one  morning  an  old  family  servant  came  to  my  room 
and  asked  me  if  I  would  not  'like  to  see  Miss  Alice  once  more.' 
Opening  the  chamber-door,  she  left  me.  It  was  printed  on  my  heart  as 
a  picture,  and  there  it  still  is,  as  on  that  bright  morning  when  I  entered 
that  neat  room,  with  its  beantiful  occupant.  Now,  years  since,  I  see 
that  white  dimity  quilt,  with  its  fringe  gently  waved  by  the  air  that 
enters  through  the  bowed  shutters.  Her  books  are  all  there  ;  the  chair 
on  which  she  sat.  There  is  even  the  pin-cushion,  with  its  little  ruffled 
cover.  I  have  taken  it  in  my  hands ;  it  is  the  same,  or  just  like  the 
one  she  had  in  her  girl-days.  Here  is  even  the  seat  she  gave  me  when 
I  last  visited  her  in  this  room.  On  the  bed  lies  a  still  form,  and  Why 
am  I  looking  at  every  object  in  the  room  save  that  one?  It  is  all 
familiar ;  the  same  that  I  have  so  often  looked  upon  before.  Now  I 
will  look,  for  I  have  persuaded  myself  that  she  is  sick  and  asleep.  I 
walk  firmly  to  the  bed  and  gaze,  but  why  have  I  ?  Worlds  would  I 
give  did  I  possess  them,  to  dream  again  the  dream  of  the  last  few 
minutes.  'T  is  true  she  sleeps,  but  it  is  the  blue-veined  sleep  of  death, 
'  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking.' 

Again  I  know  nothing  till  I  see  the  family  vault  opened,  which  I  had 
never  been  within  but  once,  and  then  I  was  a  small  boy,  and  my  sister 
an  infant.  That  was  to  receive  our  mother.  I  looked  in  now  and  saw 
a  new  coffin.  A  still  newer  one  was  placed  beside  it.  She  had 
devotedly  loved  her  husband  in  life,  and  in  death  they  were  not 
divided. 

None  but  those  who  have  passed  through  the  trial  know  the  awM 
loneliness  of  a  house  out  of  which  has  gone  a  funeral.  We  feel  as  if  the 
body  has  left  the  chill  of  death  there,  and  it  will  need  much  firo  and 
sunshine  before  we  again  feel  warmth  ;  we  speak  in  subdued  voices  and 
step  lightly,  for  are  they  not  round  about  us  stiU,  though  invisible  ? 

The  recollection  of  the  happiness  I  had  enjoyed  in  this  house,  and  of 
the  loss  I  had  sustained,  was  too  agoni2dng  for  me  to  bear,  and  I  deter- 
mined to  go  among  new  scenes,  and  if  poMible  give  a  new  tone  to  my 
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thoughts  and  feelings.  My  little  niece  I  had  baptized  at  our  village 
church,  and  then,  leaving  her  in  good  and  faith&l  hands,  I  again  set  out 
on  my  wanderings. 

In  looking  over  some  memoranda  made  in  former  days,  I  came  across 
one  which  brought  to  my  mind  an  infant  face  which  at  that  time  had 
made  a  great  impression  on  me,  as  being  surpassingly  beautiful.  It  was 
Sose,  my  other  little  god-daughter.  I  at  once  determined  to  seek  out 
my  quondam  travelling  companions,  and  with  what  direction  I  had,  I 
succeeded  in  doing  this  with  little  difficulty.  Fortunate  it  was  that  I 
did  so,  for  I  found  the  child  friendless  and  almost  homeless.  The 
father  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the  pestilence  that  visits  so  many  of  our 
Western  cities ;  and  leaving  his  child  poor,  I  found  the  relatives  veiy 
willing  that  I  should  take  charge  of  the  little  helpless  one.  I  took  her 
home  with  me,  and  gave  her  as  a  sister  to  Amie,  who  was  delighted  to 
have  a  playmate  so  nearly  her  own  age. 

And  now  they  have,  as  it  is  called,  finished  their  education.  They 
axe  both  lovely  and  beautiful,  although  altogether  difierent  in  appearance. 
Their  love  for  each  other  is  such  as  you  seldom  see  in  sisters.  This  is 
their  first  evening  at  home,  for  they  have  just  returned  from  school, 
and  are  seated  on  each  side  of  me.  They  are  talking  over  a  little  y^ 
that  I  am  to  give  them  on  their  coming  out.  I  look  into  their  pure 
sweet  faces,  and  feel  glad  that  I  cannot  see  what  is  before  them,  for 
well  I  know  that  time  and  fate  will  not  spare  them  the  gray  threads 
of  life  any  more  than  the  rest  of  mortals.  Pride  will  enter  their  hearts 
when  they  receive  the  adulation  of  the  world ;  and  it  will  be  well  if 
jealousy  does  not  also  have  a  share  in  alienating  their  hearts,  now  so 
closely  united.  .  But  what  is  this  I  While  I  am  indulging  in  croaking 
thoughts  the  sprites  have  rolled  aside  the  comfortable  arm-chairs. 
Amie  is  seated  at  the  piano,  and  Rose  is  declaring  that  *  Uncle  shall 
practise  a  new  waltz  with  her.'  I  had  forsworn  the  dance  with  my 
mtroduction  to  the  gout ;  but  what  avail  good  resolutions  when  opposed 
to  youth  and  beauty  ?  Poor  St.  Anthony  resisted  divers  temptations, 
but  when  assailed  by  '  a  laughing  woman  with  two  bright  eyes,'  he  was 
no  loxiger  spiritual,  but  flesh,  blood,  and  human  nature,  like  myself. 
So  here  we  go,  round  and  round.  TIThew !  how  delightful  it  is !  I  ex- 
claim, *  Richard  is  himself  again,'  fi)r  this  takes  me  back  to  the  time 
when  I  used  to  dance  with  the  peasants  during  their  vintage.  I  feel  at 
the  least  ten  years  younger. 

Confound  it  all  I  I  have  struck  my  gouty  foot  against  the  table-1^. 
I  will  neither  dance  or  write  any  more  to-mght  for  all  the  women  in 
Christendom.  ^  v. 

BalUmors,  {Maryland,) 


A       COITFIBMED       TOPSB. 

*  Hn  name  was  a  terrible  name  Indeed, 
Twaa  TiMomT  Thadt  Mullioav, 
And  wbenerer  be  emptied  a  tombler  of  pnncb, 
He  alwaja  wanted  it/uU  agin  I  * 
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THE        SOUTHBBM        C&088. 


BT     i,    tWBTT. 


When  man  first  traycraed  Southern  teas, 

Which  wash  the  oold  Antarctic  poloi 
And  spread  the  sail  to  favoring  breeze 

Where  the  Pacific's  blue  waves  roll, 
From  unknown  wastes  he  turned  his  eye 

To  the  bhie  ocean,  hung  above^ 
And  saw  upon  the  star-lit  sky 

The  symbol  of  a  Saviour's  love  I 


'The  Cross  1  the  Cross  I' burst  from  each  Up, 

As  gazing  with  delighted  view, 
They  pressed  the  deck  of  their  lone  ship^ 

Ajid  crossed  themselves,  believers  true. 
The  wanderers,  filled  with  doubt  and  fear, 

Beheld  upon  the  heaven's  broad  dome, 
Far  in  that  Southern  hem'isphere, 

The  emblem  of  the  Church  at  Home  I 


The  hardened  sailor's  gaze  was  tamed, 

Amid  the  lightning's  lurid  glare. 
To  where  the  holy  emblem  burned, 

And  courage  triumphed  o'er  despair : 
He  saw  no  more  the  Polar  star; 

Another  guide  to  him  was  given, 
The  Southern  Cross,  that  beamed  afiu*. 

Symbol  of  home,  and  hope^  and  heaven! 


Te  brightest  stars  on  Night's  pale  brow, 
Flooding  the  sea  with  silver  rays^ 

Before  the  Ihfinite  I  bow, 
Upon  whose  throne  thy  glories  Maw  I 

Thus  shall  ye  shadow  to  the  soul 
A  cross  inwrought  on  Heaven's  bright  floor. 

While  ages'  noiseless  surges  roll 
Upon  Eternity's  dim  ^ore. 


Ye  altar-fires  I  whose  watch-towers  stand 

Upon  the  confines  of  those  spheres, 
Where  through  the  galaxy's  broad  band, 

A  ^mpse  of  unknown  worlds  appears; 
Stars  of  the  Cross  I  where  man  may  trace, 

Upon  the  temple  of  the  sky, 
An  emblem  of  redeeming  grace. 

Whose  holy  light  shall  never  diet 

VOL.    XLIV.  25 
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SUNDAY      IN      THE      COUNTRY. 


A     SKETCH     FROM     THB     COTE. 

Of  all  the  charming  days  I  have  spent  at  the  Cove,  I  think  the  Sun- 
days have  been  the  pleasantest.  The  mere  idea  of  Sunday,  a  day  of 
rest  and  worship  for  the  whole  Christian  world,  is  beautiful  everywhere ; 
but  here  in  this  quiet  village  a  deeper  hush  seems  to  reign  in  heaven 
and  earth  ;  the  birds  sing  more  softly,  the  waves  break  more  gently, 
and  the  joy  of  Nature  seems  subdued  by  a  feeling  of  quiet  holiness. 
In  storm  or  in  sun-shine,  the  very  atmosphere  of  Sundays  here  is  difier- 
ent  from  that  of  week-days.  The  day  is  kept  in  this  family  in  the 
most  primitive  manner.  All  the  bustle  of  the  great  farm  is  stilled ; 
no  work  being  done  except  that  which  is  absolutely  necessary.  It  is 
truly  '  a  day  of  rest : '  and  I  have  often  wished  that  the  zealous  anti- 
Sabbatarians  who  hold  conventions  and  make  long  speeches  to  prove 
that  the  Sabbath  is  not  an  institution  ordained  by  God,  could  pass  one 
quiet,  peaceful  Sunday  here,  and  I  am  sure  they  would  confess  that,  at 
least,  it  is  the  very  best  of  man's  institutions,  and  as  such  ought  to  be 
reverenced.  And  lest  any  such  eager  reformers  should  chance  to  be 
among  my  readers,  I  will  describe  the  manner  in  which  this  lovely 
July  Sunday  at  the  Cove  has  been  spent,  and  they  shall  judge  whether 
the  situation  of  the  hard-working  man  all  over  the  world  would  be 
benefited,  or  the  reverse,  by  the  abolition  of  an  institution  which  devotes 
one  day  in  in  seven  to  rest  from  labor,  innocent  recreation,  and  intel- 
lectual and  religious  improvement.  I  confess  that  I  never  understood 
the  real  value  of  this  institution  until  I  came  here ;  but  since  I  have 
seen  its  blessed  effects,  both  upon  the  bodies  and  minds  of  the  people 
of  the  Cove,  I  feel  a  new  reverence  for  it,  and  for  the  wisdom,  whether 
human  or  divine,  which  ordained  it.  And  I  wish  to  say  here,  that  I 
do  not  refer  to  that  sanctimonious,  half-superstitious  observance  of  the 
Sabbath  which  exists  in  so  many  of  our  cities,  whose  gloomy  severity 
makes  the  day  intolerable  to  children  and  tedious  to  grown  people. 
The  institution  I  advocate  is  a  cheeriul,  peaceful,  and  happy  one,  the 
realization  of  which  I  saw  at  the  Cove. 

Every  Saturday  night  the  whole  tribe  of  Wilson  commence  their 
preparation  for  the  Sunday  by  a  thorough  bathing  process ;  and,  in 
spite  of  the  bustle  and  noise  which  always  attends  this  scene,  the  vast 
heatings  of  water,  and  the  crying  of  the  be-scrubbed  children,  there  is 
always  something  poetical  and  significant  to  me  in  this  Saturday-night's 
purification.  By  nine  o'clock  the  ablutions  are  over,  and  the  soap  is 
washed  out  of  the  eyes  of  the  last  red-faced  child,  and  all  is  still  at  the 
farm-house.  Early  this  morning  the  household  were  astir,  and,  the 
needful  work  of  the  farm  being  quietly  and  speedily  accomplished,  the 
whole  family,  neatly  dressed,  with  their  Bibles  and  hymn-books  in  their 
hands,  were  ready  to  accompany  me  to  the  village  church.     The  good 
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fanner  locked  the  house-door,  put  the  key  in  his  pocket,  and  after  look- 
ing over  his  little  flock  to  see  that  all  were  there,  we  set  forth  on  our 
walk.  And  a  most  lovely  walk  it  was  !  Our  way  lay  first  across  the 
Cove  beach,  which  separates  the  point  from  the  village.  The  boats 
were  drawn  up  high  on  the  sands,  and  the  little  curving  beach,  usually 
80  gay  and  busy  with  the  arrivals  and  departures  of  the  fishermen, 
now  lay  white  and  quiet  in  the  morning  sun-Hght,  while  no  sound  broke 
the  silence  but  the  lazy  dash  of  the  retreating  waves 'which  harmonized 
well  with  the  peaceful  spirit  of  the  scene.  It  was  the  most  beautiful 
of  July  mornings.  The  sky  was  cloudless,  and  the  air,  laden  with  the 
firagrance  of  the  new-mown  hay,  came  ever  and  anon  in  gentle  breezes 
to  us  firom  the  fields  beyond,  as  we  slowly  passed  across  the  beach  and 
up  the  rocky  path  which  led  through  deep  pine  woods  to  the  church. 
I  had  oflen  admired  the  picturesque  situation  of  this  little  church.  It 
stands  on  a  wooded  clifl^  over-hanging  the  sea,  shaded  by  a  grove  of 
hemlock-trees,  and  firom  the  windows  you  catch  lovely  glimpses  of  the 
sea  and  the  islands  framed  by  the  drooping  hemlock  branches.  In  the 
pine  wood  we  met  troops  of  villagers  coming  by  various  paths  to  the 
church,  and  I  could  hardly  keep  from  smiling,  when,  in  the  cleanly- 
shaved,  awkward-looking  men,  in  very  old-fashioned  long-tailed  coats, 
and  uncomfortable  tall  black  hats,  I  recognized  the  merry  sailors  of  the 
Cove,  with  whom  I  had  cracked  many  a  joke  when,  in  the  far  more  pic- 
turesque attire  of  red  shirts  and  white  duck  trowsers  and  weather- 
beaten  tarpaulins,  they  hauled  their  boats  up  the  beach,  or  spread 
their  nets  to  dry  in  the  sun.  But  their  serious  faces  warned  me  that 
my  mirth  was  untimely,  and  that  the  spirit  of  the  Sunday  was  in  their 
hearts,  and  not  merely  put  on  with  their  Sunday  clothes.  We  entered 
the  church,  and  I  took  my  place  by  the  open  window.  Every  thing 
was  calm,  and  solemn,  and  still.  The  little  church  boasted  no  organ, 
and  the  only  sounds  which  broke  the  silence  within  were  the  gentle 
murmur  of  the  waves,  the  occasional  song  of  a  bird,  the  whisper  in 
the  pines,  or  the  rustle  occasioned  by  the  entrance  of  some  member  of 
the  congregation.  At  last  the  minister  appeared  and  the  services 
began.  Never  have  I  seen  the  true  spirit  of  worship  so  entirely  car- 
ried out  as  in  that  humble  Cove  church.  The  people  prayed  with  their 
minister,  they  sang  with  him,  they  almost  preached  with  him.  There 
was  no  afiectation  of  a  devotion  they  did  not  feel ;  their  earnestness 
was  heart-felt ;  they  *  worshipped  in  spirit  and  in  truth.*  There  was  no 
drowsiness,  no  wandering  of  attention ;  and  as  I  looked  at  their  up- 
turned sun-burnt  faces,  marked  so  deeply  with  the  lines  of  care  and  of 
toil,  and  yet  so  beaming  with  the  earnest  devotion  of  true  religion, 
those  beautiful  lines  of  Keble  came  to  my  mind  : 

'  Or  in  lifers  stillest  sbade  reclining, 
Id  humble  quiet  unrepininff^ 
Meek  souls  there  are,  who  little  deem 
Their  daily  strife  an  anj^el's  theme. 
Or  that  the  rod  they  take  so  calm 
Shall  prove  in  heaven  a  martyr's  palm.* 

I  never  before  saw  such  a  collection  of  good  faces.     There  was  not 
much  beauty  among  them,  if  beauty  consists  in  regular  features  and 
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delicate  complexion ;  but  their  kind  good  hearts  softened  and  ennobled 
their  rough  countenances,  and  I  loved  to  look  upon  them.  A  sturdy, 
solemn  race  are  those  Cove  fishermen.  They  sang  the  hymns  with  all 
their  strength ;  and  if  there  was  more  of  the  roar  of  the  sea  than  the 
melody  of  the  pine-woods  in  their  voices,  their  hearty  devotion  mad^ 
their  music  sound  far  better  to  me  than  that  of  the  well-trained  choirs 
of  our  city  churches,  who  sing  languidly  through  the  appointed  number 
of  verses  with  finely-accorded  voices,  but  who,  however  much  they  may 
please  the  ears  of  their  hearers,  wake  no  religious  emotions  in  their 
hearts.  But  God  knows  when  the  heart  sings,  and  I  think  He  heard 
and  accepted  those  hymns  of  praise  and  love  which  ascended  through 
the  still  air  on  this  lovely  Sunday  morning. 

The  simple  and  fervent  prayers  of  the  minister  seemed  to  find  a  faith- 
ful echo  in  the  hearts  of  his  people,  and  they  listened  to  his  sermon, 
which  was  a  pious  exhortation  to  a  good  life,  from  the  text  of  the  Golden 
Rule,  with  devout  attention. 

At  the  end  of  the  service,  and  before  the  benediction  was  pronounced, 
the  minister  rose,  and  in  a  troubled  voice  requested  the  congregation  to 
stop  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  called  for  Simon  Carter  to  come  ioir 
ward.  An  old  man,  with  silvery  hair  and  bent  form,  came  forth  from 
the  most  obscure  corner  of  the  church,  and  walking  with  tottering  step 
up  the  aisle,  stood  in  firont  of  the  low  pulpit,  with  bowed  hedA  and 
clasped  hands,  while  the  minister  solemnly  rejnnmanded  him,  before  the 
whole  church,  for  having  passed  the  previous  Sunday  morning  in  his 
field  making  hay.  In  a  few  well-chosen  words  he  set  forth  the  value 
of  the  Sabbath  as  a  day  of  rest  and  of  worship,  especially  to  a  working 
community  like  theirs  ;  and  then,  after  a  short  address  to  Simon  in  par- 
ticular, in  which  he  represented  the  evil  influence  which  his  especial 
example  might  have  on  those  younger  than  himself,  he  dismissed  the 
congregation  with  a  benediction,  in  which  he  included  by  name  the 
Sabbath-breaker  before  him.  The  people  rose  to  go,  but  still  the  old 
man  remained  standing  before  the  pulpit,  with  bowed  head,  as  if  he 
dreaded  to  meet  the  eyes  of  his  neighbors  with  the  shame  of  this  public 
rebuke  upon  him.  But  the  good  minister  had  not  preached  in  vain. 
The  doctrine  of  charity  and  ferbearance  toward  their  feUow-men  was 
still  sounding  in  the  ears  and  hearts  of  his  hearers.  Their  golden  rule 
was  not  laid  by  as  too  precious  for  use,  but  was  coined  into  kind  words 
and  deeds  for  daily  life.  And  when  at  last  old  Simon  raised  his  head, 
and  walked  slowly  out  of  the  church,  he  met  with  sympathizing  looks 
and  cordial  greetings  on  every  side,  and  even  the  minister  stojq^ied  in 
passing  to  say  a  few  pleasant,  encouraging  words  to  him.  At  the 
church-door  and  in  the  church-yard  the  villagers  formed  themselves  int« 
groups,  and  talked  over  the  affairs  of  the  week  ;  the  prospect  of  fair 
weather  for  the  fishing-fleet,  which  was  to  sail  on  the  morrow ;  what 
vessels  had  been  heard  from ;  and  what  were  due  in  the  coming  week ; 
but  there  was  no  levity  and  no  noise,  and  they  soon  dispersed  by  difie^ 
ent  paths  to  their  homes.  But  I  lingered  in  the  quiet  church-yard,  and 
seating  myself  on  one  of  the  low  grassy  mounds,  watched  the  people,  as 
they  disappeared  one  by  one,  until  the  l83t  lingering  form  wqa  hidden 
0x)m  my  view  by  the  diadowy  pine-trees. 
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It  wu  a  loTely  flcene.  The  place  wat  silent  with  the  indescribable 
hash  of  a  Sabbath  summer  noon.  There  was  no  breesEe  on  land  or  sea ; 
every  thing  was  still,  except  the  soft  rush  of  the  tide  at  the  foot  of  the 
diff  and  the  whisper  of  the  pine-trees  which  shaded  the  graves  aronnd 
me.  But  my  heart  was  busy  with  what  I  had  seen  and  heard.  Never 
had  I  been  so  impresued  wi^  the  solemnity  of  public  services.  Here 
in  this  little  fishmg-village  the  true  ideal  of  worship  seemed  to  have 
been  preserved.  There  was  no  listlessness,  no  lukewarmness  in  their 
devotion  ;  and  one  felt,  in  looking  at  their  serious,  earnest  faces,  that  its 
influence  would  not  pass  away,  but  would  cheer  and  bless  many  an 
boor  through  the  coming  week.  But  why  was  it  so  ?  Why  did  I  find 
among  these  rough,  untutored  fishermen  this  true  religious  spirit — such 
sincere  devotion  ?  The  murmuring  pine  and  the  rushing  sea  answered 
me.  They  had  been  the  teachers  of  a  natural  religion,  which  Uved  and 
worked  in  the  hearts  of  their  simple  pupils.  6od*s  voice  teaching  les- 
sons of  beauty,  and  mercy,  and  love,  spoke  through  His  glorious  worics 
to  His  ignorant  children,  and  they  heard  that  voice  and  placed  their 
little  temple  to  His  worship  within  sight  of  their  much-loved  ocean,  and 
shaded  it  with  their  ministering  pinea. 

In  the  afternoon,  Farmer  Wilson  did  not  go  to  church,  but  passed  the 
time  in  wandering  over  the  farm  with  his  children,  and  from  my  win- 
dow I  caught  glimpses  of  the  happy  group,  all  through  the  long  sum- 
mer afternoon,  now  quietly  seated  under  a  tree,  now  picking  up  stones 
and  shells  on  the  beach  ;  and  then  again  I  saw  them  slowly  lingering 
along  through  the  fields,  with  their  hands  full  of  flowers  and  green 
boughs,  duiet  rural  pictures  they  made,  suggesting  peaceful,  happy 
thoughts ;  and  when  at  last,  as  if  tired  with  roaming  about,  the  father 
seated  himself  in  the  low,  broad  porch,  and  with  the  children  gathered 
round  him,  sang  good  old  hymns  and  psalm-tunes,  long  forgotten  in  our 
city  churches,  he  looked  the  perfect  embodiment  of  serene,  quiet  enjoy- 
ment. Since  tea,  we  have  been  sitting  in  the  porch,  watching  the  sun 
set  and  the  misty  twilight  stealing  over  the  sea,  and  listening  to  the 

distant  bells  of  G ringing  for  evening  service.     The  sound  came 

upon  the  wind  across  the  water,  now  swelling  to  a  loud  chime,  and 
now  dying  away  to  the  faintest  thread-like  tone.  An  old  legend  says 
that  evil  spirits  flee  away  before  the  ringing  of  bells.  I  know  not  how 
that  may  be,  but  surely  no  evil  passion  or  base  desire  could  resist  the 
charm  of  the  soft,  sad  music,  which  came  to  us,  as  if  by  enchantment, 
across  the  calm  purple  sea,  on  this  most  peacefiil  Sunday  evening. 

Suddenly,  as  we  were  listening  to  these  distant  vespers,  the  bell  of  the 
Cove  church  began  to  toll.  Farmer  Wilsom  counted  the  strokes.  '  It 
is  the  passing-bell  for  old  George  Winthrop,'  he  said,  as  the  bell  stopped 
at  the  sixty-fourth  stroke.  *  Death  will  be  a  good  friend  to  him,  for  his 
life  has  been  sad  enough.' 

I  had  oflen  met  this  old  George  Winthrop  wandering  about  on  the 
locks  and  in  the  fields,  and  had  been  much  attracted  toward  him,  on 
aeoount  of  his  pleasant  voice  and  gentle,  courteous  manners,  which  be- 
tokened a  difierent  birth  and  breeding  from  that  of  the  people  around 
him.  He  was  an  inmate  of  the  village  alms-house,  and  his  large, 
wandering,  blue  eye,  and  child-like  laugh,  showed  plainly  the  derange- 
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ment  of  mind  under  which  he  labored.  But  he  was  one  of  those  per- 
Bonfl  of  whom  you  would  say  at  once  '  That  man  has  a  history,  and  a 
tragic  one  too  ;'  and  now  Farmer  Wilson's  words  excited  my  curiosity 
and  recalled  a  purpose  I  had  before  formed  of  inquiring  into  the  par- 
ticulars of  his  life.  I  found  the  good  farmer  veiy  willing  to  gratify  me 
as  far  as  he  knew,  and  the  other  incidents  of  old  George's  story  I  ob- 
tained from  the  minister  of  the  village : 

*  Once  on  a  time,  (I  believe  all  true  stories  begin  '  once  on  a  time,') 

the  town  of  6 was  a  flourishing,  prosperous  sea-port,  sending  its 

vessels  to  every  part  of  the  world,  and  boasting  its  wealth  and  its 
merchant-princes.  At  the  time  when  my  story  begins,  some^  sixty  yean 
ago,  one  of  the  richest  of  these  merchant-princes  was  Captain  Winthrop, 
a  man  famed  in  all  the  county  for  his  wealth  and  his  liberality.  He 
lived  in  the  good  old-fashioned  hospitable  style,  '  keeping  open  house,'  as 

it  is  called,  fer  all  strangers  who  visited  G ,  as  well  as  for  his  own 

townsmen.  No  body  gave  such  grand  dinners  ;  no  body  had  so  fine  a 
house ;  no  body  drove  such  noble  horses ;  and  no  body  had  so  beautiM  a 
son  as  Captain  Winthrop.  For  the  rest,  he  was  a  kind-hearted  man 
enough,  of  no  particular  character,  loving  his  own  ease,  and  liking  io 
see  people  happy  around  him.  But  as  our  story  treats  more  of  the  son 
than  of  the  father,  we  will  leave  the  Captain  for  the  present  to  his 
dinners  and  his  horses,  and  take  a  look  back  into  the  childhood  of  oui 
hero.  George  Winthrop  was  a  boy  of  a  sensitive,  retiring  nature,  who, 
losing  his  mother  at  an  early  age,  and  never  having  been  able  to  join 
the  boyish  sports  of  his  companions  on  account  of  ill-health,  was  left 
comparatively  to  himself,  and  led  a  lonely  life  in  his  father's  splendid 
mansion.  The  Captain,  who  had  little  time  to' spare  for  the  education 
of  his  son,  thought  that  he  well  performed  the  duties  of  a  father  by 
giving  orders  to  the  servants  that  Geoige  should  never  be  thwarted  or 
contradicted,  but  that  his  slightest  wish  should  be  obeyed ;  and  he  was 
satisfied  that  all  was  right  if  George  appeared  beautifully  dressed  at  the 
close  of  his  grand  dinner-parties,  to  receive  the  compliments  of  the 
guests.  To  a  child  of  a  difierent  nature,  such  an  education  would  have 
been  ruin,  but  Geoige  was  only  a  little  spoiled  by  it.  His  disposition 
was  a^ctionate  and  yielding,  and  he  needed  only  to  be  loved  to  make 
him  happy.  He  loved  his  father  with  an  intensity  which  rather  troubled 
the  Captain,  who  could  neither  understand  nor  appreciate  the  delicacy 
of  his  son's  character,  nor  the  depth  of  the  feeling  with  which  he  clung 
to  him  as  the  only  being  on  earth  upon  whom  he  could  pour  out  the 
warm  afiection  of  his  heart ;  and  many  a  time  poor  Geoige  had  gone 
to  his  room  disheartened  and  miserable  because  his  father  had  joked 
with  him  about  his  girlishness,  and  told  him  that  he  must  get  over  such 
babyish  ways.  When  George  was  about  twelve  years  old.  Captain 
Winthrop  took  an  orphan  daughter  of  a  very  dear  friend  to  live  with 
him,  and  from  this  time  Geoige's  life  was  much  happier. 

*  Mary  Howard  was  a  lovely  girl  of  sixteen,  who,  seeing  with  the 
quick  perception  of  a  woman  the  cause  of  Geoige's  unhappiness  at  home, 
soon  won  his  confidence  and  turned  toward  herself  the  full  tide  of  afieo- 
tion  which  his  father  checked  and  repulsed.  As  time  wore  on  and 
George  grew  toward  manhood,  this  afiection  ripened  into  a  wanner 
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feeling.  He  loved  Mary  with  his  whole  heart  and  eool ;  and  she,  loving 
no  one  else,  and  flattered  by  his  entire  devotion,  although  not  in  the 
least  appreciating  its  depth,  consented  to  engage  herself  to  him  when  he 
should  leave  college.  As  this  time  approached,  he  told  his  father  of 
his  proposed  engagement,  never  for  an  instant  doubting  his  approval. 
He  had  so  long  been  left  to  himself  in  every  way  that  he  could  not 
imagine  that  his  father  would  interfere  with  him  now  in  a  matter  which 
so  nearly  concerned  his  happiness.  But  he  was  mistaken.  Captain 
Winthrop  laughed  at  his  love  for  Mary  as  a  mere  boyish  fancy,  and  then 
laughed  again  at  George's  indignation  at  his  mirth;  but  at  last  be- 
coming more  serious,  consented  to  the  engagement,  upon  the  conditions 
that  it  should  be  a  private  one  fer  one  year,  and  that  during  that  year 
George  should  travel  in  Europe.  Now  Captain  Winthrop's  reasons  for 
this  proposition  were  two-fold.  In  the  first  place  he  did  honestly  believe, 
as  he  had  said,  that  George's  love  for  Mary  was  a  mere  boyish  fancy, 
and  he  thought  that  a  winter  in  Paris  would  soon  cure  him  of  his 
youthful  passion.  But  there  was  also  another  very  stringent  reason 
why  the  Captain  made  this  arrangement.  He  had  lately  been  thinking 
of*marrying  again  himself,  and  in  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaintance, 
he  feund  no  lady  so  pretty  and  so  sweet-tempered,  nor  one  who  filled 
the  place  at  the  head  of  his  table  so  gracefully  as  Mary  Howard.  Still 
he  had  not  entirely  decided  upon  asking  her-  to  fill  that  place  perma- 
nently as  his  wife,  until  George  told  him  of  his  engagement.  Then  he 
felt  keenly  how  great  a  loss  she  would  be  to  him,  and  he  reproached 
himself  for  his  folly  in  not  foreseeing  what  the  natural  result  would  be 
of  allowing  two  young  people  to  be  so  constantly  and  unreservedly 
together.  However,  like  a  wise  father,  he  ofiTered  no  opposition  to  their 
engagement  but  that  of  exacting  George's  absence  for  a  year.  He  looked 
upon  the  whole  matter  as  a  childish  love  afiair,  which  would  not  stand 
the  test  of  time  and  absence.  George  was  a  mere  boy,  who  would 
soon  forget  pretty  cousin  Mary,  as  he  called  her,  in  the  fascinating 
society  of  Paris,  and  the  charming  life  of  Italy.  And  pretty  cousin 
Mary  ?  Why  this  must  be  only  a  child's-play  to  her,  which  she  would 
readily  relinquish  when  in  its  place  she  received  more  attractive  and 
rational  proposals.  So  thought  Captain  Winthrop,  and  perhaps  not 
without  reason.  His  glass  showed  him  a  fine-looking  man,  with  hair 
unblanched  by  age,  and  of  a  noble  presence.  He  would  take  his  chance. 
He  could  not  lose  Mary.  She  had  become  necessary  to  the  comfort  of 
his  daily  existence,  and  the  picture  of  his  cheerless  home  without  her 
graceful  form,  and  sweet  face,  and  pretty  thoughtful  ways,  haunted  him 
continually.  Surely  there  was  more  to  charm  the  imagination  of  a  girl 
like  Mary  in  the  matured  afiection  of  a  man  of  his  years  than  in  the 
passing  love  of  a  boy  like  George.  He  would  win  her  and  marry  her, 
and  he  thought  he  knew  enough  of  the  world  to  be  perfectly  sure  that 
when  George  returned,  he  would  thank  him  for  his  wisdom  in  sending 
him  away,  and  would  meet  Mary  with  the  calm  afiection  of  a  friend. 
Now,  Captain  Winthrop  was  not  a  bad  man,  but  he  was  a  selfish  one  ; 
and  if  he  ever  had  any  uncomfortable  twinges  of  conscience  about  this 
matter,  he  quickly  consoled  himself  with  the  idea,  of  the  truth  of  which 
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he  was  thoroughly  persuaded — of  the  traiudent  natnie  of  the  afection 
hetween  George  and  Mary. 

'  The  lovers  parted  with  the  usual  amount  of  vows  and  protestations 
which  are  proper  to  such  occasions,  and  for  a  time  Mary  felt  very  deso- 
late. But  though  sweet  and  gentle  by  nature,  she  had  no  strength  of 
character,  and  could  be  moulded  like  wax  by  a  will  stronger  than  her 
own.  Of  an  afieotionate  disposition  and  thus  easily  impressible,  she 
had  not  been  able  to  resist  the  strength  and  passion  of  George's  love, 
although  at  times  its  intensity  troubled  and  perplexed  her.  And  now 
in  its  place  she  found  a  quiet,  gentle  affection,  ever  watchful  for  her 
happiness  and  comfort,  which  harmonized  far  better  with  her  own  calm 
nature  than  Geoige's  unequal,  passionate  love  ;  and  this  devotion,  too, 
coming  from  her  guardian,  wh<xn  she  had  been  accustomed  to  look  upon 
as  a  superior  being.  How  could  she  show  her  gratitude  fi>r  such  kind- 
ness ?  Alas  I  the  way  was  soon  too  plain  be^  her.  The  constant 
daily  blessing  of  a  present  afiection  soon  weakened,  in  such  a  mind  as 
Mary's,  the  impression  of  the  absent  love.  In  ibxxfo  days  a  letter  finom 
Europe  was  a  rare  event,  and  when  one  of  George's  letters,  full  of  pas* 
sionate  longings  for  home  and  love  for  her,  did  flash  like  a  meteor 
across  her  calm  li&,  she  was  troubled  for  a  day  or  two,  and  then  sank 
weakly  back  into  the  enjoyment  of  the  present.  Captain  Winthiop 
had  taught  her  fully  his  belief  that  Geoige's  love  for  her  was  a  mere 
boyish  folly,  and  that  on  his  return  he  would  thank  her  for  releasing 
him  from  an  engagement  which  had  become  irksome  to  him. 

*  And  so  time  passed  on,  and  when  seven  months  of  the  year  had  gone, 
Mary  was  engaged  to  her  guardian,  and  had  written  a  letter  to  Geoige 
to  tell  him  of  her  change  of  afiection.  The  wedding-day  was  fixed*  by 
a  strange  coincidence,  on  the  very  day  which  ended  George's  year  of 
probation,  but  of  this  Mary  had  been  too  busy  to  think.  George  had 
probably  received  her  letter,  and  his  father  thought  he  would  pass 
another  year  in  Europe,  and  had  forwarded  him  the  necessary  order  on 
his  banker.  And  so  the  preparations  went  gayly  on,  and  the  marriage- 
day  arrived.  The  ceremony  was  performed  in  churdi,  from  whence  the 
wedding-party  accompanied  the  bride  and  bridegroom  to  their  boose, 
wheie  a  splendid  entertainment  was  to  be  given  to  all  the  people  of 

G and  its  environs.     On  their  arrival  at  home,  Mary  retiied  to  her 

chamber  to  make  some  alteration  in  her  dress,  and  as  she  passed  on  her 
way  thither  a  little  room  which  was  especially  devoted  to  her  use,  and 
which  had  received  the  name  of  '  Mary's  library,'  she  was  startled  at 
seeing  through  the  open  door  the  figure  of  a  man  extended  upon  the 
sofa.  As  she  turned  to  go  back  and  call  her  husband,  the  figure,  dis^ 
turbed  at  some  slight  noise  she  made,  turned  his  head  toward  her,  and 
with  dismay  she  recognized  Geoige's  well-known  features.  Her  limbs 
failed  her,  and  she  was  obliged  to  lean  against  the  door  for  support ; 
but  George,  not  understanding  the  cause  of  her  agitation,  sprang  toward 
her,  and  folding  her  in  his  arms,  exclaimed, '  My  own  beloved  Maxy,' 
my  own,  own  love  1 '  Tears  of  joy  and  excitement  fi^owed  down  bos 
cheeks ;  the  joy  of  seeing  her  again  seemed  almost  too  much  fiv  his 
pasttonate,  loving  nature.     At  last  he  said, '  0  dearest  Mary,  how  long 
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yoa  have  been  away!  I  axrived  aa  hour  ago,  and  the  lervants  told  me 
you  had  gone  to  Bome  body's  wedding ;  and  aa  I  did  not  want  to  meet 
yoa  for  the  first  time  in  church,  I  determined  to  wait  for  you  here  in 
our  own  little  room,  where  we  have  been  so  happy.  Why  don't  you 
qieak  to  me,  dear  child  f  Did  I  frighten  you  ?  Yon  surely  expected 
me  to-day?  Do  you  not  know  what  day  it  is  ?  Oh !  this  tedious,  tedious 
year !  *  And  again  he  clasped  her  to  his  heart,  murmuring  the  fondest 
words  of  love.  And  Mary  saw  it  all  in  one  glance — saw  that  he  had 
not  received  her  letter,  and  that  he  had  returned,  loying  her  even  moro 
dearly  than  when  he  left  her.  Oh !  how  terrible  was  her  anguish  1 
How  could  she  turn  the  joy  of  that  young  heart  to  utter  misery  I  But 
it  niust  be  done,  and  she  must  do  it.  Slowly  disengaging  hexself  from 
his  arms,  she  turned  her  face  to  his,  and  said,  *  You  must  prepare  your- 
self for  a  great  sonow,.  dear  Greoige,'  and  then  while  he  gazed  at  her 
with  an  farmed  look,  and  seemed  for  the  first  time  to  have  taken  notice 
of  her  bridal  dress,  she  said,  *  To-day  was  my  wedding-day ;  I  am  your 
father's  wife.'  Geoige  gazed  at  her  silently,  with  eyes  extended,  and 
cheeks  and  lips  from  which  the  blood  seemed  to  have  fled  ibr  ever. 
Mary  tried  to  take  his  hand,  but  it  fell  passive  from  her  grasp.  '  Speak 
to  me,  George,'  she  cried.  '  Did  you  not  get  my  letter  ?  I  wrote  to  tell 
you  this.  Oh !  do  not  look  so  strangely  at  me  I '  But  still  the  poor 
young  man  stood  with  eyes  fixed  upon  her  face,  as  one  petrified  by 
horror.  The  sudden  change  firom  the  intense  joy  of  seeing  her  again  to 
this  unutterable  misery  had  been  too  much  for  him,  and  when  in  her 
agony  she  fell  on  her  knees  before  him,  and  implored  him  to  speak  only 
one  word,  to  forgive  her,  he  pushed  her  violently  firom  him  with  one 
hand,  while  with  the  other  he  seized  her  bridal  wreath  and  veil,  and 
trampled  them  under  his  feet ;  then  with  a  shriek  which  rang  in  Mary^s 
brain  for  many  a  year  after,  he  fell  senseless  to  the  floor.  When  he 
secovered  his  consciousness,  he  was  a  raving  maniac,  so  violent  that  the 
strictest  confinement  was  necessary.  For  years  he  was  the  inmate  of  a 
lunatic  asylum.  At  times  he  had  lucid  intervals,  and  at  last  was  pro- 
nounced harmless,  and  was  freed  from  every  restraint ;  but  his  memory 
was  entirely  gone.  Fortunately  for  him,  the  paat  was  a  perfect  blank. 
He  did  not  recognize  his  father,  and  spoke  of  Mary,  who  often  visited 
him,  as  the  lovely  lady  who  brought  him  fruits  and  flowers. 

'  Those  who  saw  him  at  this  time  describe  him  as  bebg  very  beauti- 
ful to  look  upon ;  but  it  was  the  unintellectual  beauty  of  mere  color  and 
form,  and  his  uncertain,  wandering  glance  and  meaningless  smile  made 
this  very  grace  of  form  and  feature  painful  to  those  who  knew  his  his- 
tory.  It  was  not  thought  best  for  him  to  return  to  his  father's  house, 
lest  the  sight  of  the  old  familiar  rooms  and  furniture  might  bring  back 
his  paroxysms  of  insanity ;  so  a  room  was  fitted  up  for  him  at  the  hos- 
pital, which  Mary  took  a  mournful  pleasure  in  decorating  with  flowers 
and  pictures.  He  was  always  sweet  and  gentle,  but  he  seemed  calmer 
and  happier  when  he  was  surrounded  with  beautiful  objects.  He  would 
pass  whole  days  wandering  in  the  woods  and  an  the  searshore,  and 
always  returned  laden  with  fk>wer8,  and  mosses,  and  bright  shells,  and 
sea-weeds,  with  which  he  took  a  childish  delight  in  adorning  his  room. 
Indeed,  he  was  like  a  child  in  every  thing,  and  the  village  children  all 
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loved  him.    His  favorite  walk  from  G was  to  the  Cove.    Mary 

and  he  had  been  there  oflen  in  the  happy  days  of  their  engagement, 
and  he  seemed  imoonsciously  to  himself  to  have  some  pleasant,  sooth- 
ing association  with  the  Cove-beach  and  the  deep  pine  woods.  So  years 
passed  on,  and  there  seemed  no  hope  that  the  lamp  of  reason  so  fear- 
fully extinguished  would  ever  be  kindled  again ;  but  he  led  an  innocent, 
simple  life,  and  he  seemed  happy ;  and  poor  Mary,  who  tried  by  the 
most  untiring  devotion  to  atone  for  the  injury  she  had  done  him,  was 
grateful  even  for  that.  He  told  her  once  that  he  thought  he  had  seen 
her  somewhere  before,  for  the  sight  of  her  face  made  him  feel  strangely 
here,  (and  he  put  his  hand  on  lus  brain,)  but  he  could  not  remember 
about  it  rightly ;  all  was  dim  and  misty. 

'At  last  Mary  died,  and  a  few  years  afler  her  husband  was  killed  by 
a  fall  from  his  horse.  In  settling  his  estate  it  was  feund  that  he  died 
insolvent.  He  had  been  living  in  the  most  reckless  manner,  and  had 
met  with  heavy  losses,  so  that  after  the  sale  of  his  efiects  and  the  pay- 
ment of  his  creditors  nothing  was  left  fer  George.  But  of  what  use 
was  money  to  him  ?  The  warm  sun-shine  of  summer,  a  seat  by  a  cot- 
tage fire  in  vrinter,  the  simplest  food,  and  the  meanest  clothes  were  all 
he  asked ;  and  the  Cove  people  loved  him  too  well  to  let  him  sufier 
from  the  want  of  these.  For  a  long  time  he  lived  with  them,  now  at 
this  house,  now  at  that,  until  he  grew  old  and  infirm,  and  then  the  sun- 
niest and  pleasantest  room  in  the  alms-house  was  set  apart  for  old 
George.  And  there  he  finished  his  harmless,  simple  life,  and  there,  in 
that  quiet  Sunday-evening  twilight,  while  the  passing  bell  rung  oat 
solemnly  over  the  sea,  his  gentle  spirit  sought  its  home.' 

I  afterward  heard  from  the  minister  of  the  Cove  the  feUovring  inter- 
esting particulars  of  his  death :  A  few  hours  before  he  died  he  fell 
into  a  sweet  sleep,  and  when  he  awoke,  those  who  stood  round  his  bed 
saw  at  once  by  the  light  in  his  eye  that  the  dark  veil  which  had  clouded 
his  life  had  been  suddenly  removed.  He  gazed  wonderingly  around  the 
room,  and  at  the  strange  faces  beside  him,  and  then  said,  *  Where  am 
I  ?  How  long  I  have  slept ! '  Then,  as  his  eyes  happened  to  catch 
sight  of  his  hands,  which  were  brown  and  withered  by  age  and  exposure, 
he  stopped  speaking  and  looked  at  them  with  a  puzzled  air,  and  then 
murmured  again ;  *  Why,  what  can  have  happened  to  me  ?  Am  I  not 
George  Winthrop  ?  Why  am  I  not  in  my  father's  house  ?  Where  is 
Mary  f '  But  at  that  name  a  sudden  light  flashed  across  his  newly- 
awakened  memory,  and  he  cried,  *  0  God !  I  remember  it  all  now !  my 
father's  wife !  my  father's  wife  ! '  For  a  few  minutes  his  agony  vras 
so  great  that  they  thought  he  was  dying  ;  but  after  a  time  he  recovered 
sufficiently  to  listen  to  the  explanation  of  the  minister.  The  years  of  his 
mental  alienation  were  now  wholly  obliterated  firom  his  memory,  and 
he  could  hardly  be  persuaded  that  it  was  not  the  day  before  that  he  had 
returned  from  Europe  to  his  father's  house.  He  remembered  nothing 
that  had  happened  since  that  day,  although  Mary's  words,  *  I  am  your 
father's  wife,'  seemed  burnt  into  his  brain.  He  listened  quietly  and 
dreamily  to  the  account  the  good  minister  gave  of  this  long  interval  of 
years,  and  then  asked  for  a  looking-glass.  One  was  placed  before  him, 
and  tot  a  moment  he  gazed  eagerly  at  the  poor  withered,  white-haired 
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dd  man  who  looked  60  mournfully  out  at  him,  and  then  murmuring, 
*  O  God,  have  mercy ! '  he  sank  back  upon  his  pillow,  covered  his  face 
with  his  hands,  and  died.  Hope,  youth,  love,  beauty,  all  gone  :  in  that 
terrible  moment  what  was  left  for  him  but  to  die  ? 

What  a  strange,  bewildering  dream  life  must  have  seemed  to  him  in 
that  last  solemn  hour,  and  what  a  world  of  remembrances  and  of 
anguish  must  have  rushed  upon  him  llien !  No  words  can  venture  to 
portray  the  feelings  of  that  poor  stricken  heart.  Forty  years  of  mere 
blank  existence,  then  a  few  hours  of  such  intense  feeling,  and  then 

'A  LinxB  fold  of  bands, 
A  little  drop  of  sands. 
And  the  fluttering  spirit  stands 
Beyond  the  Tab,  Tictorioua.' 


TO         A         HUSQUITO. 

AvAUKT  I  ye  wee  bit  croonin'  thing, 
Tiiat  comes  wi^  melancholious  wing, 
Sair  Bhadows  o  'er  my  dreams  to  flmg, 

An'  start  my  rest ; 
ril  warrant  now  ye  thinks  ye  sing 

As  guid  '0  the  best  I 

Te  spin  sae  noisy  'yont  my  bed, 

An*  then  oome  skirling  round  my  head, 

My  quiverin'  winkers  yerk  wi'  dread 

0'  your  slee  bite : 
Ye  ne'er-do-weel  I  I  'd  see  ye  dead 

Wi'  sic  delight ! 

There,  sklentin'  'gainst  my  nose  ye  go, 
An'  whiles  a  mighty  skelp  I  throw, 
Ye  're  jinkin'  like  some  dastard  foe, 

Baith  slee  and  fell ; 
I  aimed  to  crush  ye,  stick  and  stow, 

But  hurt  myad '. 

Alack  I  alack  I  it 's  aye  the  fate 
0'  them  that 's  made'  disconsolate, 
Wi'  rantin'  000&  0'  town  or  state, 

By  unco  hap ; 
Ilk  blow  on  any  beastie  's  pate 

Hits  Ihem  a  rap. 

Weel,  sin'  ye  mean  no  rest  for  me, 
Ye  maun  a  moralizer  be ; 
As  fn'  the  warld  around  I  see 

0'  waes  and  blights, 
As  i'  the  mom  my  face  will  be 

0'  'skeetcr'  bites. 

An'  whiles  a-dozin',  I  infer 
That  he 's  the  true  philosopher 
Wha  'U  na  for  sma'  misfortunes  stir 

At  ony  rate ; 
And  gangs  through  trouble's  tiiickest  blur 

Wi'  cheerfu'  gate,  vbbot  mou. 
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When  young  Van  Tramp,  the  grand-nephew  of  the  Patroon,  on  his 
return  from  Paris  gave  ub  that  little  dinner  at  Delmonico's  in  celebra- 
tion of  the  event  —  a  quiet  affair  of  half-dozen  ;  it  was  in  the  dog- 
days,  and  the  family  were  at  Newport,  where  he  was  to  join  them  next 
day  —  which  of  us  would  have  ventured  to  predict  the  events  that 
have  since  transpired  ? 

If  we  did  not  drink  healths,  our  'host  pledged  some  body  in  a  silent 
bumper,  and  most  of  us  knew  it  was  no  body  he  would  be  likely  to  see 
next  day  at  Newport,  but  Signora  Vermicelli,  the  celebrated  danseuse, 
old  enough  to  be  his  mamma,  but  as  youthful  in  looks  as  my  friend, 
almost ;  whom  he  had  adored  in  Paris,  and  in  whose  society  he  hoped 
to  be  for  ever  blessed  —  those  were  his  words  —  so  soon  as  die  paternal 
consent  could  be  obtained.  I  looked  at  my  voung  friend,  whose  flax- 
colored  moustache  had  the  consistency  of  down,  and  who  certainly 
ought  to  have  been  in  leading-strings,  with  some  compassion  and  more 
curiosity  ;  for  I  knew  that  the  paternal  consent  never  would  be  given, 
and  that  after  a  scene,  perhaps,  and  a  long  fit  of  the  blues,  the  young 
gentleman  would  console  himself  with  a  country-woman  distinguished 
for  beauty,  or  money,  or  both,  if  fortune  favored,  and  not  be  burdened 
with  a  wife  speaking  shocking  English,  and  whose  face  would  be  one 
thing  in  a  baU-room  and  another  in  their  bridal-chamber,  and  whose 
show  of  cosmetics  would  doubtless  have  disgusted  him  before  the  end 
of  the  honey-moon.  It  would  not  have  done  to  have  said  these  things ; 
for  the  young  fellow  had,  as  he  thought,  discovered  in  his  Vermicelli 
the  woman  afler  our  own  hearts  we  are  all  in  search  of,  and  to  have 
doubted  this  or  the  unalterable  nature  of  his  attachment  would  have 
been  to  sacrifice  our  friendship  out  of  hand.  So  I  sat  and  quietly 
smoked  my  segar,  while  amusing  myself  with  the  thought  of  how  my 
young  friend  on  the  morrow,  or  at  most  the  next  day,  for  his  impatience 
would  know  no  curb,  would  blurt  out  the  state  of  his  affections  to  that 
purse-proud,  obstinate  old  fellow.  Van  Trump,  Senior,  and  how  there- 
upon there  would  be  a  great  row,  which,  as  the  elder  Van  is  as  fiery 
and  swears  as  much,  if  in  better  presidential  English,  as  any  man  of 
his  Dutch  ancestry,  would  come  to  the  ears  of  the  occupant  of  the  next 
rooms  through  the  thin  partition  very  likely,  and  so  get  wind  all  over  the 
place.  Subsequent  to  which,  when  my  friend  here  would  go  about  with 
a  distracted  air,  namely,  with  a  tie  of  no  character  to  his  neck-cloth, 
caring  neither  for  morning  muslins  nor  riding  habits  ;  or  when  he  would 
stand  with  a  frown  upon  that  youthful  brow  and  folded  arms  at  the 
ball-room  door  or  window,  gazing  gloomily  in  upon  the  wearers  of  those 
forenoon  simplicities,  in  costumes  which  would  more  forcibly  recall  the 
graces  of  his  beloved  and  for-erver  lost  one,  would  not  every  body  amuse 
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themselves  at  his  expense,  and  declare  it  was  a  pity  he  had  not  mar- 
ried the  signora  and  never  come  home  at  all  ? 

But  the  fun  of  the  thing  will  he,  I  reflected,  when  he  comes  to  look 
upon  himself  once  again  as  a  marrying  man,  having  ceased  all  on  a 
sudden  to  talk  of  his  Contessa,  the  lady  is  titled  ;  or  perhaps  he  may 
lament  that  angel  to  the  last,  and  regard  his  future  marriage  as  a  self- 
sacrifice,  a' duty  owed  to  his  family  smd  posterity.  1  wonder  who  the 
fair  creature  innll  he,  1  thought,  and  how  old  she  will  be  this  time  ! 
Ha !  ha !  I  would  lay  an  even  wager  that  if  he  does  marry  within  the 
year  it  will  be  a  woman  double  his  age,  maturity  has  such  a  naive 
charm  for  these  youngsters ;  but  if  he  wait  five  years  or  so,  most  likely 
he  will  wed  more  rationally  ;  and  if  he  delays  longer  still,  say  ten*  or 
fifteen,  or  seventeen  circles  of  our  planet,  who  knows  but  the  lovely 
Mrs.  YsjL  may  be  some  body  bom  last  year,  or  year  befiure,  or  to-night 
for  the  matter  of  that  ?  Stranger  things  happen,  to  be  sure.  Let 's  see. 
Here's  my  precious  young  fnend  who  has  seen  Paris  and  the  ele- 
phant—  no,  the  Countess  Vermicelli  and  the  elephant — conjointly, 
and  who  is  not,  I  should  say,  more  than  nineteen  or  twenty.  Now 
if  Miss  What  Vher^name  be  bom  in  the  present  year,  twenty,  and 
let  us  say  seventeen,  she  will  prove  a  youtibful  bride,  but  not  at  all  too 
yoimg  for  a  man  of  thirty-five  or  seven,  mil  you  marry  her  ?  Will 
such  be  your  matrimonisl  fate,  young  Van  ?  I  mentally  asked,  sucking 
my  segax  very  hard,  and  eyeing  my  host  curiously. 

'  Oh  !  come  I '  said  the  object  of  my  reverie,  breaking  in  upon  my 
train  of  thoughts,  though  of  course  knowing  nothing  of  them, '  what 
are  you  staring  at  me  in  that  curious  way  fw,  old  fellow?  Don't  you 
see  they  have  all  slipped  away  to  the  opera  and  elsewh^e  and  left  ua 
two  alone.  As  you  are  a  good  fellow  and  have  not  followed  suit, 
(knowing  what  a  weight  I  have  upon  my  nund,)  I  will  reward  your 
fidelity  by  showing  you  what  1  told  you  a  fib  about  the  other  day  and 
said  I  had  not  got.  1  hadn't  it  at  the  time  though,  you  know,  &r  I 
was  getting  a  co]^  of  it  made  by  an  artist,  in  case  things  should  turn 
out  idl  wrong  down  at  Newport,  and  the  governor  demand  my  credenr 
tials.  I  tell  you  what,'  young  Van  said,  knowingly,  stnddng  his  downy 
moustache,  '  the  governor  has  every  dollar  in  his  own  hands,  to  do  with 
as  he  choses,  and  as  1  never  would  give  up  the  original,  it 's  safest  to 
have  a  copy  you  know  all  ready  to  surrender.  Oh !  I  anticipate  a 
brush ;  you  know  the  governor  is  so  fiery  and  c^nionated :  but  we  men 
of  the  world  understand  how  to  manage  snoh  afiairs,  do  n*t  we  ? ' 

Was  it  chance,  or  was  it  fate  blindly  groping  like  a  plant  in  a  cellar 
toward  the  light,  that  took  us  that  same  night  by  the  door  of  a  fine 
house  in  a  fas&onable  quarter !  For  the  si&e  of  our  immediate  sue- 
cessors  let  us  say  it  was  not  in  the  Fifth  Avenue,  for  that  street  Mrs. 
C.  Fysh  says  very  truly  is  getting  extremely  low  and  not  at  all  the 
thing.  Mrs.  Fysh,  you  know,  is  the  daughter  of  an  apple-woman  ;  but 
then  she  is  the  heiress  of  Fysh  the  money-broker,  who  prudently  died 
after  marrying  her,  which  established  her  claim,  and  so  old  Goody 
Two-shoes,  widi  her  stall  and  short  pipe^  has  become  a  myth  already. 

The  house,  as  already  stated,  is  a  fioe  one ;  and  its  elaborated  front, 
illumined  by  the  gas-light,  caught  the  attention  of  yoong  Van,  who 
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said  'Hullo!'    and  begged  to  know  —  having  become  somewhat   a 

stranger  in  his  native  city  —  who  the  d 1  this  pile  belonged  to? 

'Some  intruder  into  our  set/  my  aristocratical  fnend  added,  with 
hauteur. 

'  It  is  the  property  of  Mr.  McKrell,  the  alderman  and  millionaire, 
^^-millionaire  for  aught  I  know/  I  made  answer,  with  the  reverence 
in  my  voice,  I  hope,  due  to  great  wealth. 

But  my  young  companion,  who  has  little  reverence  in  his  soul  fiir 
any  thing,  and  I  am  afraid  had  drunk  a  little  more  of  the  iced  punch 
where  we  had  last  been  than  was  quite  good  for  him,  would  not  stir 
until  I  had  satisfied  his  curiosity  farther.  '  What  ?  it  ain't  the  fish-mon- 
ger, is  it  r  said  he. 

*  No  ;  but  I  believe  his  father  was  a  —  some  way  concerned  in  that 
branch  of  commerce,'  I  was  obliged  to  admit ;  upon  which  little  Van 
broke  into  a  laugh. 

*  Why,  he 's  to  be  my  father-in-law  if  I  obey  my  aunt  Bo,'  be  com- 
municated in  a  tipsy  whisper.  *  Ain't  it  funny  ?  You  know  aunt  Bo : 
rich  as  CrGBSus  and  a  dragoon  in  appearance,  by  Jove !  Breaks  her  leg  at 
Mac's  door,  and  is  taken  in  and  nursed  for  a  couple  of  months,  and  out 
of  gratitude  she  makes  a  vow  to  marry  me  to  the  daughter  or  leave  her 
money  to  a  hospital.  She's  too  democratical  for  my  use  and  be 
hanged  to  her ! '  says  the  nephew  in  a  sudden  fit  of  indignation. 

*  The  deuce  ! '  cried  I ;  *  why  you  never  mentioned  all  this !  When 
did  you  learn  it,  and  what 's  her  Christian  name  ? ' 

*  How  should  I  know  ? '  answered  Van  rather  peevishly.  *  Old  Bo ' — 
thb  was  his  irreverent  way  of  naming  that  estimable  lady  —  *  wrote  to 
me  at  Paris  about  the  upsetting  of  the  carriage  and  the  rest.  But  I 
wrote  her  back  I  was  in  love  already  —  with  my  coimtess,  you  know, 
but  I  did  n't  say  who  it  was  —  and  would  marry  whom  I  liked.  These 
old  women  must  put  their  fingers  in  every  pie.  I  abominate  them ! ' 
said  Van,  sucking  hard  at  his  segar. 

'  Well,  your  aunt  has  n't  built  a  hospital  yet,  at  least  it  has  n't  got 
into  the  papers  that  she  has,'  I  returned  with  a  grin,  '  and  she  is  at 
Saratoga  now,  and  the  McKrells  too,  by  George !  now  that  I  come  to 
think  of  it.  Suppose  you  go  there  after  paying  your  respects  to  your 
governor  —  incog.,  you  know,  under  the  domino  of  that  magnificent 
moustache  which  you  sport.  Or  stay ;  no  doubt  they  will  look  in  at 
Newport  and  find  you  there,  which  will  do  as  well,  and  afibrd  you  an 
opportunity  of  studying  the  personnel  of  the  future  Mrs.  Van  Trump 
through  the  ball-room  windows  before  being  presented  in  form.  Miss 
Georgiana  is  rather  ug  —  not  so  pretty  as  she  might  be,  but  she  is  so 
clever  ;  she  will  cut  you  up  as  fine  as  mince-meat  in  a  trice.' 

•Will  she  ? '  cried  my  young  friend  in  a  passion,  and  flung  away  his 
segar  with  such  emphasis  that  I  saw  plainly  there  was  little  hope  for  the 
lady,  though  she  had  been  worth  a  plum  twice  over.  But  there  is 
another  Miss  McKrell,  I  thought,  just  from  boarding-school  too,  and 
verv  pretty  I  've  heard,  and  would  have  said  so  but  for  a  sudden  idea 
which  flashed  across  my  brain.  Shall  I  tell  him  ?  No,  I  won't!  Time 
will  show,  I  soliloquized,  smihng  to  myself,  for  I  love  a  clever  plot. 

'  Come  now ! '  said  little  Van,  who  thought  I  was  laughing  at  him, 
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bat  does  not  bear  malice,  and  had  already  got  tbe  better  of  his  veza- 
tion,  *  have  done,  that 's  a  good  fellow !  You  know  if  there  were  any 
reason  in  it  you  might  plague  me  for  ever.  But  where 's  the  joke  ?  I  'U 
never  marry  any  body  but  the  Countess  Vermicelli,  if  she  will  have 
me,  and  as  for  coupling  a  Scotch  McKrell  with  a  Van  Trump,  Sir, 
the  thing  is  preposterous.  Why  can't  they  marry  among  themselves, 
eh? '  asked  the  heir  of  the  Vans,  plaintively,  '  and  leave  me  alone  f ' 

'  Oh !  yes,  there  *8  Mrs.  Fysh,  and  young  Codd,  her  heir,  the  height 
of  the  fashion,  whose  trowsers  display  even  greater  stripes  upon  them 
than  yours  can  boast,  my  young  friend  ;  and  then  there  would  be  a  new 
spawn  of  our  aristocracy,  eh  !  d'  ye  take  f ' 

'  Oh !  of  course  I  do ;  McKrell  and  Fysh  ! '  quoth  my  friend,  honor- 
ing the  bon  mat,  which  was  suited  to  his  capacity  and  taste ;  and  there- 
upon  we  parted,  to  meet  some  ten  days  later  at  Newport,  whither  little 
Van  went  next  morning  to  embrace  his  &mily. 

I  was  seated  in  my  room  in  the  '  Ocean '  one  hot  forenoon  enjoying 
the  national  otiv/nt  sine  dignitatem  with  my  feet  elevated  upon  the 
window-sill,  drowsily  listening  to  the  roar  of  the  surf,  and  turning  the 
leaves  of  Punchy  when  T.  Tulip  Van  Trump,  Esquire,  entered.  His 
cravat  had  not  the  elegant  tie  habitual  to  it,  and  he  had  evidently 
waxed  his  moustache  less  frequently  of  late  than  usual.  '  Well,  my 
boy,'  said  I,  yawning,  *  who  are  you  in  love  with  now  ?  Ten  days  are 
enough  to  change  one's  mind  ten  times  over.' 

'A  man  loves  but  once,'  retorted  that  precocious  man  of  the  world, 
lententiously,  and  took  a  chair  with  a  sigh. 

'AH  up  with  the  signora?'  said  I  inquiringly.  Tulip  shook  his 
head. 

'  What  I  the  governor  do  vHt  consent  to  the  alliance  ? ' 

'  No ! '  said  Tulip,  with  another  sigh.  And  having  established  him- 
self at  the  other  window  with  a  like  regard  to  nationality  as  myself,  tilted 
back  his  chair  on  its  hind  legs  and  gave  his  soul  over  to  sombre  musing. 
'  Oh !  well ! '  thought  I,  observing  this  over  my  left  shoulder, '  if  you  've 
no  mind  to  be  communicative  you  are  welcome  to  do  as  you  choose, 
you  know.'  But  it  was  not  the  nature  of  the  youngster  to  remain  long 
mute. 

'  I  am  the  most  miserable  fellow  on  earth,'  he  said  presently  ;  *  I 
don't  know  what  to  make  of  it  all,  and  some  how  I  begin  to  feel  that 
insurmountable  obstacles  are  gathering  between  my  —  my  Vermicelli 
and  me.  I  take  out  her  likeness,  bcah  of  them  I  should  say,  nightly, 
and  regard  them  with  tearful  eyes.  Do  n't  laugh  at  me,  old  fellow,'  he 
added  deprecatingly,  '  but  tell  us  what  to  do.' 

'  Tou  precious  little  humbug ! '  said  I  in  return,  *  what  do  you  mean 
by  haunting  a  watering-place  with  such  a  face  and  cravat-tie  as  that? 
You  a  man  of  the  world !  Tou  are  a  milk-sop  rather,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  the  laughing-stock  of  every  soul  in  the  place.' 

'  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  You  —  you  shall  hear  from  me.  Sir  V 
my  young  friend  cried  in  a  rage,  bouncing  up  and  seizing  his  hat  '  Con- 
found the  lock  r  he  said  immediately  after.  '  Will  you  have  the  kind- 
ness to  open  your  door  for  me,  Sir  ?  ' 

At  which  polite  speech  I  broke  out  laughing ;  &r  the  truth  was,  the 
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knob  iras  wantiiig,  and  it  required  aome  time  and  practice  to  efiect  an 
exit ;  and  I  knew  it.  *  Poob !  poob ! '  said  I,  *  do  n't  be  angry.  Come, 
sbake  bands  and  be  friends,  and  tell  us  all  about  it.  Of  course,  you 
know  I  never  abuse  you  except  for  your  good — do  I  ? ' 

'  I  do vlX  believe  you  ever  do,'  Tulip  answered,  somewhat  dubiously ; 
be  was  not  apt  to  bear  malice,  and  bis  passion  was  quickly  over. 
'  Only  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  bead,  and  I  vnU  tell  you,'  he  said : 
*  and  I  say,  old  fellow,  give  us  your  advice,  will  you  ? ' 

*  Of  course,'  said  I,  gravely  ;  *  advice  is  a  thing  always  adopted.  Gro 
on  ;  but  no  sentiment,  mind  you,  or  we  shall  quarrel  again.  Sentiment 
in  the  dog-days  I '  I  growled,  unbuttoning  my  vest,  and  using  Punch  for 
a  fan. 

*  Well,'  began  little  Van,  with  a  smile  this  time,  *  you  know  I  came 
down  heze  anticipating  an  explosion,  and  prepared  to  relinquish  the 
copy  of  my  signora's  miniature,  if  need  were,  but  to  hold  on  to  the  ori- 
ginal. You  see  I  —  a-am  not  of  age  yet,'  he  added,  rather  sheepishly, 
and  superfluously  too,  and  my  governor  might  cut  me  off  with  a  shill- 
ing if  he  chose.  But  for  that,  I  believe  I  dbould  have  married  her  out 
of  hand,  and  not  have  come  home  at  all ;  at  least  not  for  the  present 
Do  you  know  she  thought  of  that  first,  when  1  was  pressing  for  our 
early  union,  and  tenderly  declared  she  would  '  nevare,  nevare  be  the 
occasion  of  my  losing  the  parental  esteem  * :  dear  creature !  What  are 
you  grinning  at  ? ' 

<  Nothing,'  said  I.    *  Go  on.' 

'  Well,  when  I  had  saluted  Maanan  and  Azalia,  and  given  them  the 
trifles  1  had  brought  for  each,  and  to  man  pere  a  magniBcent  segai^ 
case  —  what  a  good  thing  it  is  he  don't  take  after  his  Dutch  ancestry 
and  smoke  a  short  pipe,  ain't  it  ? ' 

'  Oh  !  quite  a  comfort. ! ' 

'  —  studded  with  brilliants,  and  engraved  with  a  view  of  St.  Cloud, 
which  I  saw  gratified  him  amazingly,  as  evidencing  economy  in  other 
ways  in  the  duabursement  of  my  allowance  abroad.' 

I '  You  little  scamp  1  I  saw  the  identical  thing  in  the  show-case  of 
Ball,  Black,  and  Company,  and  you  know  you  got  it  there  on  ttc,'  was 
my  thought.) 

'  —  After  making  myself  quite  popular  all  around,  I  may  say,  what 
do  I  do  but  march  the  old  gentleman  down  to  the  beach  for  privacy,  yoa 
understand,  feeling  sure  (^  the  governor's  swearing  horribly,  and  per 
baps  losing  my  own  temper  in  ti^e  meUet  early  one  fine  morning,  and 
pop  it  all  out  in  a  breath.' 

*  Good !  en  avant !  as  we  say  on  the  continent.' 

*■  Why,  of  course,  you  know  I  thought  there  was  to  be  a  scene  and 
the  deuce  to  pay,  and  —  a — I  was  not  quite  prepared  for  what  actually 
resulted.  I  say,  old  fellow,  I  could  have  battled  all  day  for  my  right 
to  make  my  own  matrimonial  choice,  or  maintained  the  superior  beaulj 
and  perfection  —  of  course  I  could  —  of  the  Signora  Vermicelli  against 
all  the  world.  But,  by  Jove !  to  think  that  after  I  had  run  on  for  half 
an  hour  or  thereabouts  in  a  florid  style  of  eloquence,  the  governor  smok- 
ing  the  matinal  segar  meanwhile,  and  ofieringno  word  of  remonstrance 
in  any  shape,  and  I  had  been  m  that  way  encouraged,  I  rather  belieTe 
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DOW,  topQe  it  an,  axul  had  wrought  up  my  feehnga  to  that  piteh  which 
makes  it  imperative  on  a  man  to  do  or  be  done  for,  the  goyemor  merely 
knocked  the  aahea  off  his  segar  and  said,  flourishing  his  gold-headed 
cane  in  quite  ti  inYeaaile  W9j,  and,  as  tf  there  had  b^  a  iiead  Mence 
preceding  his  remark^  mind  you  : 

'  Fine  morning,  my  hoy.  Glad  you  do  n't  smoke  as  much  as  I'  do, 
and  so  can  inhale  the  refreshing  searair.  By  George !  you  tempt  me 
to  wacke  more  than  ever  by  this  splendid  gift  of  yours,  (parenthetically 
taldng  it  out  and  lighting  a  fresh  weed  from  it.)  The  sea-breeze,  taken 
betimes,  I  am  told  is  admirable  for  the  digestion,  restores  the  circular 
tion,  expands  the  chest,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  gives  me  an  amazing 
appetite.  Hullo  !  did  you  see  that  flounder  bounce  out  of  his  dementi 
There  he  goes  again  I ' 

I  answered  something  incoherent.  Hang  it !  I  believe  I  must  have 
looked  hke  a  fiwl.  What  the  deuce  was  I  to  say  ?  By  Jove !  it  was 
the  coolest  thing  I  ever  listened  to.  At  first  I  was  inclined  to  believe 
it  was  all  sham  to  gain  time,  and  wa&ed  along  in  awful  anticipation 
of  a  storm  after  all  this  fine  weather.  But  no,  I  never  saw  the  governor 
in  better  spirits  or  mare  diatty.  By  Jove  !  it  was  well  he  was,  for  not 
one  word  did  I  utter  thereafter.  From  being  perplexed  and  not  know- 
ing what  to  make  of  it,  I  got  in  a  rage  and  sullen,  and  so  went  home, 
mon  pere  bemgnly  ignorant,  so  it  would  appear,  that  any  thing  had 
gone  amiss,  or  that  our  stroll  had  been  characterized  by  any  great  dis- 
closure. The  whdle  of  them  are  so,  the  old  lady  being  the  only  one 
who  showed  any  consciousness,  by  bridling  a  little  when  I  talked  glibly 
of  my  foreign  (to  be)  wife.  For  you  must  know  1  tried  that  on  too. 
I  consented  to  lay  aside  my  native  bashfulness,  by  Jove  !  and  to  talk  as 
if  the  thing  were  all  settled.  But,  would  you  believe  it  ?  even  Azalia 
is  not  to  be  tempted  into  showing  the  least  curiosity,  though,  hang  it ! 
I  know  they  are  burning  to  say  something.  They  listen,  to  be  sure,  or 
at  least  do  nH  stop  their  ears  or  run  away ;  but  if  I  were  to  say  I  had 
met  Smith  down  tovm,  or  Brovm  in  the  steamer,  or  remarked  that  the 
day  was  sun-shiny  or  rainy,  as  the  case  might  be,  they  would  have 
evmced  more  interest  in  the  intelligence,  I  am  sure.  The  truth  is,  I 
came  down  red-hot,  and  anticipating  falling  into  a  powder  magazine, 
you  know,  but  nothing  has  ensued,  and —  I  might  as  well  confess  it 
first  as  last  —  1  begin  to  &el  uncomfortably  chilled  by  my  reception ; 
wouldn't  you,  old  fellow? ' 

*  Of  course  I  would.    Well?' 

'  Well,  that 's  all.  There  is  nothing  to  hang  a  complaint  or  sense  of 
wrong  on,  by  Jove  I  tot  there  is  no  opposition.  No  body  says  any  thing 
contra,  and  no  heed  is  taken  of  what  I  wj  pro.  There  is  no  excite- 
ment of  any  kind,  you  know,  which  is  the  chief  aggravation  to  my 
mind,  and  when  I  pull  out  my  beloved  miniature,  I  remember  there  are 
tiDO  of  them,  confound  it !  and  the  thing  takes  a  ridiculous  tum.' 

'  Why  don't  you  bum  one,  or  hang  it  round  your  pointer's  neck, 
by  a  blue  ribbon,  eh!  it  will  present  a  new  version  of  *Like  me  like 
my  dog.' ' 

But  as  my  young  friend  seemed  disinclined  to  notice  my  counsel,  and 
with  his  elbows  oa  the  window-sill  and  his  head  between  his  hands, 
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appeared  lost  in  a  reverie,  I  took  occasion  to  review  the  little  incident 
he  had  mentioned,  coupled  with  other  events,  while  igniting  a  match 
against  the  wall.  *  What  a  precious  old  £>x  Van,  Senioir  is,  to  be  sure ! ' 
I  mused,  with  a  burst  of  involuntary  admiration ; '  his  abilities  are  quite 
wasted  in  private  hfe  \  Of  course  this  afiair  of  little  Tulip's  is  kHled 
off;  for  what  lover  would  survive  under  a  perpetual  shower-bath.  I 
would  lay  an  even  vrager  that  young  ape  Prunelle,  who  came  home  a 
steamer  in  advance  of  this  enamored  youngster,  had  told  the  whole  stoiy 
beforehand,  and  old  Van  Trump,  bless  his  honest  heart  I  laid  his  injuno* 
tions  upon  the  womankind  accordingly.  I  diould  not  wonder  if 
Madame  or  Signora  what  's-her-name  Vermicelli,  were  forgotten  in  a 
fortnight.  I  ^ould  not  wonder,'  said  I  aloud,  leaning  back,  with  my 
thumbs  in  the  arm-holes  of  my  vest,  and  tranquilly  regarding  the  blue 
incense  clouds  of  my  segar,  *  to  hear  the  history  of  a  new  attachment 
from  your  truth-telling  lips,  my  youthful  Lothario,  say  in  ten  days,  or 
thereabouts.' 

'  No,'  returned  Tulip,  shaking  his  head  despondingly,  and  still  staring 
out  of  window,  *  the  world  contains  but  one  woman  for  me ;  but  one 

whose  fate  I  feel — I  —  a  —  yes,  by  Jove,  it  is!    What  the  d 1 

brings  her  here  now,  I  should  like  to  know.    Deuce  take  it !  I  thought 

I  was  safe  for  three  veeeks  at  least,  and  then '  little  Tan  said, 

breaking  off  on  a  sudden,  and  retiring  precipitately  from  the  window 
with  a  face  of  alarm. 

*  Who,  not  the  Countess,  eh  ? '  cried  I  laughing ;  and  putting  my  head 
out,  beheld  a  tall  lady  superintending  the  transfer  of  a  number  of  trunks 
from  a  travelling-carriage  with  truly  masculine  energy,  about  whom 
dallied  and  trotted,  with  every  apparent  effort  ta  please,  no  less  a  per- 
sonage than  the  pompous  and  —  shall  1  say  ? — ratiier  punchy  Oeneral 
Cornelius  Van  Trump,  poking  the  articles  enumerated  with  his  gold- 
headed  cane,  and  occasionally  turning  to  some  one  within  doors,  but 
whom  I  could  not  see,  from  my  position,  with  that  flourishing  politeness 
tar  which  the  old  aristocrat  is  famous. 

'  By  all  that's  funny ! '  cried  I,  looking  at  young  Van,  and  much 
amused  by  his  dismayed  expression,  '  the  nabob  —  and  childless  —  Mrs. 
Bobbinet !  In  other  words,  and  as  in  the  simplicity  of  her  heart  she 
loves  to  be  called,  your  aunt  Bo  1 ' 

<  I  thay,'  whispered  Prunelle  in  my  ear  that  night  in  the  ball-room  ; 
Prunelle  lisps  (intentionally)  and  is  otherwise  a  puppy ;  but  one  need 
not  tell  one's  acquaintance  all  one  thinks  of  them;  and  I  believe  Pru- 
nelle has  an  esteem  for  me,  if  he  does  consider  me  rather  slow.  '  I 
thay,  did  you  know  the  McKrells  have  arrived  ?  and,  I  thay,  Mrs.  Bob- 
binet, too  !     Cettefemme  terrible  f    I  believe  I  thall  cut  and  run.' 

*  No  you  won't,  while  Miss  Georgiana  Felicia  McEjrell  is  to  be 
got  for  a  partner,  and  you  have  any  hope  of — you  know  what ! '  quoth 
I,  in  my  pcnnted  way,  upon  which  Prunelle  smirked,  and  I  believe 
blushed. 

*  Oh !  hang  it! '  he  cried,  •  you  are  such  a  devil  of  an  obtherver  !  I 
did  not  think  a  thoul  thaw  me  call  on  them  thith  afternoon  —  on 
Mithtreth  McKrell  and  Mith  Geoigie,  I  mean.  Of  oourth  you  know  the 
otJier  thithter  has  been  taken  up  —  adopted,  /  believe,  curth  me  if  I 
know  why — by  Mith  Bo.' 
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I  nodded.  '  Toa  and  I  know  a  thing  or  two,  hey  Pronelle !  By  the 
way/  I  added,  with  a  sudden  thought,  *  what  do  you  say  to  a  quiet  segar 
in  my  room  to-night,  after  your  allowance  of  redowas?  We  haven't 
had  a  chat  ahout  the  munseers  since  your  return,  and  De  SiUery  will 
he  there,  I  rememher.' 

'With  great  pleathure,  my  dear  fellow,'  Pmnelle  returned  with 
alacrity,  for  the  little  scamp  has  not  forgotten,  though  he  makes  believe 
he  has,  that  his  father  was  a  tailor,  and  likes  to  be  thought  hand-and- 
glove  with  a  gentleman  bom. 

Now  I  care  nothing  for  Prunelle,  and  consider  him,  as  already  hinted, 
little  superior  to  a  well-trained  dancing-dog ;  but  a  looker-on  in  society 
like  myself,  who  does  not  dance,  has  given  up  all  idea  of  marriage  witn 
his  first  youth,  and  is  not  inclined  to  mischief-making,  cannot  be  better 
employed  than  in  playing  faithful  Mentor  to  these  young  Greeks.  It  is 
no  business  of  mine  if  my  suspicions  prove  correct ;  if  Prunelle  is  not 
able  to  hold  his  tongue  ;  and  if  one  of  these  fine  mornings  either  he  or 
my  young  fxiend  Tulip  has  an  end  put  to  his  polking  by  a  ball  in  the 
hip  or  thereabouts.  Also,  it  is  certainly  not  my  concem  that  little 
Tulip  should  or  should  not  tie  himself  to  the  castK>£r  mistress  of  the  rou6 
King  of  Congo,  and  lose  both  the  paternal  fortune  and  that  of  the  nabob, 
Mrs.  Bo.  But  of  course  it  would  distress  me,  happening  under  my  very 
eyes,  just  as  the  sight  of  either  of  them  drowning,  though  reading 
a  paragraph  to  that  efiect  in  the  morning  paper  would  not  sensibly 
diminish  my  appetite,  I  suppose.  Come  I  thought  I  —  I  will  pump  this 
youngster,  at  all  events,  and  ascertain  what  he  knows  of  little  Van's 
doings  in  Paris.  Of  course  he  will  be  able  to  tell  nothing  of  this  |7ro^%^ 
of  Ite.  Bo's ;  but  don't  it  look  — •  quoth  I,  confidentially  to  myself —  as 
if  our  surmise  was  near  the  truth  f  There  is  a  certain  interest  in  the 
pursuit  which  promises  to  repay  the  trouble.  Mrs.  Bo  is  not  the  woman 
to  do  a  thing  hastily  or  uselessly ;  and-  after  all,  it  is  from  her  conduct 
only  that  any  thing  is  to  be  gathered.  I  should  like  of  all  things  to  be 
at  hand  when  Tulip  does  his  duty  ;  the  scapegrace  will  shun  his  aunt 
if  he  can,  I  know,  but  there  is  little  likelihood  of  his  being  able  to  do 
80  for  any  length  of  time.  As  for  this  Miss  McKrell  —  if  Prunelle  be 
correct  in  his  information — I  suppose  it  is  the  same  I  remember  as  a 
school-girl  a  year  or  two  back.  This  is  her  first  season,  of  course  ;  and 
Mrs.  Bo — ynij  old  diplomatist — may  call  her  what  she  chooses,  and 
few  people  be  any  the  wiser  —  no  body  certainly  whose  society  the  Van 
Trumps  afiect. 

Dear  Mrs.  Bobbinet !  when  I  call  to  mind  her  familiar  figure,  not  at 
all  eUstingui,  though  a  haunter  of  watering-places,  but  quite  noticeable ; 
the  energy  of  character  so  apparent  in  that  staid  New-England  fiEi,ce, 
overahadowed  by  the  miraculous  lace-cap  of  which  she  is  so  fond — '  a 
regular  three-decker,'  Prunelle  once  communicated  to  me  in  a  whisper, 
whh  agrin  ;  her  prodigious  wealth  —  every  shilling  of  which  Bobbinet 
earned  with  his  own  yard-stick,  as  one  may  say  —  and  left  untrammel* 
led  to  his  better  half;  her  independent  notions ;  love  of  strategy  and 
abhorrence  of  being  tiiwarted ;  her  unbounded  patriotism ;  and  above 
all,  her  distaste  to  any  thing  which  may  be  stigmatized  as  foreign  and 
flummery,  whether  apparent  in  the  fashion  of  fashionable  little  Mrs. 
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Tomtit's  tiaiuatlantio  bonnet,  or  in  the  elegant  mannen  of  Pmnelle 
and  his  compeeiB,  late  of  Paris,  I  really  do  not  know  whether  to  procine 
her  nomination  for  the  Preadency  of  the  Womans'  Bights  AaociatiaQ, 
or  of  the  Republic  at  large. 

*  Mrs.  Bobbinet,'  said  I,  later  in  the  erening,  with  a  low  bow  to  that 
illufitrions  lady,  *  we  still  survive  under  the  wings  of  the  American 
Eagle!' 

Mrs.  Bo  smiled  graciously,  if  grimly,  and  said,  '  Toung  man,  when  I 
am  Secretary  of  State,  you  shall  have  a  dijdomatic  appointment.' 

*  Oh  no,  Mrs.  Bo,'  cried  I,  'that  would  be  selling  my  patriotism.' 
After  which  exchange  of  sentiment — amounting  to  a  fimnula,  in- 
deed, wheneyer  we  met  —  I  had  the  honor  to  be  presented  to  Miss 
Angela,  as  every  body  said  the  to-be  heixess-in-chief  of  Mrs.  Bo's  mil- 
lions, and  at  present  her  charming  proUgi, 

*  It  is  such  an  event  as  liiis,'  said  I,  in  my  gentlemanly  way,  to  that 
young  lady,  *  which  xeallv,  'pen  honor,  miJies  mie  sony  to  have  left 
polkaing  to  younger  men. 

Miss  Angela,  a  delightfully  bright  and  pretty  girl,  in  her  first  round 
of  pleasure,  at  this  darted  a  glance  at  me,  whi^,  with  a  veiy  slight 
pout  of  her  lip,  meant  to  say,  '  What  a  tease  of  a  man !  Why  yon  're 
a  mere  cipher  in  society.  Pray  talk  to  Mrs.  Bo,  will  you  f '  And 
Prunelle  coming  up  at  this  juncture,  with  hia  usual  easy  assurance,  put 
his  arm  round  her  vraist,  and  aviray  they  went. 

<  Let's  take  a  wound,'  he  had  suggested  to  his  fair  partner,  who  was 
nothing  loth,  and  I  heard  him  add,  as  ^y  set  off,  '  av^fiil  thlow,  aint 
he  ? '  to  which  the  fair  Angela  no  doubt  aaeented  in  her  heart. 

However,  as  I  am  not  of  a  jealous  temperament,  and  prefer,  on  the 
whole,  to  speak  well  of  my  friends  behind  their  backs,  I  only  smiled 
and  turned  to  Mrs.  Bobbinet. 

*  Dear  Mrs.  Bo,'  said  I,  *  when  I  regard  these  young  men  of  fiahion, 
what  exultation  do  I  feel  in  the  thought  that  I  behold  the  wing-feadien,  ao 
to  say,  of  our  great  American  Eagle  —  the  actual  pinions  upon  whioh  oar 
fame  is  wafted  across  seas  to  distant  lands.  Prunelle  has  returned  home 
to  dazzle,  and  Paris  is  no  doubt  under  a  cloud.  Little  Mrs.  Tomtit  has 
never  seen  Niagara,  but  she  haa  the  dueen,  which  is  a  great  deal  more 
to  talk  about.  From  both,  no  doubt,  opinions  have  been  formed  of  onr 
social  state  quite  flattering  to  our  national  vanity.  Indeed,  with  our 
still  great  forests  for  a  back*ground  to  onr  civilization,  how  could  we 
appear  otherwise  than  half-civilized  ?  The  fore-ground  wants  a  little 
more  vamiah,  you  know,  to  bring  it  out,  as  painten  say,  befere  it  ean 
make  much  of  a  figure — some  French  polish,  perhaps.  Is  not  that  the 
reason  why  Lord  Clarendon  proposes— -with  the  help  of  his  imperial 
Majesty  over  the  Channel  —  to  arrange  our  Western  afiairs  of  state  when 
the  Eastern  question  shall  have  been  settled?  Kind,  isn't  it!  Tell 
me,  dear  Mrs.  Bo,  was  it  not  the  real  cause  of  the  exclusion  of  our 
minister  at  St.  James'  fimn  Parliament  on  the  occasion  of  the  dneen's 
speech  ?  You  remember,  my  dear  Madam,  it  was  you  yourself  who 
characterized  aa  '  flummery'  the  court  style  of  our  foreign  ambaaaadorB, 
long  be£>re  the  issue  of  tiie  Secretar3r's  circular.  Simple  black — I 
wear  myself,  finr  the  most  part — was  justly  said  by  Count  Neaaalrode 
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to  be  our  cooit  dieai,  and  as  nach  entitled  to  leqpect,  and  should  lia^e 
been  bo  mamtained  by  our  repzesentatiTe  at  St.  James',  bad  he  under- 
stood wbat  is  always  due  to  one's  self  and  coontiy.  I  own  I  blushed  a 
little  myself  when  I  read  the  paragraph  relating  to  that  8elf-in£icted 
indignity.  After  all,  then,'  miued  I,  *  it  i^  Jocko,  familiar  with  the 
saw-dust,  tricked  off  in  feathen  and  finery,  and  disporting  himself  as 
taught  to  do,  and  in  constant  dread  of  the  ring-master's  ladi,  whom  we 
are  to  admire  with  the  children  ;  and  not  Jocko  the  free  and  fearless^ 
who  grimaces  at  the  world  at  large  from  the  tops  of  his  native  trees, 
uses  his  prehensile  tail  as  Nature  instructs  him,  to  bridge  oyer  formi- 
daUe  torrents,  and  otherwise  when  and  where  he  will,  pulls  from  his 
neighbor's  orchards  the  apfdes  of  the  Heqperides  to  cram  his  individual 
pouch  I' 

'  Bless  my  soul ! '  cried  Mrs.  Bobbinet  on  a  sudden ;  she  had  been 
honoring  me  with  pro&und  attention,  and  had  uttered  *  poh !  poh  I ' 
quite  emphatically  when  the  patronage  (d  Lord  Clarendon  came  to  be 
named.  'Bless  my  soul  I  it's  that  jackanapes — yes,  it  must  be  my 
nephew,  Van  Trump !  The  mustache  thing  on  his  face  and  tomfoolery 
together,  give  him  the  air  of  a — a  little  Frenchman.  I  wonder  if  the 
scapegrace  is  coming  to  do  his  duty,'  Mrs.  Bo  concluded,  evidently 
divided  between  the  wish  then  and  there  to  take  the  youngster  to  her 
arms,  and  the  equally  strong  desire  to  evince  a  just  sense  of  tiiat  truant's 
misdeeds  abroad. 

'  Why,'  said  I,  in  answer,  '  he  certainly  does  look  foreign  in  his  get- 
tisg-np  —  more  Prenchy  than  the  Frenchman  with  whom  he  is  stand- 
ing, Fleur  de  Sillery,  the  exquisite  and  attach^  ;  fine  fellow,  though,  and 
quite  a  delightful  companion  Sillery  is  ;  rather  frothy,  but  quite  spark- 
ling, especially  at  table.  As  for  their  commg  this  way,  they  cannot 
help  themselves,  you  see.'  And  indeed  while  I  was  yet  speaking  the 
column  of  dancers  bore  down  upon  them  in  such  manner  as  to  drive 
them  in,  as  it  were,  upon  the  outposts,  and  within  arm's-reach  of  our 
position. 

'  My  dear  Van,'  I  whispered  over  Us  shoulder,  '  here  is  your  aunt 
dying  to  embrace  you.' 

*The  devil!  where!'  Yan  returned  unguardedly,  and  wheeling 
about,  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Mrs.  Bo,  who,  having  overheard 
the  exclamation,  received  his  salutation  following  with  a  very  dignified 
elevation  of  the  chin. 

'  Tou  little  fool ! '  thought  I,  *  and  your  aunt  worth  a  million  and 
a  half!' 

Sillery  was  showing  hiB  teeth,  too,  apart ;  he  has  a  rather  unpleasant 
way  of  doing  so,  his  teeth  being  uimaturally  white  and  his  mustache 
jet-black. 

The  event  might  have  been  awkward,  but  the  redowa  broke  up  just 
ihen.  Van  had  the  good  sense  or  presence  of  mind  to  say  something 
rapidly  aside  to  Mrs.  Bobbinet  in  the  confusion,  which  caused  the  old 
lady  to  suspend  the  lecture  I  have  no  doubt  she  was  meditating,  and 
restored  harmony. 

Miss  Angela,  too,  came  up  all  flushed  and  panting,  looking  like  a 
charming  bacchante,  but  quite  equal  to  the  German  cotillon. 
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'  How  warm  it  is  here,  dear  me  I '  cried  she,  glancing  out  of  the  cor- 
ners of  her  gipsy-like  eyes,  first  at  Van,  who  had  been  just  presented, 
and  was  looking  at  her  critically,  I  thought,  and  then  at  Fleur  de  Sil- 
lery,  who  was  in  the  act  of  slipping  away. 

*  Oh  I  of  courth  —  allow  me,'  little  Prunelle  said,  taking  her  fan  and 
bestowing  the  better  portion  of  its  enjoyment  upon  himself —  a  usual 
trick  of  his — '  number  one,  firthj  you  know,'  he  would  say  aside  with 
a  grin. 

Sillery  came  back.  '  What  a  vision  of  loveliness  I '  he  exclaimed  in 
my  ear ;  his  English,  by  the  way,  is  perfectly  unexceptionable.  '  Ye 
gcds !  she  is  like  a  nymph  in  a  Silenian  cortege,  and  with  a  garland  of 
ivy  or  vine  leaves,  and  nude  to  the  waist,  would  be  irresistible.  Mon 
ami,  what  name  do  you  call  her — not  Ariadne,  hey  ? ' 

'  I  call  her  nothing ;  ask  Mrs.  Bobbinet,  if  you  like,*  I  returned  rather 
coolly,  not  fancying  his  style  of  seeking  an  introduction ;  and  went  oS, 
leaving  the  Frenchman  stroking  his  mustache,  and  no  doubt  cursing  my 
squeamishness. 

ZlfD  OF  PABT  FXBST. 


W       A       T       P      A 


STBO  FHX  :    SLEEP. 

I^iLGBni  weird  who  passest  by 
With  thj  stern  and  stead&st  eye  I 
Day  is  dymg:  in  the  west : 
On  the  Ocean's  placid  breast 
Sinks  the  wearied  Sun  to  rest — 

Sun  of  Ocean  bom ! 
Thrush  and  linnet  cease  to  sing, 
E'en  the  eagle  droops  his  wing: 
Turn  thee  hither,  for  the  night, 

Dreary,  dark,  forlorn, 
Gathers  round  thee,  dims  thy  sight: 

Tarry  thou  till  mom. 


ANTISTROPHE:       SOUL. 

Grieve  I  much  to  say  the©  No  I 
Yet  the  darkness  unto  me 

Sbinetli  as  the  light 
Tarry  I  cannot  with  thee; 
Though  the  eagle  leave  his  flight, 
Onward,  through  the  livelong  night, 
I  a-wayfaring  go; 
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8TB0PHX:    AGE. 

PiLGRDf  woird,  who  passest  by 
With  thy  stem  and  steadfast  eye  I 
Tom  thee  hither,  for  the  gale 

Bloweth  keen  and  chilL 
See  I  the  brook  is  standing  still, 

Clad  in  coat  of  mail 
Pity  I  thy  tremblmg  form ; 
Breast  the  driving  snow  no  more; 
On  my  hearth-stone,  bright  and  warm, 

Hark!  the  fagots  roar  I 


▲  MTISTBOPEK:    SOUL. 

Gbikve  I  much  to  say  thee  No  I 
Brook  in  icy  garb  be  standing, 
Wintry  blasts,  in  fuiy  banding, 

Whirl  the  gentle  snow  1 
Still  my  life-blood  floweth  warm ; 
While  my  garments  round  me  quiyer, 
I  myself  do  tremble  never; 
Onward,  dauntless,  through  the  snow, 
I  a-wayfaring  go. 


BTROPHX:    DEATH, 

PiLGBnc  weird,  who  passest  by 
With  thy  stem  and  steadfinst  eye, 
Turn  thee  hither,  I  implore  thee  1 
For  a  river  dark  and  wide. 
In  the  chasm  that  yawns  before  thee, 

Rolls  a  feariul  tide. 
No  bridge  doth  span  the  torrent  fell, 

No  boatman  tends  the  shore ; 
Nor  manhood's  strength  nor  wizard's  spell 

Giveth  thee  passage  o'er. 


ANTi:STBOPHX:    SOUL. 

Gribvb  I  much  to  say  thee  No  I 
Yet  I  must  not,  may  not  stay ; 
For  my  course  is  onward  ever, 
Over  mountain,  over  river. 
Winter,  summer,  night  and  day. 
*T  is  this  fluttering  raiment  only 
'Neath  the  stream  shall  find  a  grave; 
Onward  I  shall  press,  though  lonely, 
Treading  liglitly  on  the  wave. 
And,  my  robes  again  regaining, 
On  and  on  and  on  for  ever, 
With  the  dear  God  o'er  me  reigning, 
I  ft-wayfaring  go. 
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INDIAN        JUSTICE 


BT  *iniGLI  SAinrSL'8  BSBTAHT. 


The  Biblical  law  of '  blood  for  blood/ '  an  eye  for  an  eye/  is  probably 
by  no  people  more  religiously  observed  than  by  the  Indian  tribes  that 
roam  over  our  vast  "Western  prairies. 

An  instance  of  this  came  under  my  own  observation  while  spending 
a  few  days  among  the  lodges  of  the  Pawnees,  the  best  specimens  of  the 
wild  Indians,  and  the  most  expert  horse-thieves  that  are  to  be  found, 
from  the  muddy  waters  of  the  Mississippi  to  the  base  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  From  time  immemorial  their  hands  have  been  imbrued  in 
the  blood  of  their  neighbors,  and  the  scalp-locks  that  grace  their  lodges 
and  ornament  their  bows  have  been  gathered  from  the  banks  of  the 
Yellow-Stone ;  along  the  tributaries  of  the  Mississippi ;  among  the 
snovey  peaks  of  the  Eocky  Mountains ;  on  the  green  and  flowery  prairies 
south  of  the  Arkansas ;  and  beyond  the  winding  lUo  del  Norte  of  Mexico. 
The  natural  consequence  of  such  restlessness  and  warlike  enterprises  fol- 
lowed. As  their  spears  were  levelled  against  everybody,  so  every  hand 
was  against  them ;  and  in  the  course  of  years  they  have  melted  away,  and 
their  name  has  ceased  to  be  the  word  of  terror  that  it  fonnerly  was. 
From  being  able  to  throw  seven  or  eight  thousand  wild  warriors  in  the 
field,  as  they  could  in  years  gone  by,  they  can  now  muster  scarcely  as 
many  hundreds.  Still  the  same  spirit  animates  them  ;  and  while  year 
by  year  they  are  forced  nearer  the  frontiers  of  civilization,  in  order  to  be 
under  the  protection  of  the  white  man,  they  present  the  same  indomi- 
table front,  and  ofier  'the  same  bloody  hand  to  their  enemies.  At  the 
time  when  my  duties  called  me  among  them,  some  four  years  ago, 
they  occupied  the  south  bank  of  the  Nebraska,  about  a  hundred  miles 
firom  where  it  mingles  its  warm  and  muddy  waters  with  those  of  the 
Missouri. 

The  Pawnees  are  divided  into  four  bands,  each  band  governed  by  a 
chief,  and  all  united  under  the  direction  of  a  head  chief,  elected  or  ap- 
pointed by  the  diflerent  bands.  At  the  time  referred  to,  a  worthy  old 
Indian,  by  the  name  of  Chef  Medina  wore  the  ermine  and  received  the 
homageof  his  dusky  subjects,  while  Si-re-cher-ish,  the  Bloody-Hand, 
a  renowned  warrior,  held  sway  over  the  Republican  Pawnees,  the 
most  numerous  and  powerful  of  the  bands.  The  Ya-p&-ges,  another  of 
the  bands,  was  governed  by  Is-te-t4-pa,  the  Rolling-Thunder,  a  young 
chief  of  great  promise,  an  expert  hunter,  and  a  redoubtable  warrior,  which 
the  numerous  scalp-locks  dangling  fiom  his  belt  fully  indicated,  and 
withal  one  of  the  most  finished  horse-thieves  of  that  horse-stealing 
nation.  Young  Rolling-Thunder,  after  the  fashion  of  his  Biblical 
ancestors,  or  the  '  Latter-day  Saints,'  took  to  himself  several  wives,  one 
of  whom  was  named  La-lii-la,  the  young  and  favorite  daughter  of  Si-re- 
cher-ish,  the  chief  of  the  Republicans.     This  lady,  like  some  of  her 
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white  BistetB,  wu  addicted  to  the  too  fteqneiit  use  of  her  tangne,  or,  in 
other  wotcLb,  she  was  a  aoold,  an  aoqfoirement  to  which  the  was  indehted 
f<Hr  the  loflB  of  her  life,  and  I  to  the  opportunity  of  witnefliing  the  act  of 
Indian  justice  which  I  set  oat  to  descrihe.  From  the  znoment  that  La^ 
lu-la  entered  the  lodge  of  Rolling-Thnnder,  peace  and  happinen  took 
their  departure.  Was  la-te-ta-pa  unBuccesBful  in  the  chase,  she  m^ 
braided  him  for  the  want  of  skill ';  did  he  return  from  the  war^u 
without  the  scalp-lock  of  his  enemy  hanging  from  the  point  of  his  long 
spear,  she  charged  him  with  cowardice  ;  in  fine,  there  was  nothingthat 
Iste-ta-pa  could  do  that  could  elicit  an  approving  look  or  an  encourage 
ing  word  frcxn  his  termagant  spouse. 

On  one  of  these  occasions,  becoming  more  exasperated  than  usual  at 
the  stoical  indifierence  of  her  husband,  she  seized  a  piece  of  wood  and 
hnrled  it  at  his  head.  It  was  her  last  act,  for  quick  as  thought  the  out- 
raged husband,  who  could  submit  to  any  indignity  from  his  wife  except 
a  blow,  sprang  to  his  feet,  the  feathered  arrow  flew  from  his  bow,  and 
the  spirit  of  La-M-la  was  on  its  way  to  the  paradise  of  the  red  man. 
Resuming  his  pipe  and  drawing  his  bufialo-robe  aroimd  him,  he  awaited 
the  result  with  apparent  indifierence.  The  news  spread  raj^y  through 
the  tribe,  and  crowds  of  dusky  warrion  soon  gathered  around  the  lod^ 
of  the  murderer.  A  profound  silence  reigned  in  their  midst ;  all  knew 
the  fate  to  which  their  beloved  chief  was  doomed,  but  none  dared  to 
avert  it.  Presently  a  towering  form  was  seen  approaching,  and  as  the 
throng  gave  way  to  the  right  and  to  the  lefl,  Si-re-cher-ish,  the  father 
of  La-lu-la,  passed  sullenly  and  silently  toward  the  lodge  of  the  Boiling- 
Thunder. 

Throwing  back  the  skin  which  concealed  the  entrance,  he  placed 
himself  beside  the  body  of  his  daughter ;  not  a  tear  moistened  his  eye  ; 
not  a  paternal  feeling  diowed  itself  on  his  rigid  features.  Is-te-ta-pa, 
calmly  smoking,  and  seated  in  the  middle  of  his  lodge,  knew  that  his 
time  was  come ;  he  felt  that  he  was  about  to  staxt  on  the  trail  to  the 
happy  hunting-grounds  of  his  fathers ;  but  he  made  no  appeals  fer 
mercy,  no  efbrts  to  escape.  Si-re-cher-ish  paused  but  for  a  moment, 
when  drawing  his  bow  to  its  full  extent,  an  arrow  sprang  from  it  with 
the  velocity  of  light,  passed  through  the  body  of  his  son-in-law,  and 
buried  itself  in  the  ground  beyond.  The  hand  which  held  the  pipe 
sank  quietly  to  his  side,  but  not  a  nrascle  of  his  face  moved.  Sternly 
gazing  on  his  enemy,  he  sat  motionless  as  a  statue.  Si-re-cher-ish,  to 
complete  his  work,  snatched  his  tomahawk  from  his  belt,  and  buried  the 
glittering  blade  in  the  unprotected  head  of  his  victim.  Gazing  fer  an 
instant  on  the  now  prostrate  form,  and  then  drawing  his  robe  around 
him,  he  stalked  proudly  away  and  joined  his  followers,  who  were  col- 
lected together  at  no  great  distance.  Iste-ta-pa  was  not  dead,  but  his 
wounds  were  mortal ;  and  as  he  was  stretched  upon  the  ground,  his 
braves  crowded  around  him,  and  deep  and  fierce  murmurs  of  revenge 
broke  firom  them.  Grasping  their  knives  and  tomahawks,  and  scowling 
upon  the  band  of  Si-re-cher-i&h,  they  only  awaited  the  word  to  throw 
themselves  upon  them,  and  avenge  the  death  of  their  chief. 

At  this  moment  they  were  arrested  by  the  faint  voice  of  Is-te-tarpa, 
who,  calling  his  chief  men  about  him,  desired  that  they  would  restrain 
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their  feelings,  and  not  bring  rain  on  the  nation,  for  his  fate  was  a  jnst 
one,  and  that  he  had  brought  it  upon  himself.  '  Si-ie-oher-ish  has  not 
killed  me  ;  he  does  not  send  me  to  the  happy  hunting-grounds ;  I  send 
myself/  Asking  for  his  rifle,  he  placed  the  muzzle  to  his  head,  and  as 
the  sharp,  quick  report  rang  out  over  the  waten  of  -the  Nebraska,  the 
soul  of  b-te-ta-pa  took  its  flight  to  Hm  who  gave  it.  Thus  died  one  of 
the  bravest  and  noblest  of  the  wild  warriors  of  the  great  Western  prairies. 
By  terminating  his  own  life,  he  allayed  the  fierce  passions  that  were 
ready  to  burst  forth,  preserving  thereby  peace  and  harmony  in  his  tribe ; 
and  the  Yapage  and  Republican  now  pursue  the  bufialo  side  by  side,  or 
together  follow  the  trail  of  their  enemy,  as  in  times  of  yore. 


THE  K      A      I      N   . 


It  comes  I  it  comes  I  the  beautiful  rain, 
And  the  panting  fields  no  more  complain; 
The  thirsty  ground  with  right  good-will 
Of  the  crystal  drops  is  quaffing  its  fill ; 
And  the  chary  clouds  are  shy  no  more, 
But  wide-armed  sprinkle  their  jewelled  store; 
Old  mother  Earth  is  glad  again. 
Down,  down  it  comes  —  the  beautifbl  rain  I 


It  comes  I  it  comes  1  and  the  dustKslad  trees 
Fling  wide  their  arms  to  the  welcome  breeze: 
It  cheerily  tinkles  down  the  spout^ 
And  with  merry  laugh  comes  leaping  out; 
And  bare-headed  boys  are  under  the  eaves^ 
And  birds  are  drinking  from  ofi"  the  leaves ; 
And  the  fanner  forsakes  his  loaded  wain, 
To  sit  and  watch  the  beautifiil  rain  1 


It  comes  I  it  comes  I  and  the  pining  flower 
Unfolds  its  leaves  to  the  welcome  shower. 
It  comes,  and  the  swallow  bathes  his  wing: 
How  glad  he  is  to  twitter  and  sing  I 
And  he  chatters  away  to  his  little  ones  four, 
And  tells  them  to  look  and  see  it  pour ; 
And  they  sit  and  chatter  in  turn,  and  &in 
Would  try  their  wing  in  the  beautiful  rain. 


It  comes  I  it  comes  I  in  gladsome  glee, 

Emblem  of  truth  and  purity. 

It  comes  I  it  comes  1  with  its  pattering  feet, 

And  treadoth  down  the  dusty  street 

It  comes !  it  comes !  all  rainbow-laden, 

To  gladden  the  heart  of  youth  and  maiden. 

Ring  out  the  joyous  shout  agauo. 

All  praise  to  Hue  for  the  beautifiil  rain  1 
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FiiTT  Tbabs  IK  BOTH  HsvispHERss:  OF,  Reminisceooes  of  the  Life  of  a  former  MerchAnt. 
Bj  ViNcsirr  Noltk.  Ute  of  New-Orleans.  Translated  from  the  German.  In  one 
▼olnme:  pp.  884.    New- York:  J.  8.  Rsdvuld. 

^Thet  say,'  in  New-Orleans,  that  this  is  by  no  means  to  be  considered  an 
authentic  book ;  that  the  writer  has  been  influenced  in  many  instances  in 
the  statements  which  he  has  put  forth  as  veritable,  by  personal  malice ; 
tliat  therefore  his  revelations  are  not  reliable,  and  his  various  anecdotes  of 
public  men,  especially  in  Louisiana,  have  but  small  foundation  in  truth. 
We  are  sorry  to  hear  this,  for  we  read  his  book  from  beginning  to  end  with 
rery  great  interest    The  appearance  of  candor,  or  tell-the-whole-truth-ful- 
ness  of  the  book  struck  us  as  remarkable.    Hit  or  miss,  it  seemed  to  us  as  if 
the  writer  was  jotting  down  every  thing  which  had  reference  to  the  imme- 
diate topic  which  he  had  in  hand.    One  thing  is  quite  certain,  the  book  is 
an  exceedingly  readable  one ;  and  if  it  is  scandal  that  makes  it  piquant,  the 
probability  is  that  its  sale  will  rather  be  increased  than  lessened  by  that  cir- 
cnnastance.     *  Such  is  human  nature,'  unfortunately.    Your  sharp  financiers^ 
such  as  Vincent  Nolts  proved  himself  to  be,  will  generally  be  found,  in  his 
old  age,  to  have  laid  by  a  store  of  reminiscence  that  could  scarcely  fall  to  be 
attractive ;  and  in  his  case,  the  era  in  which  he  lived,  and  the  interests  with 
which  his  own  conflicted,  or  were  in  unison,  add  to  the  excitement  which  his 
narrative  occasions.    It  is  well  and  forcibly  remarked  by  *^The  Churchman ' 
religious  journal,  that  *the  busy  head  of  the  great  commercial  speculator 
teems  with  the  wants  and  necessities  of  all  nations  and  races.    There  is  not 
a  force  in  political  government  or  social  movement  which  he  must  not  take 
into  his  account    There  is  not  a  current  on  the  ocean  or  in  the  air,  a  river 
penetrating  the  land  or  a  mountain  interposing  a  barrier,  which  he  can  afford 
to  be  ignorant  o£     The  whole  range  of  physical  geography  must  be  known 
to  him ;  every  item  of  scientific  Loquiiy  ;  and  the  more  complex  moral  rela- 
tions of  men  in  states  and  society.    The  winds  are  his  trade- winds,  the  ocean 
channels  are  his  high-roads,  which  he  must  hit  with  accuracy  or  lose  the 
profit  of  his  adventure ;  he  must  watch  for  the  unknown  forces  which  lie  hid 
in  air  and  water,  the  secret  recesses  of  nature,  and  the  capabilities  of  art, 
ready  to  supersede  his  model  ship,  his  steam-engine,  or  his  railway.    He 
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mast  weigh  the  counsels  of  kings  and  emperors,  and  be  cognizant  of  the 
whims  and  friyolities  of  their  subjects;  for  &shion  is  no  unimportant  moTing 
power  in  his  enterprises.  Though  the  great  financier  whom  we  are  describ- 
ing is  not  necessarily  a  merchant,  his  operations  are,  as  it  were,  the  quintes- 
sence of  the  pursuits  of  the  whole  mercantile  world.  When  we  look  at  &e 
contingencies  and  vicissitudes  to  which  his  most  prudent  calculations  are 
exposed,  as  in  the  outbreak  of  an  earthquake,  or  a  revolution  destroying  a 
city  or  a  government,  a  declaration  of  war,  orahigher  edict  of  famine  or  pes- 
tilence, the  transfer  of  trade  by  conquest  or  discovery,  or  a  new  invention,  it 
must  be  admitted  that  the  lives  of  these  great  commercial  regulators  are  at 
least  as  full  of  adventure  as  the  intriguers  and  desperadoes  to  whom  we  com- 
monly assign  that  sort  of  attraction.' 

We  present  a  couple  of  extracts,  made  to  our  hand  by  the  excellent  jonraal 
from  which  we  have  quoted,  for  the  reason  that  our  own  copy  of  the  book, 
after  perusal,  was  *  conveyed '  away  by  some  good-natured  friend,  and  it  has 
Bot  yet  reappeared  upon  our  sanctum-table.  In  the  year  1796,~  when  our 
author  (seventy-four  years  of  age  when  he  writes,  looking  bade  upon  the 
past)  was  a  young  clerk  in  a  counting-house  at  Leghorn,  he  saw  Napolbos 
for  the  first  time,  whom  he  thus  describes : 

'  I  WANTED  to  see  the  jaang  hero,  the  man  of  the  day,  who,  although  not  yet  twenW* 
eight  jeors  of  age,  had  made  such  havoc  among  the  graj-beard  commanders  of  tne 
Austnan  army,  and  could  not  make  up  mj  minato  stay  nailed  to. my  desk,  eop^g 
news  oonoernmg  oil,  soap,  and  Spanish  liquorice,  while  this  human  phenomenon  wu 
to  be  seen  in  the  near  vicinitj ;  for  I  have  already  stated  that  the  grand  ducal  palace  ia 
which  he  quartered  was  separated  from  our  establishment  only  by  the  mayoralty,  the 
Paiiuxo  deUa  oammuniia.  So,  I  managed  to  slip  out  of  the  house  bj  stealth,  and  to 
advance  a  few  steps  to  the  comer  of  the  street  whose  entrance  is  formed  by  the  two 
palaces.  Here  a  coach  was  in  attendance  for  the  French  commander,  and  I  stood  by, 
waiting  until  he  should  come  out  At  length  he  appeared,  surrounded  by  a  number  of 
officers.  I  saw  before  me  a  diminutive,  vouthful-lookinff  man,  in  simple  uniform ;  his 
complexion  was  pallid  and  of  almost  yellowish  hue,  ana  long,  sleek,  jet-black  hair,  like 
that  of  the  Tala'powhe  Indians  of  Florida,  hung  down  over  both  ears.  This  was  the 
victor  of  Areola !  While  he  was  taking  his  place  on  the  right-hand  seat  in  the  carriage 
and  waiting  for  his  adjutant,  I  had  a  momenVs  opportunity  to  examine  him  with  att^ 
tion :  around  his  mouth  played  a  constant  smile,  with  wludi  the  rest  of  mankind  had, 
eridently,  nothing  to  do ;  fur  the  cold,  unsympathixing  glance  that  looked  out  of  his 
eyes  showed  that  the  mind  was  busied  elsewhere.  Never  did  I  see  such  a  look !  It 
was  the  dull  gaze  of  a  mummy,  only  that  a  certain  ray  of  intelligence  revealed  the  inner 
soul,  yet  gave  but  a  feeble  reflection  of  its  light.  Macbbth's  words  to  the  ghost  of 
Ban  QUO  would  almost  have  applied  here :  '  there  ia  no  speculation  in  those  eyes.'  had 
not  what  was  already  recordea,  and  what  afterward  transpired,  unmistakably  siiows 
the  soul  that  burned  behind  that  dull  gaze.' 

The  writer's  onward  history  and  his  personal  character  are  briefly  cha- 
racterized in  the  annexed  sentences :  *  He  made  his  way  upward,  by  his 
spirit  and  energy,  to  the  confidence  of  the  house  of  Hopb  akd  Goxpavt,  oI 
Amsterdam,  and  was  sent  by  them,  in  1806,  to  America,  to  negotiate  a  sys- 
tem of  trade  by  which  the  silver  accumulated  in  Mexico  should  be  trans- 
ferred to  Europe.  For  this  purpose  he  established  himself  at  New-Orieans, 
where  he  received  the  European  consignments  sent  by  them  to  Vera  Crox, 
and  received  the  specie  in  return ;  enjoying  a  monopoly  of  the  bumness  for 
his  employers  in  Europe — who  were  to  be  traced  back  to  royal  parties  in 
Spain  and  France  —  by  the  licenses  for  the  trade  with  her  colonies  which  he 
held  from  the  Spanish  government  This  was  an  enormous  buslnefls,  winch 
brought  him  into  a  position  of  great  importance,  and  the  details  of  wbicb 
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introdaoe  us  to  some  of  tiM  chief  fliMincial  men  on  the  continent,  of  his 
time.'  He  is  remarkable  fiir  an  *  iofltinct  of  adTentore :  *  *  He  la  always  pce- 
sent  on  great  emergendes.  He  is  ship-wrecked  on  tioie  Atlantic  and  nar- 
rowly escapes  with  his  life;  he  has  a  leg  and  arm  broken  by  being  thrown 
from  his  carriage  and  his  horse ;  he  is  acclimated  by  the  yeUow  fever  and 
two  or  three  duels  at  New-Orleans ;  he  is  violetttly  rocked  in  a  flat-boat  by 
an  earthquake  on  the  Mississippi ;  he  is  a  soldier  in  the  conflict  at  the  battle 
of  New-Orleans ;  the  chum  of  Lafatsttb  in  his  Southern  travels ;  beside  a 
hundred  adrentures  which  belong  to  the  curiosities  of  experience  of  a  gen- 
deman  and  financier.  He  was  a  bold,  self-reliant  speculator,  fond  of  plea- 
sure and  excitement,  courageous  and  generous,  and  withal  an  acoomi^ished 
man  in  the  arts  and  literature,  with  an  inquisitiTe  love  of  character,  always 
ready  to  study  men  and  manners^  in  the  back-woods  of  America^  or  in  the 
profligate  dviliaaiion  of  Paris.'  We  dose  our  meagre  and  insufficient  notice 
of  this  yarious,  'miriter^ll '  volume  with  the  subjoined  anecdote  of  our  laite 
fellow-dtizen,  Johh  Jacob  Abtob,  which  will  not  be  regarded  as  fiibukms, 
we  fancy,  by  any  reader  who  may  have  known  the  subject  of  the  story: 

<Hx  waa  compelled  by  a  physical  inflrmitr  to  repair  to  Paris,  where  he  could  arail 
himself  of  the  skilUal  aastslance  of  Boron  DvpuTTRBir.  The  latter  thoroughly  restored 
him,  and  adTiaed  him  to  ride  out  every  day.  He  frequently  took  occasion  l^imself  to 
One  ' 


accompany  his  patient  on  these  rides.  One  day — and  this  anecdote  I  have  from 
the  Bitfon's  own  month — when  ridiuff,  he  appeared  by  no  means  disposed  to  con- 
Terse :  not  a  word  ooold  be  got  oat  of  bim ;  and  at  lensth  Duputtrbx  declared  that  he 
must  be  suffering  from  some  secret  nain  or  trouble,  wnen  he  would  not  speak.  He 
pressed  him,  anaworried  him,  until  finally  Astor  loosed  his  tongue.  '  Look  ve,  Baron  I ' 
Ae  said.  *  bow  frightftd  this  is  I  I  haTe  here,  in  the  hands  of  my  banker  at  Fans,  about 
two  million  francs,  and  cannot  manage  without  great  effort  to  get  more  than  two  and  a 
half  per  cent  per  annum  on  it  Now,  this  very  day  I  have  received  a  letter  from  my 
ion  in  New-York,  in&Mrming  me  tiiat  there  the  best  aooeptancea  are  at  from  one  and  a 
half  to  two  per  cent  per  month.    Is  it  not  enough  to  enrage  a  man  ? ' ' 


Nocns  AvBBOSiAXA  By  the  late  John  Wilsox  :  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophyin 
the  UniTersitT  of  Edinburgh,  Editor  of  Blackwood's  Magazine,  Author  of  'The 
Isle  of  Palms/*  etc. ;  and  Wiluax  Magdin,  J.  G.  Lockhabt,  James  Hooo.  etc  With 
Memoirs  and  Notes  by  R.  Shblton  Mackkkzhs,  D.  G.  L^  Editor  of  '  Sheivs  Sketches 
of  the  Irish  Bar.'    In  five  volumes :  pp.  2800.    New-York :  J.  S.  RsDriBLo. 

We  do  not  greatly  affect  the  exclamatory  style  of  expression ;  but  we 
cannot  at  this  present  avoid  saying :  *  What  a  fund  of  varied  reading  is  here  I 
—  how  appreciative  and  profound  in  criticism! — bow  abundant  in  wit! 
how  teeming  with  knowledge!  —  how  trenchant  in  satire ! — how  replete  with 
humor  1  —  how  touching  in  natural  pathos  I  —  what  observation  of  Nature,  in 
all  its  varied  forms  and  phases  1 — what  admiration  of  all  manly  sports  I  — what 
love  of  all  that  is  lovely  and  lovable  in  woman  and  in  man ! '  Do  not  count 
this  extravagant  praise.  Take  up  these  volumes  at  intervals — for  that  is  the 
true  way  to  read  them — and  no  reader  will  fail  to  find  some  one  of  the  cha- 
racteristics we  have  indicated  abundantiy  displayed ;  sometimes,  too,  gro- 
tesquely or  amusingly  alternated.  But  the  fame  of  the  *•  Noctes'  is  world- 
wide, and  small  need  is  there  that  we  should  enlarge  upon  their  merits.  It 
requires  only  that  we  should  call  especial  attention  to  the  excellent  manner 
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in  which  the  yolumes  have  been  collated  and  edited  bj  Dr.  Mackenzie. 
He  has  giyen  us  a  complete  edition  of  the  '  Noctes,'  with  numerous  notes 
and  illustrations  necessary  to  a  true  understanding  of  the  allusions  with 
which  the  work  is  crowded,  and  the  personal  satire  which  it  contains.    A 
literary  life,  the  greater  part  of  which  was  passed  in  England  and  Scotland, 
gave  the  editor  a  &miliar  acquaintance  with  most  of  the  individuals  and 
events  treated  of  in  the  volumes,  and  well  qualified  him  for  the  task  of 
which  he  has  acquitted  himself  with  such  marked  ability.    Speaking  of  this 
feature  of  the  work,  a  contemporary  very  justly  remarks:  '  We  may  notice 
this  edition  of  the  *  Noctes '  as  in  reality  an  original  work.    No  small  por- 
tion of  its  pages  is  from  the  pen  of  the  erudite  editor.    Such  a  fund  of 
anecdote,  reminiscence,  and  personal  characterization  as  he  has  interwoven 
with  the  text  is  rarely  put  in  print    Dr.  Shelton  Mackenzie  is  most  sin- 
gularly qualified  for  his  task.    Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  claims  of 
modem  prophets  in  general,  he  is  unmistakably  a  man  with  a  mission.     He 
was  bom  to  complete  the  work  which  Boswell  left  unfinished.    His  head 
teems  with  gossip  about  British  literary  men  of  this  century ;  his  port-folio 
BtiU  more  so.    He  is  a  living  biographical  dictionary.    The  patience  with 
which  he  collects  the  most  minute  facts  in  regard  to  the  subjects  of  his  pen 
is  astounding,  frightful,  incredible.    He  throws  off  the  complicated  detaOs 
of  genealogy,  personal  relations,  bibliographical  history,  with  as  much  ease 
as  if  they  were  the  jokes  of  a  club-room.    He  shows  no  traces  of  wea- 
riness with  his  work.    His  vigilance  is  perpetual    Our  reminiscent  Hokeb 
never  nods.    Not  a  suggestive  name,  or  incident,  or  remark  escapes  his 
sleepless  eye.    And  his  notes  and  illustrations  are  as  interesting  as  they  are 
copious.    They  furnish  important  materials  for  the  literary  history  of  the 
age,  and  are  not  surpassed  for  their  fascinating  qualities  as  *  light  reading' 
for  a  summer  afternoon.    Even  without  reference  to  the  delightful  *  Noctes,' 
the  present  work,  accordingly,  deserves  a  high  place  among  the  current 
popiQar  volumes  of  amusement  and  instruction.'    In  addition  to  the  exten- 
sive body  of  notes  with  which  Dr.  BIackenzie  has  illustrated  this  edition, 
he  has  given  a  curious  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of  Blackwood's 
Magazine,  and  carefhlly-prepared  memoirs  of  Wilson,  Lockhart,  Hogg,  and 
Maginn,  the  bibulous  quaternion  to  whom  the  concoction  of  the  *  Noctes' 
has  usually  been  ascribed.    The  celebrated  Chaldee  Manuscript^  which  on 
its  first  appearance  in  Blaehwood  made  Edinburgh  too  hot  to  hold  the  pub- 
lisher, and  was  at  once  suppressed,  is  here  reproduced  in  its  complete  origi- 
nal form.     Both  on  account  of  its  peculiar  character  and  its  despente 
scarcity,  this  relentless,  audacious  satire  may  be  reckoned  among  the  genuine 
curiosities  of  literature.    Apropos  of  the  *  Chaldean  Manuscript:'  some 
nine  or  ten  years  ago  a  correspondent,  originally  fix>m  'Auld  Reekie,'  served 
up  in  these  pages  a  *  Chaldean  Chronicle  of  Gotham^  describing  a  dub  of 
gentlemen  who  were  accustomed  to  dine  together  once  a  week  in  an  *  upper 
chamber '  of  Windust's  restaurant,  which  we  think  Dr.  Mackenzie  will 
admit  falls  little  short  of  the  original  'Manuscript'  which  created  audi  an 
exdtement  in  Edinburgh.    As  we  have  thousands  of  readers  now  who  were 
not  then  upon  our  books,  we  venture  to  reprint  the  '  Chronide '  in  thia 
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plftce.  Our  old  fHends,  Recorder  Tallhadoe,  Professor  Mapes,  the  '  Laird 
o'  Wallabout)'  and  the  learned  *  scribe  with  a  countenance  like  unto  the  sun,' 
will  at  least  smile  to  see  our  weekly  club  renewed  again  in  print : 


AND  tlMTO  dwelt  In  the  dty  of  Gotham  a  man 
wboee  habitation  was  in  a  cayeni,  in  which 
were  many  manBionS)  and  whose  name  was  like 
imto  the  storma  of  heaven. 

2  ]Por  the  name  d  tills  man  was  as  the  Wind 
that  bloweth  where  it  liateth,  and  as  the  dost  of 
the  earth. 
8  ^  And  he  dealt  in  the  good  tUngs  of  this  life: 

4  And  strong  drink. 

5  And  in  the  cavern  of  this  man  was  an  upper 
chamber,  in  which  much  people  did  congregate. 

6  And  they  did  eat,drlnk^  and  were  merry ;  for 
they  wist  not  that  it  was  wrong  temperately  to 
enjoy  the  *  kindly  frnits  of  the  earth,*  and  the 
wine  of  the  vineyards  thereoC 

7  And  the  chief  of  these  men  satin  high  places; 
yet  neverthelees  he  cast  off  his  robes,  and  became 
as  one  of  the  people ;  yea,  and  he  was  comely  to 
kxA  npoiL 

8  And  this  man  was  fslr  of  speech,  and  in  Ids 
tongue  was  the  law  of  kindness 

9  And  the  widows  and  the  virgins,  yea,  even 
the  married  womoi  of  the  city  of  Gotham,  wor- 
shipped him : 

10  And  worshipped  he  thenL 

11  And  after  him  there  came  to  the  mansion  of 
the  man  whose  name  was  like  onto  the  storms  of 
heaven,  a  citizen  of  short  stature,  and  whose  | 
eoontenanee  was  like  unto  the  chemblm  and  the  I 
aeraptfaim,  whose  heads  are  engrafted  on  the  tomb- 
stones of  the  ancients. 

IS  Bat  he  preached  onto  the  moHitnde  in  an 
onknown  tongoe : 

18  Becanse  thev  did  not  nnderstand  the  wisdom 
of  the  words  which  he  nttered. 

14  Howbelt,  when  he  asked  of  them  eonoem- 
tog  their  tmderstandlng  of  the  words  which  he 
preached,  they  answered  and  said  unto  him, 
'  Tea,  verily,  we  do  nnderstand  the  wisdom  of  thy 
words:' 

15  Bat  they  lied  In  their  throats. 

16  Nevertheless  this  man  was  nprl^t  in  the 
Ihoe  of  the  Lobd,  and  he  remembered  the  widow 
and  tlie  ihtherlese,  and  forgat  them  not 

CHAP.  IL 

AUTD  one  of  the  people  which  did  congregate 
tn  the  cavern  of  the  man  whose  name  was 
like  unto  the  storms  of  heaven,  dwelt  a&r  oil; 
oren  beyond  the  river  of  Jordan. 

5  And  there  was  a  Wall-aboot  his  dwelUng, 
and  he  wore  a  coat  of  many  colors. 

8  Keverthelees  this  man  dispensed  his  snb- 
•tance  with  a  free  hand  and  a  bountlAil,  to  all  who 
entered  his  gates: 

4  And  the  Lobd  praepered  him,  for  he  loved 
hbi  fellow-men. 

9  Bnt  he  wran^ed  with  the  man  whoee  lliMse 
was  like  onto  the  chemblm  on  the  tomb-stones 
of  the  ancients. 

6  And  after  they  had  disputed  for  a  long  space, 
the  one  said, '  I  have  conquered.' 

7  ^  But  the  other  answered  and  said,  *LoI  I 
hATe  conquered  thee  this  day.' 


8  Nevertheless  thev  remained  steadiest  in  their 
Mendship,  and  they  did  eat  and  drink  together  as 
before. 

9  And  the  words  which  they  uttered  passed 
Ibrnaught. 

10  And  yet  another  man  came  Into  the  upper 
chamber,  who  was  weli-fiivwed. 

11  And  all  the  men  of  Gotham,  yea,  and  like- 
wise the  women  thereof;  turned  their  hearts  to- 
ward him ;  for  he  also  was  fair  to  look  upon. 

12  And  this  man  delivered  unto  the  poople  fh)m 
time  to  time,  even  onoe  every  ftdl  moon,  a  bo(dc 
of  suipasslng  wisdum. 

18  For  in  it  was  engraven  the  wisdom  of  the 
wise  in  all  the  region  round  about. 

14  And  the  name  of  this  book  was  Uke  unto 
the  Great  Enemy's,  and  the  color  of  the  covering 
thereof  was  as  the  firmament  of  heaven. 

1ft  And  the  younemen  and  maidens  of  Gotham 
yearned  for  the  book,  for  great  was  their  admink 
tion  thcrooC 


CHAP.  III. 

AND  it  came  to  pass  that  while  theee  men  were 
making  merry  in  an  upper  chamber,  there 
came  a  sound  liko  unto  the  sound  of  an  horse- 
man horslDg  upon  his  horse. 

2  And  there  appeared  in  their  midst  a  scribe^ 
of  a  countenance  like  unto  the  sun  in  the  bright- 
ness of  his  rising,  and  of  much  learning  in  the 
Uw. 

8  And  when  he  looked  around,  and  saw  the 
loaves,  and  the  fishes,  and  the  fowls  of  the  air 
spread  before  him.  and  Ukewise  the  hidden  trea* 
Bures  of  the  sand,  he  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Because  he  was  an  hungered  or  athirst  oon- 
tinnallv,  and  greatly  coveted  the  oompanionship 
ot  his  brother-scribes. 

5  Howbelt,  he  was  a  Mend  to  the  poor,  and  to 
him  that  cried  in  the  highways  of  the  <dtj, 

6  Moreover,  when  even  was  come,  he  played  a 
stnln  upon  a  wind-instrument 

7  Now  it  came  to  pass  that  when  the  man  who 
was  a  scribe,  and  a  man  of  much  learning  in  the 
law,  beheld  the  fowls  of  the  air.  the  fishes  of  the 
sea,  and  the  hidden  treasures  of  the  sand,  he  did 
Uiugh  in  his  heart. 

8  ^  But  when  the  men  asked  of  him  conoem- 
Ing  his  mirth,  he  answered  and  said  unto  them, 
*■  YeS}  verily,  I  cannot  answer.' 

9  And  the  man  wboee  countenance  was  like 
imto  the  cherubim  took  ftxmi  under  his  glidle  a 
box  of  curious  workmanship,  inlaid  with  gold, 
made  by  the  hands  of  a  cunning  artificer. 

10  And  when  he  had  opened  the  box,  he  took 
therefrom  a  weed  of  strong  flavor,  which  be  put 
into  his  mouth,  and  did  ehew  It  even  as  the  ox 
chewcth  his  cud. 

11  And  he  returned  the  box  of  curious  work- 
manship back  to  the  place  whence  it  came. 

12  And  after  the  men  had  partaken  of  the 
£MSt,  they  left  the  cavern,  and  the  manskna 
thereof,  and  went  on  tiieir  way  rejoicing. 

The  Yolumes,  which  are  well  executed  typographically,  contain  portraits 
of  Wilson,  (an  almost  perfect '  counterfeit  presentment '  of  Mr.  Valentiiib, 
derk  of  the  Common  Council,)  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd,  Dr.  Magikn,  and 
LocKHART.  The  latter  answers  Willises  description  exactly :  'His  mouth 
indicates  a  constant  attempt  to  whistleJ* 
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FAStaos  AND  FAMns.    By  Mrs.  Akk  B.  Stiphsks.    In  one  ▼olame:  pp.  426.    Kew- 
Tork:  BuNcn  and  Bbothbr. 

This  yolame  has  met  with  remarkable  favor  at  the  hands  of  the  American 
public,  having  already  passed  through  several  large  editions.  It  is  conceded 
by  the  general  press  to  be  a  work  of  much  power,  and  one  that  reflects  great 
credit  upon  the  author.  Our  copy  was  sent,  before  we  had  leisure  even  to 
glance  over  its  pages,  to  a  friend  who  was  slowly  recovering  from  a  nervous 
fever ;  and  so  exciting  were  its  scenes  that  he  was  compelled  to  forego  its 
perusal  until  his  health  was  restored.  Since  that  period  the  work  has  gone 
the  rounds  of  a  large  ftmily,  who  are  loud  in  its  commendation,  and  still  we 
miss  it  from  the  sanctum-ti^le.    The  ^Timet^  daily  journal  remarks  of  it: 

*Wb  have  read  this  novel  through :  we  began  it  from  a  sense  of  duty,  read  it  from  a 
sense  of  pleasure,  and  finished  it  because  we  could  not  help  it  without  violating  the  dic- 
tates of  curiosity,  not  always  so  commanding.  The  characters  most  of  them  are  well 
drawn.  Jacob  Stsokq,  the  market-woman,  and  the  old  man  are  most  sharply  marked; 
the  little  girl,  the  lad  she  marries,  and  Ada  Lbicbstkr  least  so.  Jacob  is  a  eharscter, 
but  we  never  have  met  his  counterpart  in  real  life.  We  suspect  it  would  be  hard  to 
find  him.  The  market-woman  we  know  very  well :  we  hare  had  our  poultry  of  her  and 
our  sausages  for  ten  years.  She  makes  the  sausages  herself:  it  is  not  every  body's  you 
would  trust  The  scenes  that  show  the  nicest  workmanship  are  the  starvation  and  the 
prison  scenes,  in  both  of  which  the  two  old  people  are  the  actors.  How  sharp  hunger 
can  fi>r  a  moment  hide  the  ties  of  love  that  has  lived  for  scores  of  years,  and  how, 
again,  the  agony  for  the  life  of  a  husband  can  quicken  the  memory  to  the  perception  of 
past  events  that  were  never  witnessed,  are  here  finely  exhibited.  The  moral  of  the  tale 
is  good.  No  one  will  be  the  worse  for  reading  it,  and  on  those  who  are  not  the  readen 
of  too  many  novels  it  will  make  a  lasting  and  a  good  impression.' 


fliLLS,  Laxbb,  Aim  Fobbst-Strbams  :  or,  a  Tramp  in  the  Chateaugeay  Woods.   By  &  H. 
Hammond.    In  one  volume :  pp.  ZiO.    Kew-Tork :  J.  C.  Dbbbt. 

How  easily  you  can  tell  a  genuine  lover  of  Nature !    Take  a  half-and-half 

sentimental  city-bred  young  gentleman  and  transport  him  into  some  primeval 

wilderness,  where  the  scent  of  cedars,  the  fragrance  of  birch,  the  gknoe  of 

running  waters,  and  the  shimmering  of  sun-light  through  dense  foliage  upon 

the  cool  mossy  ground  shall  *  attract  his  notice,*  and  ten  to  one  he  will 

pump  up  a  ghost  of  emotion  and  pronounce  it  'Be-yow-4ifiil ! '  —  but  he  will 

tire  of  it  in  half  an  hour,  and  his  pseudo-enthusiasm  will  oose  away  with 

the  velocity  of  Bob  Acbbs*  courage.    The  author  of  this  volume  is  a  man  of 

a  different  stamp.    His  heart  is  in  the  woods,  and  he  laves  to  be  alone  with 

God  upon  the  mountains.    His  admiration  lasts  all  the  afternoon,  and  over 

night    Even  while 

'Slbbp  his  eye-lids  AIUl 

His  spirit  seems  to  walk  aoroad 
Among  the  mighty  hills.' 

The  work  under  notice  consists  of  a  series  of  letters  originally  penned  for 
the  Albany  Stats  BegUt&r,  a  journal  of  established  character  and  influence. 
Their  unpremeditatedness  is  a  very  great  charm.    They  evidently  *  sprung 
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from  the  occasion,^  and  were  not  an  after-thought  They  present  a  varying 
and  Teiy  graphic  picture  of  the  author's  *  tramp'  throagh  the  northern 
counties  of  our  glorious  *  Empire  State,'  and  contain  adventures  with  dog, 
rod,  and  gun,  that  must  make  it  a  Tery  desirable  book  for  the  sportsman. 
'The  writer  is  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  these  manly  sports,  and  is  a  philoso- 
pher and  moralist  withal,  who  intersperses  his  narrative  with  reflections  that 
are  replete  wi&  interest  for  the  general  reader.'  We  like  a  good  fisherman. 
We  scarcely  ever  knew  a  good  fisherman  who  was  not  a  *  good  fellow.' 
There  is  something  in  the  *  gentle  craft '  that  knits  mutual  lovers  of  it  in 
bonds  of  dose  communion.  Iza ak  Walton  was  a '  good  man,  and  a  pious ; ' 
but  he  tells  us,  that  of  all  the  Apostles  he  esteemed  Petsb  the  highest, 
because  he  was  a  good  fisherman. 


A  Jowam  to  CnmAL  Afbica  :  oi^  Life  and  Lftodieiipes  from  EffTpt  to  the  Negro 
Kingdoms  of  the  White  Kile.  By  Batabd  Tatu>l  Author  of  *  Views  Afloat,' '  Eldo- 
rado/ etc.  In  one  volume:  pp.  500.  New-Tork:  GcoRoa  P.  Putnam  and  Com- 
pAjrr. 

Hebe  is  a  volume  (with  elegant  tinted  plates  and  eDgravings  on  wood) 
which  will  go  far  to  increase  the  already  widely-extended  and  enviable  repu- 
tation of  the  author.  A  considerable  portion  of  the  work  is  now  published 
for  the  first  time :  the  remainder  has  appeared  from  time  to  dme  in  the 
form  of  letters,  in  the  columns  of  the  Tribune  daily  journal,  whence  they 
have  been  widely  copied  in  extracts,  and  elicited  deserved  praise.  Batard 
Taylor  is  a  bom  traveller.  Annoyances  do  not  vex  him,  nor  stay  him  in 
his  course.  Over  burning  sands,  across  deserts,  voyaging  on  ancient  rivers, 
ascending  mountains,  he  is  the  same  imperturbable  '  go-ahead '  adventurer ; 
and  always  with  an  eye  to  see  and  a  hand  to  record  all  that  is  of  interest  in 
his  track.  To  one  preeminent  merit  of  Mr.  Taylor  we  can  abundantly  tes- 
tify. Tou  may  rely  with  as  much  certunty  upon  the  perfect  accuracy  of 
his  sketches  as  you  can  upon  scenes  taken  by  a  daguerreotype.  We  once 
travelled  side  by  side  with  our  author  in  a  rail-car  for  some  three  hundred 
miles,  through  an  exceedingly  picturesque  and  diversified  region.  Without 
taking  a  note,  or,  so  fiir  as  we  could  see,  a  memorandum  of  any  description, 
Mr.  Taylor  re-produoed  the  next  day,  in  the  journal  with  which  he  was 
connected,  a  moving  panorama,  as  it  were,  of  all  that  he  had  witnessed 
which  was  worth  remembering  and  recording.  It  is  for  this  reason,  among 
others,  that  Mr.  Taylor  is  so  much  admired  as  a  traveller.  We  feel  abso- 
lately  certain  that  his  are  no  mere  'traveller's  stories,'  and  that,  whether  he 
describes  men,  manners,  or  scenery,  or  gives  vent  to  his  own  emotions,  you 
have  the  true  thoughts  and  observation  of  a  sensible,  conscientious  man. 
We  commend  his  volume  to  the  cordial  fkvor  of  the  public  We  know  of 
no  similar  work  into  which  so  much  and  such  varied  information  has  been 
crowded,  touching  countries  and  peoples  seldom  treated  of,  and  never  with 
the  fullness  of  detail  which  is  here  presented.  The  book  is  well  executed, 
upon  good  paper,  and  embellished  with  a  very  fiuthful  portrait  of  the  author 
in  oriental  costume. 
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Spsnsbr  akd  thb  Fairt  Queex.     By  Joek  S.  Habt,  LL.D.    In  one  Tolnme.    Phils- 
delphiB:  Hatks  AKD  tsLt. 

The  elements  of  success  in  the  United  States  are  so  great  and  diversified 
that  *  while  there  is  life  there  is  hope,'  and  thousands  who  attained  their 
majority  without  the  benefit  of  a  classical  education,  are  daily  finding  them- 
selves in  a  condition  to  devote  more  attention  to  self-culture.  In  the  dd 
world,  the  sons  of  mechanics  and  tradesmen  are  considered  as  extremely  for^ 
tunate  if  they  rise  to  the  rank  of  the  attecestful  in  their  father's  calling,  while 
here  the  very  reverse  is  the  expectation.  *  Excelsior '  is  the  national  motto, 
and  every  generation  fails  in  its  aim  if  it  has  not  planted  the  family  standard 
on  a  higher  platform.  And  the  ambition  is  well  founded,  since,  in  the 
absence  of  any  legalized  or  arbitrary  standard  of  distinction,  the  field  of  pre- 
ferment is  open  to  all,  and  success  waits  upon  native  ability  and  energy.  It 
would  be  an  easy  tuk  to  show  that  very  many  of  our  greatest  men  have 
been  self-nUide — a  term  sometimes  implying  the  want  of  a  classical  educa- 
tion, but  always  significant  of  strong  intellect  and  force  of  character. 

To  such  men,  and  especially  to  those  who  find  it  next  to  impossible  to 
keep  up  with  the  current  literature  of  the  day,  this  book  supplies  a  great 
desideratum.  We  cannot  imagine  a  more  agreeable  or  appropriate  method 
of  introducing  Professor  Hart  to  the  general  reader  than  by  allowing  him  to 
reappear  in  his  modest  and  unassuming  pre&tory  introduction : 

*  The  present  Essav  is  an  attempt  to  reproduce,  under  modem  fonns,  some  of  those 
agreeable  ideas  whicn  instructed  and  entertained  a  former  genetation.  Spbhbkr  was 
once  regarded  as  one  of  the  great  store-houses  of  moral  and  intellectual  truth.  But  the 
.fiuihion  of  literature  changes,  and  the  Fairy  Queen  has  now  become  not  unlike  a  half> 
decayed  and  unfrequented  cathedral  of  the  olden  time.  The  object  of  the  Essayist  is  to 
remove  something  of  the  renulsive  gloom  that  has  gathered  around  this  venerable  pile, 
to  brush  away  a  portion  of  tne  dust  and  cobwebs,  and  to  throw  once  more  the  cheerfVil 
light  of  heaven  upon  its  untold  splendors ;  in  short  to  make  this  famous  shiine,  if 
possible,  once  more  a  &vorite  resort,  not  merely  for  tne  lovers  of  the  antique  and  the 
curious,  but  for  all  the  genuine  votaries  of  trutin  and  goodness.' 

Leaving  the  numy  dassical  beauties  of  Spenskb  to  be  pointed  Out  by  otiMr 
admirers,  we  choose  rather  to  make  use  of  our  author's  essay  to  impress 
upon  the  minds  of  the  present  generation  the  utility  and  practicability  of  the 
lessons  taught  in  the  original ;  and  here  it  may  be  remarked  tiiat  we  shonld 
travel  back  to  lessons  of  purity,  taught  in  all  their  intrinsic  beauty  and  troth 
at  that  early  day,  and  hold  them  up  for  public  admiration  witii  profound 
deUght  That  Spenskb  should  have  been  so  preeminently  pure  is  the  brightest 
gem  in  his  dazzlmg  coronet  While  there  are  gems  in  very  many  of  the  eid 
writers  which  have  become,  as  it  were^  *  household  gods  *  in  literature,  whidi 
w:e  should  see  forgotten  with  unfeigned  regret,  the  whole  world  is  directly 
interested  in  the  preservation  and  fluniliarization  of  the  writings  of  one  so 
eminently  chaste  in  his  precepts  as  Spbnsek.  As  a  moral  teacher  in  tlie 
most  attractive  form,  the  benefits  to  be  derived  Scorn  his  modernized  wofks 
are  incalculable.  Many  of  the  subjects  have  a  direct  bearing  upon  some  of 
the  leading  reforms  now  agitated.  Every  advocate  of  temperance  should  be 
familiar  with  the  adventures  of  Sir  Guyon,  of  which  our  author  makes  a  most 
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b«pp7  and  elaborate  productioDy  win^g  up  with  the  foUowiDg  gn^hie 
gamBMurj: 

*Si7CB  is  the  lefBod  of  Sir  Gutok,  or  of  temperance.  Well  hath  he  approred  himself 
«  worthj  knight — one  in  whom  the  appetites,  the  passions,  and  the  affections  are  all 
brouffht  into  subjection  to  reason  —  wno  pursues  the  even  tenor  of  his  waj,  unseduced 
by  pteasure,  unmoved  by  rage,  unbouffht  by  gain — in  whom  temperance  is  not  tame- 
ness,  nor  composure  death  —  whose  uife  is  labor,  whose  end  is  glory,  whose  guide  is 
reason,  whose  means  are  truth  —  and.  finally,  who  gets  an  easy  yictory  over  others^ 
because  he  has  first  mastered  himself.' 

Our  author's  wonderful  power  of  analysis  is  exhibited  in  a  whole  range 
of  characters,  such  as  Bblphcbbb,  Ajcobvt,  Soudamohb,  RADioum),  Mirabbi., 
PAsroREL,  etc.,  etc.,  which,  beside  showing  his  entire  knowledge  and  apprecia- 
tion of  Sfbhsbs,  evideneas  an  intamate  acqnjintance  with  the  human  b^art 
We  should  like  to  quote  them  aU,  but  btyie  only  ro<»n  for  l^sssPUiSBM  nod 
Avobbt: 

'  Bblphibub  is  Snonn's  idea  of  absolute  viiginil^ — of  a  being  possessing  all  won^ly 
perfections,  except  that  which  is  most  characteristio— haviog  all  the  jgrace  and  deli- 
cacy of  her  sex,  without  its  dependence — not  like  BBrroMAirr,  unloWng  because  she  has 
not  seen  the  right  one,  or  not  appearing  to  others  to  love  because  she  successfully  con- 
ceals her  feelings:  but  one  who  can  pity  the  misfortunes  or  admire  the  noble  qualities 
of  a  man  as  she  would  those  of  a  wotpan ;  who  does  not  love,  because  in  the  eomposi- 
lion  of  her  heart  there  is  no  mixture  of  that  subtle  element  on  which  lo^e  feeds ;  waose 
.want  of  love  is  not  want  of  feelin|^  nor  the  resnlt  of  disappointment,  much  less  of 
chagrin ;  who  can  sympathize  with  ue  pains  and  alleviate  the  distresses  of  a  wounded 
sqnire,  as  she  would  those  of  a  younger  brother ;  in  whose  bosom  there  is  no  latent 
undeveloped  want ;  to  whose  eyes  the  magic  mirror  of  Hsrlin  would  reveal  only  a  group 
at  sisterly  nymphs,  a  medicinal  herb,  or  a  wounded  deer ;  in  whose  tender  ana  gracefm 
stalk  (to  vary  yet  once  more  the  expression)  neither  ^e  germ  has  been  retarded  by 
late  spring,  nor  the  bud  blasted  by  untimely  frost,  nor  the  flower  already  faded  and 
fidlen,  but  its  sap,  by  native  constitution,  contains  only  that  element  which  produces 
branches  snd  leaves  —  a  plant,  floweriees  indeed,  but  graceful,  unchanging,  perennial. 


'  Bklphobx  is  not  a  perfect  woman.  Her  imperfection,  however,  is  of  a  kind  which 
makes  her  more  admirable  though  less  interesting.  In  proportion  as  she  is  less 
womanly,  she  is  move  anseUc 

'  Spsxsbr*b  devout  loyalty  to  his  sovereign,  the  Yii^  Queen,  ss  well  as  the  native 
bent  of  his  mind,  led  him  to  admire  b^ena  bounds  such  a  character  as  this.  He  has 
lavished  upon  it  the  riches  of  his  genius  with  a  most  profuse  and  hearty  liberality. 
The  birth  of  BsLPHCSBa  is  one  of  his  master-pieces.  He  describes  this  event,  in  the 
first  place,  in  a  few  general  terms,  which  seem  to  be  a  sort  of  ottar  of  roses,  the  very 
qoUi&ssenee  of  poetry : 


Haa  blith  w«  of  Om  woiab  of  monfag  dew, 
And  ber  coneeptioii  of  the  jovoos  prime ; 
And  sU  her  whole  eroattost  «d  her  shew. 
Pore  and  anspotted  ttova  aU  loathly  crioiio 
That  Is  Isgenerate  in  (Ufthly  alimeL^ 


'  Bblphcbbb  had  a  twin  sister.  Axout.  The  babes  had  been  stolen  fh>m  their  sleep- 
ing niotiier  on  the  day  of  their  birth  by  two  of  the  goddesses,  and  educated  separately, 
aooMrdiag  to  the  tastes  of  their  foster-parents.  Diava  or  Pboibb,  the  Yirgin  Goddess, 
the  alma  mater  of  one,  made  her,  as  we  have  just  seen  her.  the  peerless  virgin  Bbl- 
PBonB.  Ybnxts,  Goddess  of  Love,  todk  the  other  babe,  tne  infant  Amorbt,  to  the 
gardens  of  AnoNn,  and  caused  her  to  be  tcsined  in  all  the  arts  and  mysteries  of  perfect 
wiynaohood. 

'By  the  Amobbt  of  Spbxsbr  we  are  to  understand  one  whose  perfections  and  imper- 
fections are  the  counterpart  of  her  sister's ;  who  is  both  less  angelic  and  more  womanly ; 
who  is  made  to  love  ana  to  be  loved ;  who  finds  not  only  her  happiness,  but  her  honor 
sod  her  perfection,  in  a  feeling  of  dependence  upon  another;  the  rays  of  whose  beauty 
diffuse  warmth  as  well  as  light;  whose  delicacy  is  not  the  angular  and  fiicial  exactness 
of  (be  diamond,  hard,  bright,  and<GUttingf  but  the  soft  repose  of  a  sunbeam  upon  a  bank 
of  violets;  whose  love  is  not  the  playful  and  sparkling  Jet  cCeau  of  the  wild  Flobuul, 
nor  the  deep  concealed  fountain  of  the  haughty  BniToiTAaT,  but  a  lull,  broad,  generous 
stream  of  aflection,  through  which  pours  every  energy  of  her  soul.  Amosbt  is  a  being 
too  earnest  to  be  coy,  too  confiding  to  be  jealoos.    She  bestows  her  love,  not  as  a  boon 
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to  another,  but  m  a  neoessoir  gratification  to  henel£  Her  love  ia  twice  blessed.  It 
bleeseth  her  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes.  Her  repose  is  not  inward  and  within  her- 
self^ but  outward  upon  another.  She  experiences  a  high  gratification  in  knowing  that  i^ 
is  loTcd,  but  a  still  higher  one  in  loyin^.  There  is  in  her  love  a  fullness,  strength, 
bounty,  simplicity,  and  entireness,  to  which  one  of  the  very  best  historical  parallels  is 
to  be  found  in  the  heart  of  Spxkskr  himself,  as  poured  forth  in  the  Sonnets  and  the 
Epithalamium.' 

Shakbspbabe  says  : 

'  SwBiT  are  the  uses  of  adrersity ; 
Which  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  renomous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head ; 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  irom  public  haunt, 
Finds  tonnes  in  trees,  nooks  in  the  running  brooks^ 
Sermons  m  stones,  and  good  in  erery  thin|^ 

We  are  under  the  impression  that  the  sermon  preached  to  sLanderers  is 
worth  many  times  the  cost  of  the  book.  Why  Spenser  was  so  ungaUant  as 
to  select  a  daughter  of  mother  Evb  to  represent  the  character  of  Slander,  is 
no  part  of  our  province  to  inquire.  Nor  do  we  think  our  author  open  to  cen- 
sure for  not  taking  up  her  defence.  As  a  faithful  interpreter,  he  must  stick 
to  the  text,  and  should  any  of  the  fiur  sex  who  feel  the  slightest  penchant  to 
indulge  in  that  vicious  amusement  be  willing  to  take  the  following  ^healing' 
unction  to  their  souls,  we  think  they  will  find  their  account  in  it  At  all 
events  we  feel  it  our  duty  to  thank  the  author  for  the  forcible  manner  in 
which  he  has  unmasked  the  monster : 

'  Tna  Prince  and  the  two  beautiful  ladies  spend  the  night  at  the  hut  of  this  miserable 
old  woman.  Passing  forward  on  their  journey  in  the  mominjg^,  she  follows  them  with 
foul  aspersions  and  reproaches.  While  the  generous  reader  is  filled  with  pity  for  the 
sorrowful  dames,  and  admiration  for  the  heroic  prince,  this  Tile  woman  aeea  in  their 
condition  nothing  but  grounds  for  doubt  and  foul  surmise,  and  entertains  for  them  no 
feelings  but  those  of  the  basest  suspicion.    So  true  it  is  that 

*  *TifST  who  credit  crime,  ore  they  who  feel 
Their  own  hearts  weak  to  unresisted  sin ; 
Memory,  not  Jadnnent,  prompts  the  thooghti  which  steal 
O'er  minds  like  those,  an  easy  ftdth  to  win  ; 
And  tales  of  broken  truth  are  still  believed 
Most  readily  by  those  who  have  themsetyes  deoeiyed.'  ^ 

<  The  bee  sucks  its  honey  from  the  same  plant  which  the  viper  turns  into  venom.  In 
moral  as  in  material  vision,  the  color  of  objects  depends  far  more  upon  the  organ  of 
vision  and  the  intervening  medium  than  upon  any  thing  inherent  in  the  objects  them- 
selves. I  have  no  sort  ofrespeot  for  that  species  of  talent  which  bases  its  reputation 
entirely  upon  the  ability  to  find  fault  To  aiscover  and  appreciate  what  is  good,  is  a 
far  more  difficult  task  than  to  detect  what  is  evil.  The  two  sutes  of  mind  dififer,  as 
wisdom  dififers  firom  cunning.  The  one  sees  only  evil :  the  other  sees  both  evil  and 
good.  The  man  who  would  be  thought  to  possess  a  profound  insight  into  human  nature, 
because  he  can  suggest  a  base  motive  for  every  appearance  of  goulness,  draws  not  onlv 
his  premises  from  a  bad  heart,  but  his  logic  from  a  narrow  head.  The  charity  idiicn 
*  hopeth  all  things,'  and  which  finds  something  good  in  all  things,  is  not  a  surer  index 
of  moral  than  ot  intellectual  greatness.  In  woman,  e8|)ecially,  the  disposition  to  see 
only  the  dark  shades  in  the  picture  of  human  character,  is  odious  in  the  extreme^  and  is 
fitly  represented  by  the  foul  old  woman  already  in  part  described.  Nothing  is  all  dart. 
There  cannot  be  a  picture  without  its  bright  spots;  and  the  steady  contemplation  of 
what  is  bright  in  others,  has  a  reflex  influence  upon  the  beholder.  It  reproduces  what 
it  reflects.  Nay,  it  seems  to  leave  an  impress  even  upon  the  countenance.  The  features, 
from  having  a  dark  and  sinister  aspect,  become  open,  serene,  and  sunny.  A  counte- 
nance so  impressed  has  neither  the  racant  stare  of^the  idiot,  nor  the  crafty,  penetrsling 
look  of  the  basilisk,  but  the  clear,  placid  aspect  of  truth  and  goodness.  The  woman 
who  has  such  a  face  is  beautiful.  She  has  a  beauty  which  varies  not  with  the  features, 
which  changes  not  with  years.  It  is  beauty  of  expression.  Hit  the  only  kind  qfbeautp 
tehu^  can  be  relied  upon  for  a  permanent  infiuence  with  the  other  «er.' 

^MSS.K0KT0V. 
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•Pebbcopics:'  by  Db.  Eldbb.  — Our  friend  and  correspondent,  'Ralpb 
Roanoke,'  who  is  not  only  a  reliable  judge  of  good  writing,  but  a  most 
acceptable  writer  himself,  sends  us  the  following  desultory  epistle  touching 
a  volume  which  we  have  not  as  yet  encountered  If  we  have  occasion  again 
to  advert  to  the  neglect  of  the  publishers,  we  shall  be  convinced  that  the 
demand  for  the  book  exceeds  their  ability  to  supply  it : 

*Mt  deab  Knick  :  If  I  could  persuade  you  to  ignore  the  harness  for  a  day  with 
•Perwcoptcff,'  by  a  kindred  spirit,  I  feel  assured  you  would  acknowledge  an  oasis 
in  the  wearing  turmoil  of  manag^g  '  Old  Knick'  in  the  dog-days. 

*  When  I  was  a  little  boy  out  in  the  far  West,  I  often  tore  my  '  unmentionables ' 
m  scrambling  up  the  sides  of  the  court-house  to  secure  a  '  squatter  location '  on 
a  window-sill  to  see  a  fight  between  two  great  lawyers  who  were  loudly  abusing 
each  other.  But  I  was  always  disappointed.  They  didn't  fight  They  only 
walked  arm-in-arm  away,  after  the  case  was  given  to  the  jury,  like  a  couple  of 
pick-pockets  who  were  gouig  to  divide  their  spoil,  leaving  each  anxious  client 
looking  as  wolfish  as  if  he  had  been  *  sold,'  and  the  unsophisticated,  honest  boys 
bewildered  and  indignant  at  the  brace  of  cowardly  shams. 

*  When  I  grew  older  and  began  to  travel  about,  I  never  boarded  a  steam-boat 
without  the  anxious  desire  of  finding  some  of  our  *  big  folks '  on  their  way  to  Con- 
gress, that  I  might  sit  down  quietly  and  drink  in  the  words  of  wisdom  as  they  fell 
from  their  inspired  lips.  But  here  again  another  disappomtment  awaited  me.  They 
were  only  fluent  in  stale  jokes  and  tobaooo-juioe. 

*  Still  later  in  life,  when  kind  friends  and  good  fortune  threw  me  into  the  com- 
pany of  some  of  the  literary  lions  of  the  hour,  hope  sprung  up  afVesh  at  the  pros- 
pect of  enjoying  in  propria  persoruB  one  of  those  delightfully  abandon  sociables  we 
read  of  in  the  lives  of  such  men  as  Goldsmith,  Bubke,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
Gabbick,  and  Johnson,  (with  a  'chiel  behind  him  takin'  notes; ')  or  at  a  later 
period,  in  our  own  good  city  of  brotherly-love,  when  old  Doctor  Wiotab  was  wont 
to  collect  about  him  those  genial  spirits  of  the  last  century.  But  it  was  all  a  mis- 
take. The  lions  would  n't  roar.  They  were  only  good  at  eatingf  and  drinking.  The 
finmtains  fhnn  which  their  great  thoughts  emanated  were  too  shallow  to  undergo 
the  wear  and  tear  of  the  social  board.    l%eir  stockin  trade  consisted  of  the 
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gre  extracts  which  could  be  pumped  up  under  a  heavy  pressure,  and  these  were 
wanted  for  publication. 

'Perhaps  70U  will  ask,  What  has  all  this  to  do  with  'Periacopiesf  I  will 
answer  jour  question  Yankee-fiuhion,  hy  asking  another.  Have  you  read  the  pre- 
&oe?  If  you  have  not  you  will  find  the  author  tells  you  that  *  Webster  defines 
the  word  Perisoopic,  *A  viewing  on  all  sides,  eta'  However,  do  n't  be  impatient ; 
for  I  am  now  about  to  tell  you  what  it  has  to  do  with  it  I  have  been  a  fiiequenter 
of  public  demonstrations,  political,  literary,  and  religious,  and  Doctor  Eldeb  is  one 
of  the  few  roaring  lions  who  have  never  disappointed  me.  For  originality  and 
freshness,  for  wit  and  sentiment,  for  length,  breadth,  depth,  and  height  of  reach, 
if  he  has  any  superiots  among  us  they  are  holding  back  for  fiiture  demonstra- 
tion. 

*  'Periscopics  *  was  lying  on  my  table,  when  a  country  fHend  came  hi  and  picked 
it  up,  saying,  ' '  Periscopics,'  by  Elder  I  what  Elder  ?  I  wonder  if  it  can  be  the 
Elder  I  once  heard  make  a  speech  in  his  shirt-sleeves  out  in  Western  Pennsyl- 
vania?' 

*  *  I  would  n't  be  surprised  if  it  was,  my  friend,'  I  replied ;  '  he  is  a  real  demo- 
cnt^  and  would  never  swelter  in  his  coat  if  it  was  too  hot  to  wear  it.  Beside^ 
jomp  him  up  when  you  will,  and  you  '11  find  him  a  '  full  team '  at  any  thing.  But 
just  open  the  book  any  where,  and  if  it  is  him  It  will  stick  out  in  the  first  sen- 
tence.' 

'My  fiiend's  eye  fell  upon  the  following  passage  from  'A  Character : ' 

'  'Gkkbral  Ogle  was  not  one  of  a  litter.  He  was  made  on  purpose,  and  his  kind 
was  complete  in  him.  He  was  of  that  breed  which  leaves  no  heirs  and  needs  no  soe- 
cessors.  Out  of  time  and  place  be  would  himself  have  been  only  an  oddity,  or  peiliaps  a 
monster;  bat  in  his  actual  surroundings  of  men  and  things  there  was  the  happiest  poa- 
sible  fitness  of  relations,  and  every  thing  in  him,  accordingly,  had  its  fiill  force  and 
virtue.' 

'This  was  quite  enough,  and  toesmg  back  his  head  a  shade  beyond  the  peipen- 
dieular,  he  said: 

'  'Paroisely;  where  can  I  find  the  book? ' 

'  Being  a  man  of  a  quick  perception  of  what  is  original,  and  a  fine  appredation 
of  what  is  good,  I  '11  venture  he  'U  not  be  at  home  to  any  loafer,  or  *  douse  the  glim ' 
at  night,  until  he  has  made  a  string  of  the  pearls  which  are  strewn  with  such  a 
lavish  hand  throughout  the  book. 

'The  departure  of  my  friend  threw  me  into  a  reverie  running  somewhat  after 
Ibis  &ahion : 

' '  Every  man  should  be  practical  in  his  fiiendships.  Whoever  brings  people 
together  who  are  in  search  of  each  other  to  do  each  other  good,  is  a  benefactor.  It 
won't  be  a  bad  idea  to  leave  '  Perisoopies '  on  my  table.  Every  fellow  who  comes 
in  will  pidc  it  up,  and  if  he  has  a  vital  spark  m  him  it  will  ignite  as  soon  as  be 
opens  it.  If  he  reads  a  chapter  he  will  buy  the  book,  and  thus  botli  parties  will 
be  benefitted.  One  volume  has  sold  already.  Suppose  I  try  what  a  day  may 
bring  forth.' 

'  Here  my  reverie  was  broken  by  the  entrance  of  a  valued  friend,  whose  rueful 
ooantenanoe  prodaimed  him  a  victim  to  that  dreadful  epidemic  which  is  daily 
attackmg  the  commercial  community  between  the  hours  of  nine  ▲.x.  and  three 
P.M.,  with  a  violence  unknown  to  the  '  ddest  inhabitant'  As  he  walks  back  to  my 
desk,  care  is  riding  him  with  whip  and  spur,  and  visions  of  bankruptcy  and  rain 
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ai!9  looming  np  before  him  at  eyeiy  step.  As  the  winds  of  heaven  eddy  around 
his  care-wom  brow,  they  carry  aWay  upon  his  &int  breath  that  honest  wuh  c£  his 
heart  so  touchingly  expressed  by  Cowfeb  : 

<  <  OhI  for  a  lodge  in  some  rast  wilderness* 
Some  bouodlesB  contiguity  of  shade. 
Where  rumor  of  deoreman  and  dday. 
Of  nnsuooesBfttl  and  soeccaafol  trad4 
llight  never  reach  me  more  I    Hy  ear  is  pained, 
My  soul  is  sick  with  every  day's  report 
Of  stopt  and  pr<dett$  with  wtuch  earth  is  filled.' 

'  Bnt  let  him  speak  for  himself: 

'  'Ralph,  my  dear  boy,  I*m  in  great  distress.  I  'm  one  thousand  shorty  and  it^s 
now  two  o^dock.  I 'm  rained  if  you  don't  help  me  out  of  this  scrape.  I  offered 
Ibr  discount  in  two  banks  and  got  kicked  oat  at  both.  Have  you  any  thing 
over?' 

'It  is  astonishing  how  cool  and  tantalizing  one  feels  on  odd  days,  when  there  are 
no  notes  to  pay,  and  'till  to-morrow*  is  a  little  eternity.  Under  this  dellghtfal 
sensation,  which  should  be  indulged  for  the  sake  of  recuperation,  especially  if  one 
has  the  means  to  grant  the  favor  asked,  it  was  just  the  most  natural  thing  in  life 
for  me  to  answer :  '  Sit  down,  Georgs,  and  take  it  easy.  It  is  n't  healthy  to  be- 
come excited.  The  weather  is  entirely  too  hot  for  violent  exertion.  By  the  way, 
here  is  a  most  delightful  and  instructive  book  I  want  you  to  read.  It  will  scatter 
the  honors  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven.' 

"Do 'nt  talk  to  me  about  seeding  when  my  nund  is  so  harassed  I  can  hardly 
aaj  my  prayers.' 

* '  Yes,  but  just  read  this  exquisite  pictare  of  the  heroine  in  that  wonderftd  story 
of '  Elzzabbth  Babton,'  while  I  see  how  much  I  can  loan  you.' 

'The  habit  of  employing  every  moment  induced  him  to  comply: 

' '  Thi  controlling  quality  of  Eloabsth's  mind  was  very  plainly  in  its  intense  reli- 
gions devotedness,  which  in  her  not  only  sublimed,  but  strengthened  her  natural 
affections,  held  them  well  and  wisely  to  their  office,  and  gave  to  the  simplest  duty  which 
had  any  thing  of  sacrifice  in  it,  the  tone  and  determination  at  a  sacred  obligation. 

"Her  ideal  of  a  religious  life  is  called,  in  the  phrase  of  her  church  creed,  sanctifica- 
tifOn,  perfect  love,  or  Christian  perfection.  This  conception  was  her  standard.  The 
inateat  aspirations  of  her  heart  were  for  angel  pnrity  and  exoeUeuce.  Her  understand- 
ing, in  its  enthnsiaam,  v^ected  the  logical  manouTring  by  which  the  reqoirements  of 
the  highest  law  aie  reconciled  to  habitual  delinquencies  of  life ;  nay,  she  felt  weakness 
itself  like  a  crime.  Her  meekness  bore  without  apology  the  burden  of  her  offences; 
and  self-justification,  on  the  ground  of  natural  infirmity  of  nature,  would  have  felt  to 
her  the  very  boldness  of  an  appeal  from  the  law  of  conduct  prescribed  for  her  by  her 
Divine  Father.  The  soul,  held  in  such  a  ftame,  grew  and  gushed  like  the  flowers  and 
fountaina,  under  the  kindliest  influences  of  heaven.  In  the  calm  of  her  holy  reveries, 
blessing  lay  like  dew  upon  her  affections,  and  in  its  exultant  movement,  the  divine 
presence  flooded  her  whole  being  with  its  light  and  life,  like  a  sun-burst  on  a  mountain 
top.  It  needed  only  a  clear  insight  to  perceive  that  her  essential  life  was  *hid  with 
Cbbist  in  Qon ' ;  that  there  was  a  constant  rapture  in  the  soul  under  that  tranquillity 
of  the  senses  —  a  fullness  of  the  diviner  life  sustaining  a  level  of  perpetual  calmness  on 
the  surface,  which  the  forces  of  the  outward  and  accidental  had  no  power  to  disturb. 
This  supremacy  of  the  central  took  nothing  fh)m  the  wonted  energy  of  the  loves  she 
owed  to  the  world  without;  it  rather  adjusted,  steadied,  and  supplied  them  with  a 
recreating  strength,  a  constant  freshness,  and  untiring  patience.  If  her  faith  and  fervor 
bordered  on  fanaticism  in  sentiment,  they  nevertheless,  in  all  the  verities  of  use,  flowed 
like  life-blood  through  her  moral  system,  feeding  with  vital  force  all  the  faculties  which 
perferm  the  benign  offices  of  love  and  duty.    A  deep  peace  ruled  her  spirit^  and  wove 
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iU  quiet  into  all  the  aolidtudes  which  she  sustamed  for  others,  and  holj  rest  within 
oompensated  and  repaired  the  waste  of  toil  without' 

*  After  reading  this,  he  turned  over  the  leaves  and  examined  the  tiUe-page.  The 
woricings  of  his  mind  were  quite  perceptible.  He  had  already  determined  to  buy 
the  book,  and  although  deeply  interested,  still  remembered  he  was  pressed  ibr 
time.  With  the  feeling  that  he  would  just  finish  that  paragraph,  he  went  a  little 
fiirther,  until  the  waters  of  Lethe  closed  cautiously  and  sUenUy  over  the  afiairs  of 
the  day,  and  banks  and  bills  payable  were  to  him,  for  the  time  being,  ogres  of  the 
night,  vanishing  before  the  bright  god  of  day.  If  the  author  could  have  witnessed 
how  the  interest  of  this  firesh  and  truthM  picture  of  life  had  power  to  awaken  an 
all-absorbmg  sympathy  in  this  honest  brother's  heart,  he  would  have  felt  abundantly 
repaid  for  the  writing.  He  read  on  to  the  dose,  and  drawing  a  long-sustained 
breath,  looked  up  at  the  dock. 

"Gradous  heavens  I '  he  exdaimed,  'it  wants  but  twenty  minutes  to  three 
o'clock  1  * 

*  A  moment's  delay  or  a  word  of  badinage  at  this  dimax,  would  have  been  an 
insupportable  agony,  and  I  quietly  placed  a  check  for  the  required  amount  in  his 
hand,  and  hurried  him  off  to  take  up  his  note. 

'  The  next  visitor  was  a  Western  phyeician.  I  called  upon  him  to  sit  down  and 
read  *  Cakmd^  an  artide  fix>m  which  I  have  only  room  for  an  extract: 

"QuackbbtI  If  a  fellow's  head  is  a  fog-bank,  it  is'nt  in  a  diploma  to  make  a 
physician  of  him.  The  man  that  can 't  tell  the  time  of  day  by  a  clock  till  he  hears  it 
strike,  has  no  use  for  a  watch;  and  the  physician  that  does  not  know  whether  calomel 
is  produdng  its  effect  until  his  patient  is  salivated,  should  never  touch  the  drug ;  he  is 
not  fit  to  use  it' 

*  He  complied,  and  the  reading  gave  hun  '  fits.'  (By  the  way,  a  newly-diacovered 
symptom  of  calomel)    But  notwithstandmg,  he  saw  fit  to  purchase  the  book. 

*  Here  space  admonishes  me  that  I  am  trespassing ;  but  I  must  not  omit  the  most 
amusing  act  of  the  drama.  I  have  the  good  or  ill  fortune  to  number  among  my  list 
of  bores,  of  which  eveiy  man  has  a  goodly  number,  a  consequential  and  crusty  old 
bachelor,  on  the  shady  side  of  fifty,  who  considers  no  man's  opinion  or  judgment 
entitled  to  any  weight  in  the  community  who  was  not  a  looker-on  at  the  birth  of 
the  present  century ;  who  imagines  the  wisdom  of  the  world  garnered  up  in  his 
wonderfiil  cranium,  to  be  cautiously  administered  in  broken  doses  during  lus 
morning  perambulations ;  who  is  too  conservative  to  accept  any  new  isms,  and  who 
is  annoyed  beyond  measure  by  the  propensity  of  the  present  generation  to  coin 
words,  the  meaning  of  which  he  can  have  no  due  to ;  who  delivers  himself  in  that 
slow  and  oracular  manner  which,  while  it  admits  of  no  argument,  makes  mountaiiia 
out  of  mole-hills. 

'  Happening  to  walk  in  during  my  experiment  with  '  Fvnsovpks^  I  accosted  him 
in  the  following  off-hand  manner: 

*  *  Good  morning,  Mr.  Waewick.  I  hope  I  have  the  honor  of  seeing  you  v«y 
well  this  fine  morning? ' 

'  The  familiarity  of  my  manner  would  have  been  sufficient  to  wound  his  dignity 
without  the  presence  of  company,  before  whom  such  a  liberty  must  be  rebuked. 
He,  therefore,  straightened  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  replied: 

*  'By  what  train  of  reasoning,  Sir,  or  by  what  rule  of  logic,  do  you  call  this  a  fine 
morning,  when  the  thermometer  stands  at  ninety,  Sb,  at  eight  o'dock  in  the  fore- 
noon, Sir?    When  I  was  a  young  man,  Sir,  we  had  no  such  weatiier  as  this; 
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neither  had  we  hojB — yefl^  hoys,  Sir—- who  woold  have  hazarded  sach  a  remark 
in  the  presence  of  their  aemora,  Sir.  But,  Sir,  I  presume  the  rationale  of  the  aflbir 
is,  that  men  having  changed,  the  weather  had  to  change  alsa' 

'  Having  delivered  himself  afler  this  wise,  and  waited  a  few  moments  to  enjoy 
its astoondrng  effects,  he  continued,  'I  have  the  honor,  Sir,  to  take  my  leava* 

'Now,  such  a  display  of  galvanized  dignity  and  pomposity  had  been  submitted  to 
good-naturedly  so  often,  that  I  felt  like  taking  him  down  a  peg,  and  I  was  sure  that 
the  book  before  me  with  its  modem  same  would  ftimish  a  fine  opportunity.  I 
therefore  remarked : 

*  *  Mr.  Wabwick,  allow  me  to  aak  you  one  question  before  you  go.  Haye  yoo 
seen  '  Periseopica  f ' ' 

*  The  question  confounded  him.    I  presumed  it  would.    I  repeated  again : 

*  *  Have  you  seen  ^  Feridccpica,^  by  Eldeb?  ' 

*  By  this  time  he  had  got  the  handle  of  the  question,  and  tried  to  extricate  him- 
self after  this  ihshion : 

*  *  No^  Sir,  I  have  neither  seen  nor  heard  of  the  book,  or  the  author,  Sir ;  if  a  man 
who  can  take  such  liberties  with  the  English  language  can  be  caUed  an  autbiM*, 
Sir.' 

< '  But,  my  dear  Sir,  you  will  find  the  word  *  Periscopic  *  in  Wbbsteb.* 

*  *  Well,  Sir,  suppose  the  use  of  it  to  be  technically  right,  Sir,  do  you  not  see  it  is 

•  modem  innovation,  Sir  ?  * 

*  At  this  point  I '  squared  myself'  to  confound  him  with  the  force  of  mj  arguments 
and  the  fluency  of  my  language ;  and  seizing  my  opportunity  while  he  was  taking 
breath,  I  began : 

*  *  Ton,  Sir,  who  perambulate  the  city  as  a  walking  encyclopedia  of  knowledge  — 
as  the  connecting  link  which  dovetails  all  that  is  worth  knowing  of  the  present 
century  with  the  past — haven't  read  ' Perisc(^ics,'  and  don't  know  Doctor 
Elder!' 

'  *  Do  n*t  know  the  man  who  was  bom  on  the  top  of  the  Alleghany  Mountains^  at 
hiaxown  particular  request  I 

' '  Do  n't  know  the  man  who  made  the  Kossuth  speech  t 

'  *  Do  n't  khow  the  man  who  edited  *  the  Republic! ' 

* '  Do  n't  know  the  man  who  '  threw  physic  to  the  dogs,'  and  went  to  law  for  an 
honest  living! 

'  *  Do  n't  know  the  man  whose  heart  is  so  kmd  he  wo  'nt  take  a  prosecuting 
feel 

"Don't  know  the  man  whose  wife  never  allows  him  to  go  to  market,  for  fear  he 
may  meet  a  beggar  on  the  way,  and  give  him  all  his  money ;  or  failing  to  meet  him 
while  bis  basket  is  empty,  gives  him  its  contents  on  his  return! ' 

* '  Well,  upon  my  word,  Mr.  Warwick,  you  come  a  little  the  nearest  to  being  a 

*  Know-Nothing '  of  any  man  I  ever  saw  in  all  my  life.' 

'  This  rollicking  speech  confounded  the  old  gentleman,  and  caused  a  silent  and 
speechless  retreat  on  his  part,  and  roars  of  laughter  from  the  company. 

'  Such  a  book  as  '  Feriscopics,^  abounding  as  it  does  in  characters  and  tales,  things 
slaahj  and  things  fanciful,  things  politico-economical  and  things  religious,  is  a  pub- 
lic benefaction,  and,  judiciously  used,  might  furnish  young  editors,  aye,  and  old  ones, 
too,  with  original  material  for  a  year's  work.  It  will  serve  as  a  sort  of  intellectual 
grindstone,  upon  which  young  aspiring  authors  may  try  their  metal ;  and  if  they 
will  only  profit  by  the  test,  the  public  will  be  saved  many  dull  inflictions. — ^Yours 
ever,     .  Ralph  Roanoke. 
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Our  *Up-River'  and  Grekn-Mountain  Gorrespondeot  on  his  Tba- 
TELS.  —  Our  faithful  friend  and  contributor,  since  his  last  communicaUon,  has 
been  upon  his  travels  in  Her  Majesty's  dominions;  and  the  first  city  he  visits 
|g  recalled  to  us,  as  we  saw  it  six  years  ago,  as  it  were  by  a  daguerreotype ; 
and  the  same  praise  is  awarded  to  his  last  epistle,  in  a  letter  now  lying 
before  us  from  t^  lady-correspondent  formerly  of  the  Green-Hountain  State, 
but  now  a  resident  of  the  distant  West : 

MotOretd,  St^pimnber  5,  1864. 

'  To  experience  the  luxury  of  a  new  sensation,  I  have  crofised  the  borders,  and 
entered  on  the  confines  of  Joannes  Bull.  If  you  have  eagerly  desired  to  visit 
^Albion's  Isle,'  where  whilom  *  dwelt  a  youth,'  but  cannot  do  so  for  the  present, 
owing  to  the  *  great  gulf'  placed  between  you  and  it,  the  Ganadas  afford  tiie  beet, 
though  perhaps  an  unsatas&ctoiy,  substitute.  There  you  may  see  English,  if  not 
England,  Frenchmen,  if  not  Francou 

* '  CoBliun,  non  m^^iwhwi  matant  qui  traiu  mare  curmit.* 

Leaving  the  'capitolian  town'  (as  the  poet,  Elbert  H.  Smith  has  it)  of  Vermont 
at  mid-day,  we  travelled  northward  along  the  base  of  the  wild  Green-Mountains. 
Last  year  the  crops  were  eaten  up  by  g^rass-hoppers ;  now  the  whole  country  is 
afflicted  with  drouth.  For  six  weeks  the  blessed  rain  has  not  fallen,  only  now  and 
then  a  passing  cloud  has  let  drop  a  few  teazing  honey-drops,  and  the  com  has 
begun  to  be  prematurely  *  parched,'  and  the  springs  have  fiul^  The  fallen  leaves 
have  become  so  dry,  and  the  soil  itself  so  inflammatory,  that  the  least  spark  is 
cherished  mto  a  flame,  and  the  whole  world,  as  far  as  we  could  look,  appeared  to 
be  in  a  state  of  conflagration.  In  a  littie  while  the  smoke  became  insufierable,  tiie 
sun  was  obscured,  and  the  engineer  could  scarce  see  what  was  ahead.  We 
arrived  at  a  burning  bridge,  and  aiter  much  delay  got  across  the  narrow  stream; 
and  when  another  engine  had  been  procured,  rolled  on.  Toward  night  the  specta- 
cle was  splendid,  yet  gloomy  in  the  extreme.  The  distant  mountaini^  on  fire,  the 
dense  fog  creeping  over  the  meadows,  the  '  bonfires '  here  and  there,  the  crawling 
flames  which  crept  up  the  trunks  and  burst  out  upon  the  summits  of  diy  pines  and 
larches,  the  separate  and  distinct  kindlings  seen  at  intervals  in  the  thick  groves  by 
the  way-side,  and  the  many  nuclei  fix)m  which  the  conflagration  was  spreading^ 
gave  to  the  whole  scene,  as  we  looked  out  of  the  dim  windows  of  the  rolling  cars, 
an  intense  and  solemn  interest    It  seemed  as  if  the  great  day  was  at  hand. 

'l^oward  twilight  our  course  appeared  to  lie  through  a  deep  and  wide  sea.  Al- 
though still  travelling  on  wheels,  we  beheld  nothing  on  eveiy  hand  but  waves; 
but  our  Palikurus  plunged  bravely  on,  and  the  whole  tr^n,  like  a  great  sea-ser- 
pent»  with  many  a  loud  exhalation  moved  slowly  along,  and  at  last  came  to  a  stand 
at  the  extremity  of  a  '  narrow  neck  of  land '  which  juts  into  Lake  Champlain. 
The  hotel  is  a  continuation  of  the  long  sheds  which  form  the  depot — a  pretty  som- 
bre-looking place,  for  the  waters  of  the  lake  come  up  to  the  very  threshold  of  the 
host's  door;  and  in  stormy  weather  he  might  need  the  aid  of  Mrs.  PARnNaroN'S 
broom  to  sweep  them  out  A  steam-boat  lay  bouncing  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
piazza,  ready  to  carry  off  a  portion  of  the  travellers  to  Whitehall  Rouse's  Point 
is  the  windiest  neck  o'land  I  was  ever  '  onto,'  and  I  was  told  that  in  the  winter^ 
time  it  is  a  *  tedious  place.'  It  must  be  that  at  any  time  for  those  who  have  to  tany 
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in  it  longer  thAn  over  nig^t»  for  the  eatnnoe  to  it  is  tbroogh  oayemous  walla  ilia* 
■liiied  with  the  occuiooal  gkre  of  furnacefl. 

'  When  yoa  at  last  paaB  through  the  hall  of  your  plaoe  of  entertainment^  It  is  only 
to  look  on  the  dark  billows  of  Chami^aln.  The  night  came  down,  and  there  was  no 
moon.  As  gloomy  and  solemn-thoughted  as  Ossian,  I  passed  up  and  down  the  narrow 
platform,  holding  on  my  hat  with  both  bands.  Tht  lake  seemed  shoreless;  but 
fl&r  off  in  the  dark,  a  light-house,  like  some  great  eye  made  not  to  see  but  to  be 
seen,  looked  with  blazing  circumspection  ftrom  the  cliff.  The  passengers  for  White* 
hall  were  up-staixs  taking  advantage  of  a  small  interregnum  to  accomplish  their 
sn|ipera;  and  there  they  vb6^  a  hundred  or  more  of  them,  at  a  long  table,  as  dumb 
M  beetles^  chewing  beefsteaks  and  champing  cucumbers^  on  the  brink  of  the  sullen 
golf  into  which  they  were  to  plunga  How  thoughtless  is  ▼<»Facityl  It  pliea  its 
tooth-|Mck  in  the  jaws  of  destruction,  and  wayes  its  dying  fiurewell  to  a  mutton* 
ehop.  It  is  positiyely  shocking  to  look  at  sharp-set  travellers  over  explosive  boil' 
sr^  or  with  a  single  plank  between  them  and  death,  dabbling  in  soups,  and  gravies^ 
and  all  kinds  of  greasy  oondiments,  with  the  appetites  of  nail-digesting  ostriches^ 
How  they  do  eat,  with  their  eyes  as  well  as  their  teeth,  as  if  they  would  devour 
the  porous  negroes  who  wait  on  table  I  How  they  do  iKk  the  spoons  1  What 
a '  muss '  they  do  make  with  eggs^  while  tiiey  sully  the  by-no*means-immaculate 
table-doths  I  It  drives  one  to  the  verge  of  frenzy  to  hear  them  mMkck,  What  an 
appropriato  epitaph  on  the  glutton's  tomb  would  be  the  solemn  words: 

*The  Mmnd  of  the  giinden  shill  eeiae!* 

'At  last  the  bell  rang,  and  the  swift-repeated  cry  of  'all  aboard  *  mingled  with 
the  creak  of  twisting  hawsersy  and  the  hissing  of  steam,  came  like  a  death-knell  on 
the  ear  of  the  engrossed  eaters.  Down  came  the  Whitehallers  with  their  mouths 
unwiped,  running  as  &8t  as  they  had  just  masticated,  &irly  tumbling  over  each 
other  down  the  stairs.  The  wind  blew  a  gale ;  the  furnaces  glared  out ;  they  were 
swept  aboard  as  with  the  blast  of  a  hurricane ;  trunks,  and  bags,  and  baskets,  and 
band- boxes;  the  sound  of  the  keel  was  heard  in  the  waves;  they  were  (»it  of 
sight  and  mind  in  a  twinklmg,  and  nothing  but  the  lantern  at  the  mast-head  was 
seen,  shining  down  like  a  baleftil  star  on  these  thoughtless  subjects  of  digestion. 
With  a  silent  aspiration  that  they  ijught  be  spared  till  breakfast  next  morning,  I 
retired  ibr  the  nighty  in  a  long,  narrow,  triple-bedded  room,  in  which,  thanks  to  the 
obliging  nature  of  the  landlord  and  the  meagreness  of  travel,  I  took  up  my  quar- 
tan Mfttf.  Kofe  than  one  pair  of  boots  in  a  sleeping  apartment  is  decidedly  not 
pleasant 

*•  The  approach  to  ttie  clean  quays  of  Kontreel  awakens  great  expectations  in 
those  who  long  to  set  foot  in  Buix's  domink>n&  How  different  from  the  ugly  log% 
and  blade  piles,  and  rubbish-choked  wharves  of  our  great  city  1  On  lanqing,  you 
have  not  to  run  the  gauntlet  through  a  file  of  whip-lashes  shaken  threateningly  ait 
your  head.  The  cab-men  stand  as  still  as  statues,  only  crooking  their  fingers  at 
you  in  a  wistful  manner,  with  a  mute  appeal  for  patronage.  Gabs  which  for  some 
reason  or  other  did  not  seem  to  take  in  New- York  are  here  in  the  ascendant 
Ancient^  and  massive,  and  compact  is  the  dty  of  KontreaL  Its  narrow  street^ 
queer  houses^  its  black-hooded  nuns^  red-coated  soldiers,  and  ecclesiafiUcs  in  their 
distinctive  garbs  to  be  met  every  where,  together  with  other  foatures  too  numerous 
to  mention,  impress  it  with  a  style  and  character  entirely  distinct  from  that  of  any 
city  in  the  States.  You  do  not  meet  the  red-faced  Englishman,  however,  at  every 
turn,  as  you  expected.    Climate  and  a  dogged  sticking  to  old-country  modes  of  Ufo 
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have  perhaps  turned  his  blood  pale,  ODd  he  is  mingled  in  the  thoroughfares  in  large 
proportion  with  the  more  sallow  Frenchman  and  sun-burnt  Irish.  Sharp  noses  and 
slab-sides  also  are  by  no  means  rare.  The  city  wanted  its  ordinary  life,  for  it  had 
just  risen  from  sackcloth,  to  say  nothing  of  ashes.  The  pestQence  had  but  lately 
abated,  and  the  regiments  had  been  removed  from  town.  Moreover,  the  last  day 
of  August  was  distinguished  for  sweltering  heats,  clouds  of  dust,  Imd  the  densest 
smoke  wafted  into  town  from  burning  forests,  so  that  the  darkest  day  in  London 
would  scarce  compare  with  it. 

*Many  of  the  streets  in  Montreal  are  named  after  Siunts,  and  aU  of  them  dedi* 
Gated  to  sinners.  But  never  was  this  class  of  humanity  better  provided  for.  The 
good  nuns  go  all  about  town  to  look  after  the  sick  and  destitute ;  scores  of  prieste 
lend  an  attentive  ear  in  multitudinous  confession-boxes  to  the  penitential;  and 
immense  churches  are  open  all  day  to  those  devoutly  inclined.  You  see  more  peo- 
ple on  their  knees  by  odds  than  you  have  been  accustomed  to,  and  it  is  such  a 
common  attitude  that  one  never  thmks  of  pointing  with  an  air  of  wonder  to  the 
genuflecting  individual,  saying,  *  Behold,  he  prays  I  *  The  love  of  the  world  is  no 
doubt  rife  as  in  other  places,  and  poor  human  nature  needs  renovation.  Yet  one 
phase  of  sinfulness,  I  should  say,  does  not  so  much  abound  —  the  headlong  frenzy 
of  getting  suddenly  rich,  and  *  that  without  remedy.'  A  slower,  surer,  and  per- 
haps more  honest  process  is  indicated  by  the  thicker  walls,  the  less  showy,  but 
more  substantial  houses.  We  asked  several  persons^  as  the  guide-book  was  good 
for  nothing,  what  were  the  lions  of  the  place,  and  their  dasslflcation  of  the  scanty 
catalogue  was  thus,  to  the  question : 

*  Q.  1.  —  *  What  is  there  to  be  seen  in  Montreal  ?  * 

^  Host.  — '  Oh !  there  is  the  Cathedral,  the  Ride  round  the  Mountain,  the  Market, 
and  Nelson's  monument,  and  the  Gray  Nunnery. 

'  Q.  2.  — - '  What  is  there  worth  looking  at  in  Montreal  ?  * 

*  Patrick.  —  *  The  Cathaydral,  Gray  Noonery,  Ride  round  the  Mountain,  and 
Nelson's  tower.' 

*  Q.  3.  — '  What  is  there  interesting  to  strangers  in  Montreal  ? ' 

*  Bar-man.  — '  Nelson's  tower.  Cathedral,  Gray  Nunnery,  Ride  round  the  Moun- 
tain, and  Macallister.' 

'Here  was  something  gained  by  pertinacious  inquiiy.  Maoallister,  however, 
turned  out  to  be  not  a  fixity,  but  a  conjurer,  who,  having  astonished  all  the 
crowned  beads  of  Europe,  had  stopped  hero  by  particular  request,  the  last  link  in 
the  illustrious  chain  of  wizards.  As  for  the  *  cathaydral,'  we  paid  it  a  speedy  viat, 
which  we  repeated  again  and  again.  It  is  immense  and  magnificent  in  extent,  but 
we  were  surprised  to  find  the  outer  walls  at  the  base  pasted  all  over  with  sundiy 
iidvertisements,  some  of  them  not  at  aU  of  an  ecclesiastical  nature.  As  to  the  dim, 
rdigious  light,  and  so  forth,  it  has  fluently  been  written  about  before.  Gray 
Nunnery  is  veiy  neat  and  dean,  and  Nelson's  monument  in  a  state  of  wretdied 
dilapidation,  the  stucco  upon  it  all  tumbling  to  pieces.  There  was  one  very 
important  work  which  was  not  mentioned  by  our  informants  m  company  with  Catbay- 
dral  and  Gray  Nunnery,  and  that  was  the  Yiotoria  tubular  bridge  now  building 
over  the  rapida  Thither  with  a  friend  I  proceeded,  and,  having  obtained  a  pass, 
we  went  to  form  some  idea  of  this  gigantic  and  most  magnificent  undertaking.  In 
the  middle  of  the  boiling  river,  which  is  here  two  miles  in  width,  the  company 
have  erected  an  immense  coffer-dam,  and  we  saw  the  solid  masonry  already  laid 
down  on  the  dry  bed  of  the  stream.  This  bridge  when  oompleM  may  yet  fonn  a 
part  of  the  grand  highway  to  the  Pacific  and  to  China.    So  they  say. 
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'  I  notioed  a  veiy  singular  vehicle,  the  like  of  which  mj  eyee  had  never  beheld ; 
a  jaantjT,  easy  gig,  on  high  springs,  without  top,  with  a  shelving  back,  and  seat  in 
front  fin  a  driver  —  the  some  called  a  caieehe^  (pronounced  oakuK)  It  looked  as  if 
it  belonged  to  the  age  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth;  and  my  friend  and  I  forthwith 
made  up  our  minds  to  have  a  ride  round  the  reoonmiended  mountain  in  nothing 
else  but  a  '  calash.'  A  lively  Irishman,  whose  whole  personal  estate  consisted  in  s 
very  shabby  spedmen  of  this  sort  of  carriage,  very  gladly  consented  to  go  upon  the 
Journey,  and  soon  made  his  appearance  before  the  hotel  We  were  not  proud,  and 
stepped  in.  It  was  a  part  of  Uie  bargain  that  he  diould  also  drive  us  through  the 
city  aBd  suburbs.  And  &ith,  the  motion  of  the  caiiiage  was  so  aiay^  and  so  many 
things  did  our  guide  point  out  to  us,  that  we  by  no  means  regretted  having  gone. 
Here  we  saw  a  place  of  entertainment  for  the  sale  of  bivalves,  now  kept  by  Sha- 
BBACK,  the  ftigitive  of  Boston  notoriety.  It  is  called  *  Unolb  Tom's  Cabin.'  There 
are  many  colored  gentlemen  of  the  same  dass  in  Montreal,  mostly  engaged  in  the 
tonsorial  occupation.  Then  we  were  directed  to  the  spot  where  Lord  Elgik  was 
stoned  in  his  carriage,  and  nearly  fell  a  victim  to  the  mob ;  and  again,  we  saw  the 
spot  on  which  Father  Gavazzi  was  complimented  in  a  like  manner.  The  padre 
and  his  lordship  shook  off  the  dust  from  the  soles  of  their  feet  when  they  went 
away,  and  have  not  returned  to  the  dty  since. 

' '  Bound  the  mountain '  is  a  most  agreeable  driva  There  are  superb  slopes  and 
meadows,  elegant  seats,  and  all  the  marks  of  a  long-settled  country.  A  number 
of  carriages  passed  us  on  the  road,  filled  with  sisters  of  charity,  who  were  either 
out  for  the  benefit  of  then:  health,  or  on  their  errands  of  mercy.  These  good  crea- 
tures must  have  suffered  very  much  fix>m  their  exertions  during  the  past  season,  for 
the  scourge  was  unusually  severe. 

*  On  returning  into  the  dty  we  were  attracted  by  a  crowd  arranged  in  the  form 
of  a  hollow  square,  gazing  with  much  interest  on  the  tricks  of  a  conjurer,  (not 
Macalusteb,)  who  was  walking  about  with  a  drawn  sword  in  his  band,  and  doing 
in  open  day-light  some  of  those  feats  whose  success  we  are  apt  to  attribute  to  the 
help  of  candle-light  He  spoke  in  the  French  lingo.  The  trick  of  the  eggs  and 
the  empty  bag  was  performed,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  audience,  alter  being  edi- 
fied with  which  we  requested  the  *  calash '  to  move  on.  But  I  have  not  a  great 
deal  to  say  of  Montreal  at '  this  present.'  The  ioui  ensemble  was  what  interested 
me  the  most ;  the  general  expression  and  features  which  marked  this  ancient  dty 
as  distinct  from  any  thing  which  I  had  seen  in  the  States ;  for  as  to  its  public 
places  and  objects  of  interest,  they  can  be  visited  in  a  little  time,  and  consist,  as 
Patrick  said,  (mentioning  them  in  the  order  of  their  interest,)  of  *  Cathaydral,  Gray 
Nunnery,  Ride  round  the  Mountain,  and  NsuKnr's  Tower; '  to  which  maybe  added 
at  present,  Magalustes.'  f.  w.  & 

Wb  shall  next  hear  from  oar  agreeable  oorrespondent  at  the  qaaint  and 
andent  dty  of  Quebec,  of  which  he  will  give  us,  we  may  safely  assume,  a 
most  graphic  picture.  We  somewhat  marvel  that  while  our  fideud  was  in 
Montreal  he  did  not  ascend  to  the  top  of  one  of  the  great  towers  of  the  cathe- 
dral. The  view  thence  is  one  of  surpassing  magnitude  and  beauty.  It  is 
alone  worth  going  to  Montreal  to  behold.  Also,  instead  of  going  by  rail  to 
the  Canadian  metropolis,  why  did  not '  F.  W.  S.'  take  boat  and  go  down  the 
'Long  Soux'  and  *  Cedar  Rapids?'  He  would  have  seen  wonders  that 
would  last  him  a  life-time.  He  must  take  that  route  when  next  he  travels 
Canada- ward. 
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Tbb  *  Sba-Shobb  Skstohbs  '  reach  xu  when  we  are  fittnting  with  the  last 
and  moat  *  ferrent  heat '  ofwelj  S^tember.  The  very  title  has  an  4i»r  ef 
coohieas.  The  sea-ahorel  But  read — and  'aaj  nothing':  it's  too  warn 
to  talk: 

<  t  Let  ^8  go  over  to  the  pistol*gaUeiy,  llnyx  I  I  see  the  Kiaaes  Haumebslaasr 
with  two  'lions '  in  their  cliains  just  entering  the  door,  and  if  70a  'd  do  a  signal 
&yor  to  these  ladies,  you'll  assist  at  their  performanoes^  We  shall  not  intnide: 
thej  can 't  have  too  many  admirers.* 

' '  Well  I '  hummed  the  Miy'or,  '  needs  must  when  Bazzr  drives.'  And  throwing 
away  segara^  the  pair  started  for  the  gallery ;  entering  just  as  Miss  Juua  Haxhib- 
SUiaEB,  having  selected  a  'saw-handle,'  gave  orders  to  load.  Pistol  in  haad,  she 
announced  her  intention  of  firing  at  the  word.  Between  *  two  and  three^'  she 
blazed  away.    The  bell  rang. 

* '  'It  'im  again  I  Miss  'AiO[BRSLi.aEB;  hlf  'e  'as  n't  hany  friends,  'e's  got  a  hiron 
constitution ! '  spoke  out  the  English  *lion '  of  the  group,  Fitz-Hobbs,  as  dreaKd 
in  '  ashes-of-cream '  colored,  '  leg-of-mutton '  whiskers,  supported  by  a  ^jGather-killer ' 
flhirt-collar,  kept  up  by  a  blue  polka  neckerchief;  salmon-colored  pantaloons,  a  short, 
brown  shooting-jacket,  historical  pattern-shirt,  and — gaiters,  of  course,  he  watched 
the  young  lady's  preparation  to  take  her  second  shot  at  the  iron-target ;  said  target 
being  cut  out  in  the  semblance  of  a  man  in  profile,  whose  heart  being  hit,  gave  oat 
the  ring. 

*  BuzzY  was  saluted  by  Miss  Julia  with : 

' '  Good  morning,  Buzzt  I    Come  over  to  see  me  shoot  7 ' 

* '  That's  my  mission  just  now,'  was  his  reply.  '  I  came  over,  too,  to  get  up  an 
appetite,  for  you  ring  that  bell  so  continuously  that  I  cheat  myself  into  the  belief 
it 's  the  first  bell  for  dinner.' 

'  *  That  'II  do,  now  1  Keep  quiet,  Buzet,  and  don 't  spoil  my  shooting  with  your 
wretched  compliments.  Fitz-Hobbs  is  trying  to  make  me  miss  the  button,  becauas 
he  has  bet  a  Champagne  breakfast  for  the  'party '  that  I  can't  ring  the  bell  six  1 
out  of  eight' 

<  FiTZ-HoBBS  protested.    '  Hi  declare  hi'm  an  abused  individual ;  I  'ad  n't  a  1 
ter  motive  at  haU.    Hi  knew  when  I  made  the  bet  that  you  'd  win  it' 

'One I  twol    Ring-a-ling-ft-ling! 

'  'There  you  go  againi  'it  'im  right  in  the  'arti  You'll  sM  it  hlf  3roa  keep 
^ammering  away  in  that  manner.  Hit's  positively  shocking  to  'im;  stunnii^  hi 
might  say.' 

'  MiBS  Julia  HAiniEBSLAOER,  nothing  daunted  by  Hobbs'  remarks,  fired  eight 
shots,  rai^  the  bell  seven  times,  and  won  the  break&st;  whereupon  her  sister 
Katb  and  the  Count  Dougb  Savon  tendered  their  oongratnlatioDs  to  Mr.  Fm- 
H0BB8,  desiring  him  to  '  name  the  happy  day.'  He  named  the  next ;  and  then,  as 
if  to  relieve  his  mind  fh>m  a  great  weight  of  woe,  deeml  to  exchange  a  few  shots 
wi&  the  Count  at  the  '  Hiron  Duke,'  as  he  &oetiously  called  the  taiget  The  Count 
DouoB  Savon,  who  wore  just  tiie  air  of  a  biUiaid-marker  from  the  Latin  Quajier, 
readily  complied.  Miss  Julia  declated  she  'wouldn't  bet  a  sixpence  on  Fnz- 
H0BB8'  shooting,'  but  readily  staked  two  polkas  and  a  schottisch  on  the  Count 

' '  Are  you  ready? '  asked  the  proprietor  of  the  shooting-galleiy. 

'  *  Pretty  nearly  so  I '  answered  Hobbs. 
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'Miss  JtruA  screamed  with  tooi^tar.  'Whj  don't  jon  my  ^Etadyt^  Mr. 
HOBBS  ?    One  would  think  you  had  nerer  *  been  out)*  to  hear  you  talk.' 

'  'Beady  I  *  answered  H0BB6,  thus  corrected ;  and  before  'one  I '  was  proooonoed, 
Ihere  was  a  pane  of  glass  less  in  the  sky-Mght^  Us  pistol  having  gone  cff  while  he 
held  it  m  air. 

<'HoImyhe7eel* 

"A  little  higher,  and  you  would  have  said,  *Hol  my  nose  I'*  sententioosly 
remarked  Miss  KuaiSBSX«AOfiL 

'  *  Why,  I  took  great  iMxIiw.' 

*  *  Yes  1 '  she  again  interrupted,  'tiie  rity-hght  shows  that  Go  on  shooting:  only 
mnember  that  (he  fcir^  is  what  you  are  to  fire  at' 

<  Mr.  HomMi  looked  as  if  he  would  Uke  to  be  ezeused.  His  second  shot  hit  the 
nose  of  the  iron  man. 

<*  A  line  shotl '  said  JtruA. 

■  *Taasl  hi  always  fire  line-shots,*  qukkly  added  Ftan-HoBB&  His  third  riiot 
went  to  the  left  of  the  target. 

*  'Now,  Mr.  H0QB8,'  spoke  Jvux,  '  I  can  believe  your  stoiy  of  the  lion-hunt  you 
had  ^th  Gordon  GtmiKGe  is  true,  for  any  one  can  see^  by  that  last  ahot|  that 
yoQ  have  crossed  theHnet^ 

"  Ah  1  my  'and  is  hout  this  mondng;  I  «awnt  shoot  at  haill ' 

'  The  Count)  wliom  Bukzt  set  down  as  having  serious  intentions  on  Mr.  Hobbb' 
purse,  on  seeing  his  iUture  banker  decline  shooting,  also  declined;  and  the  'party,' 
as  Mr.  H0BB8  would  say,  left  the  gallery  ibr  the  Hotel — Miss  Juua  HAJUBBr 
Slaoxr's  voice  being  heard  (diminuendo)  earnestly  inquiring  if  Hobbs  wouldn't  be 
'  particular,  and  see  that  they  had  Morris  River  Qove  oysters^  instead  of  any  others^' 
for  the  Champagne  breakftst*,  'and  mind  you  tell  AUGiTBrnn  {ehefde  cuimm)  to 
see  tiiat  we  have  woodcock.' 

"What  do  you  think  of  it)  Mi^orf'aBkedBnssT,  after  they  had  left.  'Didyou 
ever  see  such  a  '  &8t '  party  ? ' 

>'Yesl  much&ster cuto/doei^t^ 


IVVMBKB    fOVB. 

' '  Hops  are  tonic,  good  in  nervoas  tremors,  weakness  and  tremors  of  inebriates.  A 
pillow  made  of  hops,  wet  with  rmn.  is  good  to  produce  sleep  and  allay  nervous  irrita- 
tioD,  good  for — pams  of  women,  and  vamable  in  fermentations.'-*LADXKs'  IxmsPiMBABLB 

ASBISTAMT,  p.  68. 

'  On  referring  to  the  dictionary  of  that  gentleman  so  often  invoked  in  ambiguous 
and  doubtful  cases — Walker  I  we  found 

' '  Hop,  S.J  a  jump  on  one  leg.' 

*  This  was  unsatisfactory,  for  had  we  not  often  been  present  at  Hops  ?  Bid  we  not 
know  that  in  the  'court-rooms  of  the  Muses '  hops  were  composed  of  jumps  On  two 
legs  ?  We  gave  up  our  search  in  despair,  when  chance  threw  in  our  way  thAt 
valuable  production  from  which  wo  extract  the  heading  of  this  sketch.  Rheumatio 
raUers  at  sea-shore  balls,  read  it  and  ponder. 

' '  What  the  thunder 's  going  on  in  the  dining-room  ? '  asked  Buzzt,  as  he  sat  hi 
the  hotel  portico,  watching  with  the  Major  the  evening-star  rising  in  all  its  beauty, 
or  the  drying  bathing-dothes  waving  'harlequinly '  in  the  gentle  breeze.  '  What's 
going  on  ?  la  it  a  May-moving  or  a  free-fight  7' 

'  He  well  might  ask.  Steam- whistles,  pigs  in  a  high-wind,  trombones^  sdssor- 
^jprmding,  all  seemed  working  at  once. 
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'  *  They  're  arrao^g  the  fbmitare  aad  tuning  the  inatramentB  for  tiie  hop^ 
to-night,'  answered  the  Hsjor. 

'*Sure  enough!  ain't  I  one  of  the  floor-managers?  Won't  I  shake  your  old- 
bachelor  heart  by  the  introdactionfl  I  '11  give  you  to  the  belles  of  the  ball  ?  Look- 
out I  I  'm  getting  up  steam  I ' 

' '  Tea,  so  I  noticed  at  dinner.  Champagne  and  sherry  1  Fire  and  water  I  Sup- 
pose we  let  off  a  little  by  a  walk  along  the  beach?  We  can  return  early  enou^ 
not  to  miss  the  quadrilles.'  And  to  the  beach  they  sauntered. 
^  '  The  hop  had  commenced.  Buzzt,  with  his  pretty  cousin,  Gla&a.  Bill,  was 
waltzing  to  the  music  of  the  fhU  band,  as  it  performed  *  La  Prima  Donna,'  while  the 
Major,  who  only  indulged  in  quadrilles  and  a  polka  occasionally,  (the  latter  from 
principle,  it  being  a  camp-dance,)  was  smreying  the  room.  He  saw  the  tables 
that  made  it  a  dining-room  piled  away  at  either  end  in  tiers ;  the  band  stationed  aft 
one  end  discoursing  music;  while  along  the  sides  chairs  were  placed  in  double 
rows  for  the  accommodaUon  of  the  guests.  Eyergreens  arranged  along  the  walls^ 
festooned  flags,  flashing  lights,  gay  dresses,  the  hum  of  Toioes,  rustling  silks,  per- 
flimee,  flowers.  Said  the  Major  to  himself  *  It  will  do.'  At  this  moment  the 
Hammebslaqers,  p^e  d  mhre,  passed  him,  followed  by  the  daughters  Julia  and 
Kate,  under  the  protection  of  the  'British  arms'  of  that  'lion'  rampant,  Fm- 
HoBsa  The  music  stopped  at  the  dose  of  the  waltz,  and  the  3Cajor,  apprised  that 
a  polka  was  the  next  m  order,  claimed  the  hand  of  the  &ir  Juua. 

"Certainly.  I'm  not  engaged.  My  hand  is  yours — for  the  polka  I  Do  you 
know  that  I  never  reflised  to  dance  it  but  once  ? ' 

' '  How  could  you  ever  refuse  ? '  asked  the  Major. 

' '  Pa  insisted  on  our  all  going  to  Castle-Garden  one  night  to  hear  '  Norma,'  <x  the 
'Daughter  of  the  Regiment,'  or  some  of  those  operas  of  Ernaki'sI  We  went 
Young  Greek,  who  was  with  us —  you  know  him  —  asked  me  between  acts  if  I 
wouldn  't  like  to  walk  out  on  the  balcony  in  the  moonlight,  see  the  bay,  boats, 
waves,  and  get  away  from  the  music.  We  went  up  stairs,  walked  out,  and  as  we 
were  near  the  end  overlooking  the  garden,  a  hurdy-gurdy  struck  up  the  Lo%>e  PoUm. 
Those  delightf\il  Germanians  played  it  so  rapturously  last  summer  at  Newport  I 
That  wicked  Gbeen  just  then  invited  me  to  polka^  and  I  declare  I  believe  I  should 
if — I  hadn't  remembered  we  were  at  the  opera  I  Now,  Major,  do  stop  that 
waiter  and  get  me  a  glass  of '  flush.'    I  hope  it  is  n't  weak.' 

'Another  instant  the  'flush'  was  in  hand. 

"Just  as  I  thought,'  pathetically  sighed  fair  Julia;  'it's  all  water.  Take  it 
away.' 

"Poom-poom-poom,  ti-poom-poom-poom,'  sounded  the  muac;  and  the  next 
moment  off  started  Julla.  and  the  M%jor  in  his  fovorite  camp-dance.  Why  prolong 
the  description  of  the  delights  of  that  hop  ?  Had  we  not  better,  like  materialists, 
turn  the  painting  round  and  criticise  the  horrible  coarseness  of  the  canvas  ?  It 's  so 
much  easier  to  '  pick  things  to  pieces '  than  put  them  together. 

'  BuzzY  on  this  night  seemed  ubiquitous,  introducing  every  body  he  knew  to  any 
body  he  knew,  and  to  some  he  did  n't  know  —  once  in  his  office  of  ,/{oor-manager, 
picking  up  an  unfortunate  young  gentleman  who  measured  his  width  on  the 
boards. 

'  The  rosy  hours  went  flying  by,  old  people  retired,  and  a  few  of  the  very  young 
ladies,  spite  of  the  precautions  taken  by  their  anxious  mammas  to  keep  their  eyes 
open,  by  pulling  all  their  hair  d  la  chinoise  to  the  backs  of  their  heads,  began  to  tiy 
to  shut  their  'peepers.'    Those  of  the  boarders  whose  'family'  prerogatives  pr&* 
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vented  their  entering  into  the  spirited  pleasures  of  the  hop,  grew  tired  of  their  out- 
side positions  at  the  windows,  where  they  had  glared  in  at  the  poor  '  hoppers '  with 
the  spirit  of  MiddJe-Aged  German  barons  looking  from  their  castle-eyries  down  on 
the  low-bom  in  the  valleys,  and  slowly  left.  Hops  would  'nt  allay  their  irritations. 
That  portion  of  the  outsiders  comprising  waiters^  nurses,  'villagers  and  retainers,' 
as  the  play-bills  have  it,  instead  of  decreasing,  increased.  Among  the  sable  specta- 
tors delight  and  joy  raged  fearftilly;  each  appeared  to  have  found  a  copy  of 
'Endless  Amusement*  (the  usual  price  of  which  so-called  amusing  work  is  fifty 
cents.) 

'In  the  immediate  vidnity  of  the  ball-room  lay  the  great  magnet  for  Young 
America^  the  bar-room.  In  this  spot  the  shuffling,  shuttling  sound  of  shaken  sherry- 
cobblers,  juleps,  claret<x>bblerB,  brandy-smashes,  and  all  those  'crushing'  drinks, 
seemed  never  to  cease.  Particularly  to  Fitz-Hobbs,  between  the  dances,  did  the 
insinuating  cobblers  come  refreshingly ;  he  did  not  heed  the  velvetty  steps  of '  tight- 
ness,' so  slowly  and  gradually  did  they  glide  over  the  sleeping  *  lion '  in  him ;  not 
until  the  band  played  the  last  polka  did  Fitz-Hobbs  fed  as  if  he  '  walked  on 
thrones  I '  He  had  just  entered  the  ball-room,  which  to  his  astonished  vision  seemed 
to  have  been  changed  into  a  grand  revolving  panorama ;  with  wide-eyed  wonder 
he  paused  an  instant,  and  then,  as  if  to  assure  himself  of  the  reality  of  things, 
grasped  a  leg  of  one  of  the  piled-up  tables:  it  yielded,  and  slowly,  surely,  irresist- 
ibly, he  felt  an  avalanche  of  tables  coming  down  like  ten  thousand  bricks  upon  his 
devoted  head ;  he  gave  one  roar,  and  the  next  instant  lay  '  under  the  mahogany.' 
The  grand  crash  caused  a  '  tremendous '  sensation ;  nervous  tremors  came  over  t^e 
ladies ;  the  gentlemen,  exceedingly  excited  by  drinking,  music,  dancing,  rushed  in 
a  body  to  rescue  the  poor  victim  on  whom  the  'tables  were  turned.'  Down  on 
hands  and  knees,  the  '  pattern-men,'  in  white  linen  cut-away  coats  and  pantaloons; 
the  would-be  fligamia  in  heavy,  black  tail-coats,  and  '  extensions ;'  and  the  outsiders 
in  variegated  summer  garments,  one  and  all  looked  under  iho  tables. 

*  'Hi  say,  waw's  aw  the  row  abaw?  hannyborry  kno  ? ' 

<  And  there  sat  Hobbs,  like  Mr.  Toodles,  unscathed,  unharmed,  but  immovably 
tipsy.  He  was  drawn  out  and  quartered  on  a  chair ;  there  he  sat,  looking  very 
owi-ly,  nodding  his  head  to  the  dying  notes  of  the  last  polka.  Ho^  must  have 
seemed  to  him  very  valuable  in  fermerUcUiona.  The  ladies  prepared  to  go ;  they  left 
The  lights  were  fast  being  put  out,  the  musicians  departing,  when  Buzzy,  having 
attended  his  cousin  Clara  to  the  saloon,  returned  to  look  after  Fitz-Hobbs,  hoping 
that  as  Hops  are  tonics,  good  in  nervous  tremors^  weakness  and  tremors  of  inebriaies, 
he  might  be  all  the  better  for  his  experience  of  them.  Alas  I  he  found  him  sup- 
ported by  two  waiters,  who  were  vainly  endeavoring  to  make  out  the  number  of 
his  room,  so  as  to  carry  him  up.    He  recognized  Buzzy  at  once. 

*  •  Hi  s-say,  Buz-uzzY,  wha  's  all  the  row  abaw  ?  hay  ?  Le's  go  an'  g-get  'nother 
cob-bobler  1 ' 

*  Pretendmg  to  steer  him  where  he  could  strike  another  '  cob-bobler,'  Buzzy  saw 
hhn  put  to  bed  (let  us  hope  that  his  *  pillow  of  hops,  wet  with  rum,  produced  sleep  and 
aUayed  nervous  irrita^n,^)  and  then  sought  his  ov^n  chamber,  which,  being  directly 
over  the  bar-room,  allowed  him  to  study  the  anatomy  of  drunkenness  for  about  an 
hour,  before  he  could  prosecute  his  researches  into  that  of  sleep.  The  la«t  he  heard 
was  a  stormy  dispute  whether  two  '  mellow '  vocalists  should  sing  '  Oft  in  the  stilly 
ni^ht,'  or  '  Behold  how  brightly  breaks  the  morning,'  which  was  finally  settled  by 
a  reference  to  watches,  and  the  voice  of  one  declaring  '  the  l-lass  ch-chewn  tlie 
m-mos p-pep-pepper-ro-pri  —  oh,  yuno  wha'  I  m-mean I"  h.  p.  l. 
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Gossip  with  Readers  xsb  Corrbspoxdbnts.  —  Oub  (and  our  readers*) 
friend,  *  Professor  Julius  C^bsab  Hannibal/  who  left  his  colored  *  congrega- 
shun  *  some  months  ago  to  visit  *  Ewfop '  in  search  of  health,  has  returned 
'  renovated,  reinvigorated,  and  reinstored,'  and  has  resumed  his  valuable 
labors  in  the  *New  -Yarh  Weekly  Picayune.^  There  la  a  dash  of  satire  in 
the  very  opening  of  his  first  letter  to  his  *  kmg-niglected  flok : '  '  I  q>eck 
some  ob  you^  speshilj  dose  who  hab  only  a  promiscus  akquaintance  wid 
me,  begin  to  t*ink,  by  dis  time,  dat  I  hab  forgotten  you  lUtogedder,  and 
was  nH  nebber  no  more  aguane  to  rito  to  you ;  but  dose  dat  nose  me  better 
nose  me  best.  De  reason  dat  I  hab  not  epistolized  to  you  before  am  bekose 
I  bin  so  bizzy  wid  de  Lords  and  Ducks,  de  nobility  and  sich  like,  in  England, 
dat  I  haben^t  had  time  to  haff  comb  my  bar,  lufif  alone  rito  to  sich  fellars  as 
you.  When  I  allow  myseff  to  t*ink  ob  de  contrass  betwene  you  low  wite 
and  black  commoners  ober  dar,  and  de  pepil  I  swosheato  wid  here,  my  nose 
inwolentarily  turns  up  as  much  as  its  flatness  will  permit  I  do  n't  noe  dat 
I  shall  ebber  come  back  to  you  agin,  for  I  lede  a  berry  different  life  here  to 
what  de  scrapins  ob  de  sasser  would  allow  me  to  hum.  I  speck  to  git  a  wite 
wife  afore  de  winter's  ober,  for  mind  I  tell  you^  a  darkey  am  considered 
Nome  in  dese  diggms :  bat  I  will  splain  dat  foe  you  in  a  future  period.'  Pro* 
fessor  Hannibal  certainly  gives  a  very  graphic  description  of  leaving  New- 
York  for  *  Ewrop : ' 

*  You  all  nose  when  I  left  de  warf  on  de  nineteen  ob  April, Just  as  de  bell  in  de  soup- 
house  rung  for  dinner.  Well,  we  bore  down  de  bay  as  cheenul  and  as  Iteht  as  a  but- 
terfly in  de  sunshine.  ]>e  passengers  war  a  talking  wid  dere  frens  on  de  poop-deck, 
who  war  guane  to  see  dem  oS,  and  lebe  dun  at  Staten-Island.  De  stars  and  stripes  wor 
a  flvin'  at  de  steam.  De  pilot  was  a  gubbin  orders  to  de  man  at  de  big  weel  wats  fast 
to  de  seller>door  a'Swingin'  on  behind  to  turn  de  ship  round  wid.  De  captin  waa  fr-pollin* 
of  his  go-to-meetin'  cIo8&  and  a-puttin'  on  a  tree-doiloiHind-a-half  suit  De  mate  was 
arrangin'  de  watches  ob  de  crew — so  de  steward  sed  —  but  I  did  n't  see  not  one  watch 
'raong  de  hole  ob  dem.  De  steward  was  busy  gittin'  up  dinner,  and  I  sat  alone  on  dedc 
No  frens  come  to  lebe  me  at  Staten-Island,  and  put  me  to  de  'xpense  ob  a  dinner  on 
bord:  so  dere  I  satcogitatin'  and  foolosifizetn. 

*  Putir  soon  all  de  wite  folks  set  down  to  dinner,  and  all  ob  dem  eat  and  drink  aO 
der  cooa,  and  gnib  toast  'bout  safe  return,  and  all  dat  sort  ob  ting.  While  dey  was 
eatin'  New- York  begin  to  grow  smaller  and  smaller,  fust  de  men  on  de  warfa  turned 
into  boys,  and  de  horSes  to  dogs ;  den  de  fust  fell  to  babies  and  de  odders  to  poodles ; 
den  de  steeples  and  de  masts  ob  de  ships  at  de  warfs  all  begin  to  gitmnxed  up  togeddir 
as  t'ick  as  ingin-meal  in  a  hoe-cake ;  den  it  all  begin  to  go  down  in  de  water,  and  it 
gradually  sunk  in  de  bay,  wid  onlv  here  and  dere  a  steeple  dat  stuck  up  like  a  big 
handle  for  some  big  giant  to  pull  ae  city  up  agin  wid.  All  dis  time  we  was  bein*  towed 
wid  de  tugg ;  not  a  sail  had  been  stuck  out  Aft«r  dinner  de  tugg  come  long-side  and 
de  frens  jumped  abord,  some  a-laffln',  some  a-cryin',  and  some  as  grabo  as  an  owl  fnU 
ob  huckelberrys.  Soon  as  de  tugff.was  gone  de  steward  ax  me  in  de  calaboose  to  dinner : 
but  my  heart  was  too  full  ob  good-bye  to  eat  so  I  took  my  seat  near  de  carbuncle,  ana 
kept  under  de  American  flag  (where  all  ffooa  men  can  set  down  in  peace)  and  watched 
de  movement  ob  t'ings  all  'round  me.  Now  de  oapttn  was  up  to  he  eyes  in  bianeas. 
He  stood  on  de  poop  and  sung  out  to  de  men  to  luff  go  de  royal  stilyards,  hell-yards, 
and  tan-yards,  and  splice  de  main-brace ;  den  he  want^l  all  de  royal  top-ballance-sails 
set,  and  den  he  gub  dem  orders  to  s<]Qar  demseflb.  All  dis  time  de  hind-quarter  and 
de  fore-quartor  ob  de  ship  was  a  trjrin'  dere  best  to  see  which  cood  dive  deepest  in  de 
water  and  go  up  de  highest  in  de  air.  At  fust  I  tort  it  was  fun,  and  tort  de  oows  had 
de  best  ob  it,  when  I  noticed  dat  de  sides  ob  de  ship  had  commenced  de  same  game; 
tmd  den  it  was  down  stem  to  up  bows,  and  down  bows  and  up  stem,  for  ebber  so  lone. 
Presently  my  watching  de  fun  kinder  made  me  di2zy,  and  putty  soon  de  stripes  on  de 
Hag  begm  to  blow  like  a  corkscrew,  and  de  stars  seemea  to  snap  and  crack,  and  it 

eewea  to  wind  itseff  around  my  head  till  I  cood  n't  hold  it  up  no  longer.    I  sang  out 
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for  my  frind  de  Btewmrd,  who  Mid  I  was  ses-sick  |  but  I  node  better,  and  I  told  him 
80.  He,  howebber,  helped  me  to  mj  birth  and  a  tm  pan,  both  ob  which  I  dung  to  wid 
eagerness/ 

Passing  by  his  aniTal  in  England,  we  must  'pass  an  interval/  and  find 
'Professor  Hannibal  '  in  London  seeking  lodgings,  through  the  courteous 
attention  of  a  policenum : 

'Whin  I  went  Air  lodgina,  de  ole  ladj  at  fiist  sed  to  de  polioer  dat  she  hadn't  a  spar 
room  in  de  house,  but  as  soon  as  she  see  me  she  changed  her  mind. 

'  'Are  jou  one  ob  thim  poor  hoppressed  people  Mrs.  Bdtchkb  Stohk  has  so  beautifully 
wrote  on,  from  that  barberoua,  sa^roge  country,  North-America? ' 

' '  Tes  mum,'  sex  I,  wid  an  eye  to  de  lodgins,  and  seein'  she  wus  one  ob  de  rite  kind 
for  me  to  lib  in  clober  wid. 

'  'Weill '  sex  she,  puttin'  on  her  specks,  'in  the  name  ob  hearen,  *qiw  ^Ud  joa  git 
away  from  them?  'Ave  you  been  beaten  much,  or  branded  wid  'ot  hirons?  uo  let 's 
look  at  you.' 

*  I  frankly  tole  de  ole  womans  dat  I  wus  n't  much  hurt,  and  hoped  to  find  de  'silum 
under  her  hospitel  roof. 

'  'You  shall 'are  de  best  room  in  de  'ouse,'  returned  she:  'there's  honly  a  poor 
medical  student  got  it  now,  and  'e  must  take  the  hattio-room  till  you  leave,  or''e  must 
leave  altogether,  I  do  n't  care  which.' 

'  I  tanked  her  for  her  preference  and  due  'preciation  ob  de  cullered  man,  and  was 
shown  to  de  room.  I  wus  not  long  in  unpacking  my  wardrobe  from  de  crown  ob  my 
hat,  and  makin'  myseff  at  home.  How  de  stusent  and  de  ole  woman  settled  'bout  de 
room  I  neber  node ;  all  I  heard  'bout  it  was,  nbout  ten  o'clock  de  same  night  I  hear  a 

Toioe,  goin'  up  stairs  in  big  shoes,  sa^ :  '  I  'm  d d  if  I  stand  it^  to  be  turned  out  of 

my  own  room  for  a  run-away  buck  nigger;  I  '11  show  her  in  de  morning  1 '  Dat 's  de 
lass  J  heard  ob  it;  ef  he  did  show  her  it 's  more  dan  he  did  heseff,  fur  he  nebber  showed 
heseff  to  me.  .  .  .  Ds  momin'  arter  my  'ribal  in  dat  landlady's  house,  she  'vited  me  to 
brekfuat,  and,  as  a  matter  ob  corse,  she  bein'  one  ob  de  fiiir  sec,  I  'eluded  to  'cept,  and 
I  lumbered  into  de  eatin'-room.  It  was  a-mos  'lebin  o'clock  afore  brekfist  was  reddy, 
and  my  insides  begin  to  feel  as  mean  as  an  honest  man  in  debt  afore  it  cum ;  but  bitne- 
br  it  was  'rived,  and  wid  it  sebral  nabors  in  good  helf  and  big  close.  I  took  de  hed 
oo  de  table,  and  de  way  I  cut  it  fiit  dat  morning  'mong  dem  wite  folks  was  a  sin  in  de 
first  degree.  One  ole  lady,  who  belong  to  de  trablm  track-siety,  in  a  high  cap  and 
green  specks,  talk  a  good  deal  'bout  de  slabes  in  ole  Warginni  and  Alabama,  and  ax 
me  if  I  was  ebber  at  St.  Enatty,  on  de  Mississippee,  whare  aey  sell  de  slabes  in  drobes 
like  sheeps  ?  Den  she  wanted  to  noe  what  kina  ob  a  massa  I  had  ?  —  if  I'd  been  licked 
much,  and  if  my  ears  had  been  kropped  ?  And  den  she  was  anxious  to  find  out  how  I 
got  away,  and  what  perils  I  'countered,  all  ob  which  she  ^ 


^, , i  was  guane  to  take  down  in  a 

Book  for  to  print.  When  I  seed  dat  I  tort  I  'd  gub  her  somefin  to  print;  so  I  told  her 
a  few  sockoollagers  by  way  ob  a  prefiice.  'Mong  de  ress,  I  told  her  dat  I  node  darkies 
to  be  licked  five  times  a  day,  and  fed  on  tater-peelings  once,  and  I  seen  em  sick-a-bed 
wid  de  yellar  feber  a-worldn  nee  deep  in  dirty  swamps,  raisin'  rice,  cotton,  and  'backer ; 
and  den  at  nite,  when  dey  go  to  hab  a  little  dance,  dey  get  licked  agin ;  and  when  day 
go  to  bed  dey  get  licked  agm,  and  so  on  and  so  4th.  AU  dis  she  put  down  wid  alackrity 
and  a  pensel.' 

We  shall  keep  a  sharp  eye  upon  the  *  Professor.'  He  is  an  *  ohservant  tra- 
veller ; '  and  as  we  are  to  hear  of  him  &rther  in  London,  in  France,  and  in 
Italy,  it  will  be  well  to  note  how  *Ewrop '  in  detail  strikes  *  a  native.'  He 
is  an  unmistakcable  American^  and '  sound  as  a  nut'  -  -  -  Ant  one  who  has 
ever  been  to  hear  the  Christy's,  Wood's,  or  Bucklet's  minstrels,  must  have 
remarked  the  surprising  effect  which  is  produced  by  four  little  pieces  of 
bone  in  the  hands  of  an  *  artist '  in  that  *  line.'  *  Young  Enick '  is  an  expert 
in  that  department,  and  if  he  had  more  'spread'  to  his  hand,  and  greater 
length  to  his  fingers,  he  would  prove  a  formidable  rival  to  George  Christy, 
{facile  princepa !)  whom  we  have  seen  almost  expire  with  emotion  under 
the  effect  of  a  diminuendo)  passage  in  one  of  his  ecstatic  performances. 
Being  strongly  thereto  urged,  we  lately  advanced  a  dollar  to  '  the  Juvenile ' 
to  purchase  a  set  of  *  bones,*  of  lignum-titae^  with  a  clear,  sharp  '  click' 
Truth  to  say,  they  were  used  with  great  skill.    All  sable  melodies,  that  are 
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popular  in  the  higher  circles,  were  accompUshed  with  ease  and  undeniable 
taste.  But  there  was  no  limit  to  the  young  artist's  rdle.  On  Sunday  even- 
ings (*  when  twilight  gently  steals  o'er  the  landscape,  when  the  sky  is  clear 
and  the  air  very  salubrious/)  it  is  our  wont  to  assemble  our  little  house- 
hold in  the  parlor,  and,  with  a  subdued  pedal  upon  the  piano,  indulge  in  a 
few  of  the  good  old-fashioned  tunes  of  our  boyhood's  time,  such  as  *  Wind- 
ham,' *  Wells,'  •  Old-Hundred,'  'Aylesbury,'  *  Florida,'  and  the  like.  (There 
are  those  who  loved  us  once  whose  voices,  we  trust,  are  breathing  these 

*  airs '  in  Paradise !)  It  is  no  place,  at  such  a  time,  we  humbly  submit,  for 
an  accompaniment  on  *  the  clappers.'  Yet  in  a  prolonged  note  in  one  of 
these  solemn  airs,  on  the  pathetic  minor-key,  would  come  a  bone-dick,  in 
perfect  time,  certainly,  and  more  or  less  subdued,  of  course,  as  occasion 
required,  but  still  out  of  all  keeping,  so  far  as  im  know  any  thing  of  the 
proprieties  of  sacred  music.  This  exercise  was  forbidden  at  once ;  but  'what 
is  bred  in  '  the  bones '  is  hard  to  eradicate.  The  '  clicks '  were  less  frequent, 
perhaps,  but  they  had  more  emphasis,  and  waited  neither  for  time  nor  for 
the  tide  of  sacred  song.  In  a  well-regulated  family  such  things  must  be 
avoided,  especially  on  the  Sabbath.  Those  clappers  are  secured ;  they  arc 
placed  out  of  sight ;  and  if  found,  the  anathema  of  Sbakspeare  rests  upon 
the  discoverer  who  disturbs  them : '  Cursed  be  he  who  moves  these  '  bones !  '* 
Xot  exactly  an  anathema^  however  I  -  -  -  A  *  warning  voice '  comes  fjpom 
the  'United'n  States'n,'  bidding  the  *Za»,'  or  the  *Ozar,'  or  the  *Tzar,' 
(there  is  no  knowing  which  is  right,)  to  pause  in  his  rapid  career,  and  look 
about  him  —  if  he  has  room  to  look  off — before  it  is  *  everlastingly  too 
late.'  But,  as  the  editor  of  the  *  Bunkum  Flag-Staff*  justly  and  forcibly 
remarks,  *  He  *s  a  obstinat'  cretur '  *  as  ever  was  in  the  world :  * 

9nn  aii)irtsfl  ta  i^t  Zar. 

QrBSTlOKIK'  OF  HIM. 

Halb  too  thee,  Zar  of  Rushee !    How  do  you  feel, 

Now  that  the  Alleys  have  both  got  on  top  of  vou 

A-pummelin'  your  bread-basket  more  *n  you  like, 

I  'xpect?    Ain't  you  goin'  to  cry  '  'nuff,* 

As  McBeth  did  to  McDufp  before  they  fit? 

Are  you  'n'  Ostria  in  collision  together 

About  the  Moll  Davy  and  the  Wallack  provlcces? 

Is  n't  it  all  gamun  on  both  of  your  parts? 

Say,  you  ole  haughtverat  of  all  the  Kushees, 

Do  you  'xpect  to  hold  out  long  agin'  the  Alleys, 

VicTOttiA  and  Lbwy  Napoleon  ?    Ain't  you  afeard 

That  wretched  Pashaw  alone  'ill  give  you  fits? 

Spose  ole  Scammbl  from  the  Kawkasus 

Comes  down,  what  then  ?    Ha  I  ha !    IJe  *d  make  you  cry 

Copoeva  in  less  than  a  minnit,  by  my  watch ! 

The  Tzar  of  all  the  Rassias  will  see  this  !  -  -  -  Thbkb  is  something  in  the 
following  extract  from  a  note  to  the  EorroR,  from  a  lady-correspondent  in  Con- 
cord, (New-Hampshire,)  which  will  touch  many  a  bereaved  heart  It  shows 
how  even  a  babe,  *  being  dead,'  may  yet  *  speak '  to  and  influence  the  living: 

*  Years  ago,  my  dear  Mr.  C ^  when  your  brother  died,  I  wept  hot  tears, 

partly  for  our  own  loss  of  a  dear  favorite,  partly  out  of  pity  for  you,  his 
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twin.  This  makes  you  seem  near  to  me ;  makes  me  long  to  say  to  you,  as 
I  do  to  the  friends  that  come  to  see  me :  'My  bird  is  gone  — and  oh  I  how 
my  heart  is  aching! '  My  bird,  because  its  mother  (my  brother's  young, 
graceful,  and  good  wife)  died  soon  after  its  birth,  leaving  the  darling  wholly 
with  me ;  because  I  watched  it,  held  it  dose  to  me,  talked  to  it  while  its 
soft  eyes  rested  on  mine  day  and  night|  and  loved  it  —  oh  I  how  well  I  Two 
days  ago  we  laid  her  with  her  mother:  and  now  I  say  within  myself: 
*•  While  I  live  shall  my  angel-baby  be  between  me  and  all  sin ;  all  the  poor 
subsenriency  to  the  worid's  low  cares  and  pursuits,  which  make  our  lives  so 
groveling,  so  little  divine.  God  grant  that  it  may  last !  —  and  then  indeed  will 
my  baby  not  have  lived  its  short,  beautiful  life  in  vain.'  *  Out  of  the  mouths 
of  babes  and  sucklings  is  ordained  praise.'  -  -  -  For  nearly  three 
months,  as  every  body  knows,  the  earth  in  all  the  region  immediately 
around  us  has  fainted  with  the  heat  The  grass  has  withered  and  the  flowers 
faded ;  and  even  as  we  write,  when  September  is  well  advanced,  the  sun  comes 
up  an  orb  of  blood  in  the  east,  rising  languidly  through  the  heated  haze,  instead 
of  *  rejoicing  to  run  his  course '  with  *  healing  in  his  beams.'  The  broad  river  - 
sleeps,  a  sea  of  glass,  and  the  sloops,  with  slumbering  sails,  drop  lazily  down 
with  the  tidei  Our  only  resource  is  an  ascent  of  the  eminences  behind  us, 
oven  to  the  summit  of  *  Upper  Ararat,'  on  which  standeth  the  '  Rockland 
Tower,'  carved  with  the  names  of  visitors  from  many  a  distant  scene.  The 
heat  has  done  one  good  thing ;  but  for  that,  we  should  not  have  had  these 
pleasant  wood-odours,  which  the  redolent  trees  shed  on  all  the  shaded  air : 
the 

—  *  FftAQBANCB  from  the  cedars, 
•     Thickly  set  with  pole  blue  berries.* 

Nor  have  we  known  the  time,  during  all  the  drouth,  that  we  have  not  been 
able,  with  the  assistance  of  certain  of  our  *  little  folk '  (who  love  to  wander 
with  '  Hermit-KNiCK '  in  the  stillness  of  the  woods,)  to  procure  well-contrasted 
and  variously-supplied  bouquets  for  the  vases  that  ornament  two  comers  of 
our  summer-sanctum.  To-day — dry,  hot,  parched,  sultry,  oppressive,  dead 
as  every  thing  is  —  we  have  brought  home  a  couple  of  bunches  that  elicit, 
and  we  humbly  submit,  deserve  commendation.  And  yet  there  is  nothing  in 
either  of  them  but  sprigs  of  the  thickly-berried  cedar;  leaves  of  the  finely- 
tissued  brake ;  the  bright  yellow  *  aster  in  the  wood ; '  the  white,  furzy  *  live- 
for-ever ; '  the  crimson  berries  of  the  mountiun-ash ;  a  nameless  little  flower, 
of  a  color  between  purple  and  pink;  the  deep-red  leaves  of  the  dogwood; 
and  the  crimson  and  yellow  of  the  sumach,  with  the  warm-maroon  *  tods ' 
of  the  same,  and  among  them  sprigs  of  the  Norway  pine.  Such  are  our 
autumnal  bouquets ;  and  really,  the  wealth  of  June  could  hardly  excel  them 
in  exquisite  tastcfulnes  of  effect  -  -  -  From  his  beautiful  '  Chestnut 
Cottage '  on  the  Hudson,  our  friend  Richard  Hayward  sends  us  the  following 
note.  We  have  before  published  a  few  stanzas  from  the  same  youthful  pen 
alluded  to,  which  were  scarcely  less  replete  with  promise : 

'  Kox  CHKR  Clark  :  It  Lb  a  pleasure  sometimes  to  turn  out  of  the  high  road,  the 
beaten  path  of  great  efforts,  and  see  the  world  as  it  is  growing,  just  as  we  watch  the 
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first  red  shoots  on  the  maple  twig,  which  we  know  betimes  will  spread  out  into 
peifected  fbliaga  Prom  the  land  of  vines  (Ohio,)  a  friend  sent  me  a  short  time 
since  a  brace  of  stanzas,  written,  as  I  believe,  hj  his  grand-son ;  at  all  events  written 
by  '  a  little  boy  of  only  ten  years  of  age.'  Compared  with  sQl  we  know  of  early 
efforts  of  great  masters  in  verse,  these  exhibit  a  fine  sense  of  melody,  not  unmixed 
with  pathos,  which  promise  as  fiurly  as  any  precocious  attempts  of  those  who  have 
won  a  niche  in  the  hill  of  Parnassus.    What  do  you  think  7 

*▲     D  I  BO  E. 

' '  Whebb  the  wild  willow  weeps,  dose  to  the  river, 
The  bravest  of  ohieflains  sleeps :  wake  he  will  never; 
No  more  on  the  hill-top  his  banner  shall  gleam, 
For  he  lies  by  the  side  of  yon  murmuring  stream. 

* '  The  curlew  is  screaming  along  the  wild  heath, 
It  will  not,  it  cannot  awake  the  brave  chief; 
He  will  lie  by  that  river  for  ever  and  ever. 
He  never  will  wake  again  —  never,  oh  I  never  I ' ' 

Ib  nt  thatclerer,  for '  a  boy  of  ten? '  -  -  •  Thb  *  wee  folk '  have  been  amuBing 
themselveB,  for  an  hour  or  so,  by  dropping  out  of  the  sanctam-windows 
little  *  balloons,'  as  they  term  them,  constructed  of  pink  tissue-paper,  by  an 
elder  sister ;  a  square  piece  of  the  paper  being  looped  down  from  the  four 
comers  by  a  fine  thread,  ftstened  at  the  bottom  to  a  piece  of  cork,  which 
hongs  to  the  balloon,  when  it  is  inflated,  like  the  basket  attached  to  the 
parachnte  of 

'ThatMt.  CocxiNa> 
Whose  death  was  so  shockmg,' 

some  years  ago,  in  England,  and  of  which  an  engraving  appeared  at  the  time 
in  the  Knickerbocker.  One  of  these  little  balloons,  inflated  by  the  gentle 
air  that  was  stirring  at  the  tune,  was  watched  by  bright  eyes,  uptozned 
toward  heaven,  until  it  was  almost  out  of  sight  in  the  celestial  blue.  We 
could  not  but  take  an  interest  in  the  childish  sport  It  reminded  us  forcibly 
of  the  kite-flying  days  of  our  boyhood,  an  amusement  which  we  are  we^ 
enough  to  admit  has  by  no  means  lost  its  charms  for  us  even  now.  And 
one  of  these  days  —  some  calm,  still  day  in  October,  probably,  if  we  are  alive 
and  well  —  we  intend  to  put  up  a  variegated  kite  from  the  top  of  the  Ro<^- 
land  Tower,  by  some  three  thousand  feet  of  cord,  that  shall  be  the  wonder 
of  *  all  the  country-aide;'  not  to  frighten,  like  the  *  Chinese  Dragon  Eite^ 
that  was  sent  us  from  the  '  Central  Howeiy  Land,'  and  which  we  elevated 
on  one  occasion  over  the  metropolis,  to  the  wonderment  of  many,  and  the 
great  consternation  of  not  a  few.  *  Due  notice  will  be  given  of  its  first 
appearance,  wind  and  weather  permitting.  -  -  -  Some  idea  of  the  hardness 
of  a  genuine  Sambo's  head  may  be  gathered  from  the  annexed  paragraph, 
which  we  find  in  the  ^  Daily  Eagle^^  printed  at  Memphis,  (Tenn.) :  *  A  '  colored 
pusson,'  well  known  about  town  as  *  Old  Kit,'  while  passing  under  a  new 
three-story  building,  in  process  of  erection,  a  brick-bat  fell  from  the  hand  of 
a  brick-layer  on  the  wall  above,  and  in  descending  came  in  contact  with  the 
negro's  head.  The  resistance  was  great,  and  the  brick-bat  was  broken  in  two. 
After  recovering  from  the  temporary  stun,  he  addressed  the  brick-layer  with : 
I  say,  you  w'ite  man  up  dar,  if  you  do  'nt  want  yer  bricks  broke,  just  keep 
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'em  off  my  head  f "  By  the  by,  we  have  a  good  many  deyer  anecdotes  of  the 
odd  and  bright  sayings  of  'the  dark  people,'  but  we  have  seldom  heard  a 
keener  satire  than  was  expressed  by  a  colored  'boy,'  as  related  to  us  just 
now,  by  a  friend  upon  whom  no  good  thing  was  ever  lost :  *  It  seems  that 
he  was  looking  through  a  grave-yard  fence  upon  the  tomb-stone  of  a  villager 
who  in  life  had  been  known  as  a  rather  dose-fisted  citizen,  whose  prindpal 
care  had  been  '  the  greatest  good  of  the  greatest  number,'  the '  greatest  num- 
ber '  with  him  having  been  '  number  one.'  After  a  pompous  inscription,  the 
following  passage  of  Scripture  was  recorded:  '  He  that  giveth  to  the  poor, 
lendeth  to  the  Lord.'  *  Dat  may  be  so,'  solitoquixed  Sambo,  '^but  w'en  dat  man 
died,  de  Lord  did  ^nt  owe  Hm  a  red  cent  I  E'yah !  e'yah  I  e'yah  I ' '  Now  if  that 
is'nt  a  good  specimen  of  satire  by  inversion,  we  have  misconceived  its 
'  drift.'  A  good  example  of  negro  criticism  of  language  is  contained  in  the 
following :  ' '  Is  that  the  second  bell  t '  asked  a  traveller  at  a  western  hotel 
in  the  morning,  thrusting  his  head  out  of  the  door  of  his  room,  and  address- 
ing  a  cdored '  boy,'  who  was  swinging  a  big  bell  through  the  hall.  '  No,  Sah, 
dat  am  de  second  ringifC  ob  de/iM^  bell :  we  got  no  second  bell,  Sah  —  only 
cne  bell,  Sah  I "  -  -  -  Oun  readers,  we  apprehend,  will  consider  the  follow- 
ing fervent  ^  Toast  Impromptu '  as  rather  better  and  more  spirited  than  many 
specimens  of  off-hand  verse.  The  theme,  though  '  often  tried,  is  ever  new,' 
and  is  right  worthy  of  a  ' bumper'  in  Lonoworth's  'Sparkling  Catawba,' of 
the  most  approved  vintage.  Even  the  Maine-Law  advocates,  prejudiced 
although  they  may  be  against  the  use  of  wine,  will  not  refuse  justice  to  such 
a  toast,  at  least  in  a  goblet  of  'Adam's  ale ' : 


*  Fill,  fill  your  glasses,  gentlemen. 

And  let  the  toast  go  roand, 
To  WoMAi;,  darling  Woman, 

Wherever  she  is  round : 
Without  A^,  even  the  ftlrestspot 

On  earth  Is  dark  and  drear ; 
But  tcUh,  her,  stormy  winter  seems 

The  summer  of  the  year  I 

*  When  Etb  went  out  of  Paradise, 

Had  ApAK  stayed  hebind. 
To  him  no  longer  seat  of  hliss, 

If  be  were  of  my  mind ; 
With  her  for  his  companion, 

The  wilderness  was  bright, 
And  every  dim  and  desert  spot 

Endued  with  Eden-light 


'  Worlds  have  been  lost  so  poets  sing, 

By  woman's  artfiil  wiles ; 
Bat  who  would  wish  to  own  a  world 

Without  her  sunny  smiles  f 
Better  to  have  the  smallest  house 

Where  ladies  are  about, 
Than  all  the  palaces  of  kings 

And  emperoTB  without 

*  Then  drink,  with  fervent  hearts  and  soals. 

The  tosst  that  I  propose : 
To  Woman  I  woman  every  where, 

Oreatlon's  sweeieet  rose ; 
But  chiefly  those  whom  we  love  best, 

Yes,  dearer  than  our  lives— 
Our  mothers,  sisters,  daugbtem,  flriends  ^-^ 

Our  sweet-hearts  and  our  wives !  * 


There  is  a  strong  smack  of  Tom  Moore  in  this.  -  -  -  The  ^JExtraordiTiary 
Meeting  of  the  Fuzzletawn  Scientific  Society  ^  as  a  whole,  is  not  quitexig  to  the 
mark,  although  it  contains  some  good  hits.  The  paper  *  On  the  Social  and  Moral 
Habits  of  the  'Skeeter*  would  have  been  more  timely  when  the  weather  was 
warmer,  and  mosquitoes  more  abundant.  A  few  curious  statistics  with 
regard  to  the  '  'skeeter '  were  presented :  *  One  hot  evening  last  week  one 
of  the  race  under  notice  came  into  the  speaker*8  room,  where  he  was  sitting 
in  puris-shirtiims,  and  sang  in  his  ear  three  hundred  and  seventy-six  times. 
He  received  from  the  afore-mentioned,  eighty-seven  bites,  of  which  fifty-nine 
were  about  the  region  of  the  head.  He  made  thirty-four  attempts  to  catch 
the  insect  with  his  hand,  and  sixteen  with  the  towel.    By  means  of  the  first 
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he  bestowed  on  himself  a  bloody  nose,  and  with  the  latter  he  upset  the  lamp, 
spilt  the  oil  on  the  carpet,  and  got  notice  to  quit  from  his  landlady.*  Under 
these  aggravated  circumstances,  more  stringent  measures  against  these 
'Arabs  of  the  air,'  (^  that  part  of  Providence  as  bites,'  as  Mr.  Pepper  informs 
U3,)  were  advocated  by  the  speaker,  and  carried  by  the  meeting.  Professor 
Muddlers  new  theory  of  *  Mountains  and  their  Origin '  is  profound :  *■  'Mil- 
TON,  a  great  scientific  author  of  other  days,  asserted  that  before  the  founda- 
tion of  the  world  chaos  existed.  Every  one  is  acquainted  with  the  nature 
of  chaos.  It  is  an  endless,  immeasurable  Nothing^  perpetually  in  a  state  of 
agitation.  From  this  agitated  nothing  was  evolved  an  immense  quantity  of 
Something^  which  kept  spinning  around  each  other  in  what  might  be  termed 
'a  free  light'  Some  of  these  somethings  were  made  before  others,  conse- 
quently had  become  of  harder  surfiu^  and  these,  striking  against  more  recent 
formations,  caused  indentations  and  raised  protuberances,  eventuating,  In 
the  case  of  our  earth,  in  valleys,  like  the  great  Mississippi  valley  and  others 
great  or  small,  as  the  case  may  bo ;  and  in  mountains,  like  the  Alps,  the 
Appenines,  the  Alleghanies,  and  so  on  down  to  the  letter  Z.  When  the 
earth  got  into  its  regular  course,  it  was  no  more  thumped  against ;  cons^ 
quently  no  new  mountains  or  valleys  were  formed  I '  Professsor  Quibble 
objected  to  the  new  theory  of  the  origin  of  mountains.  The  idea  of  the 
globes'  playing  at  nine-pins  with  each  other  was  simply  absurd.  Professor 
Muddles  would  like  to  know  if  his  learned  friend  was  present  at  the  crea- 
tion ;  if  not,  what  did  he  know  about  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  the  new  theory  f ' 
No  reply  was  deigned  to  his  query.  -  -  -  *  The  Churchman's  Monthly 
Magazine '  is  a  repository  of  religious  and  entertaining  knowledge  for  the 
Christian  family,  published  by  Messrs.  C.  Shepakd  and  Compant,  in  this 
city.  We  have  read  several  numbers  of  the  work  with  pleasure.  Decidedly 
the  best — but  unfortunately  only  occasional  —  contributor,  is  Rev.  F.  W. 
Shelton,  author  of  '  Salander  and  the  Dragon,'  '  Crystalline,'  etc.  We  see 
he  has  an  imitator — sed  longo  intercallo — in  the  writer  of  *Dr.  Sterling 
and  his  Choir,'  in  which  series  of  papers  there  appears  to  us  to  be  more 
dialogue  than  humor  or  force.  There  is  an  engraving  in  the  present  num- 
ber of  the  Episcopal  mission-church  at  Shanghai,  China.  We  fear,  however, 
from  the  article  which  accompanies  it,  that  the  mission  is  not  very  success- 
ful in  gaining  converts  from  among  the  Celestials.  They  are  taught  to  com- 
mit the  Creed  to  memory ;  but  when  stopped  at  the  commencement  and 
examined  thus:  *You  say  *I  believe:'  now  what  do  you  mean  by  *//' 
What  are  you  ?  '  they  reply :  *  I  am  a  man,  with  a  body,  three  souls,  and 
six  spirits  t '  They  think  that  after  death,  while  two  of  their  souls  and  their 
six  spirits  are  disposed  of  in  various  ways,  one  soul  (their  identity)  passes 
into  the  body  of  some  animal,  or  wretched  person,  until  they  accomplish  a 
certiun  number  of  transmigrations  to  fit  them  for  the  heaven  they  believe 
In.    Are  the  editors  of  the  *  Monthly'  aware  that  the  uncredited  lines, 

*  Creation's  Heart/  were  originally  written  for,  and  printed  in,  the  Knickkb- 
BOCKER,  only  a  short  time  ago  ?    -    -    -   We  beg  leave  to  intimate  to  those 

*  Lovers  of  Humor '  and  others,  who  think  to  smuggle  advertisements  of 
'Patent  Medicines'  into  the  Knickerbocker,  in  the  garb  of  *  Funny  Verses,' 
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and  the  like,  that  they  might  as  well  spare  themselves  a  good  deal  of  trouble. 
We  have  an  experienced,  if  not  a  keen  eye,  for  the  detection  of  this  species  of 
'  amusing  literature.'  Did  the  writer  of  '  Hathaway* »  Ointment  and  PilU  * 
fimcy  that  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  impose  upon  the  EorroB  so  bare-faced 
and  stupid  a  puff?  *If  the  Knicke&bockeb  undenta^nd  herself — and  she 
think  she  do — it  ar '  difficult,  at  any  rate.  -  -  •  Mb.  Richabd  Grant  Whitb, 
in  a  large  and  superbly-executed  volume,  entitled  *  Shaktpeare's  Scholar^'* 
juet  issued  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Appleton,  has  abundantly  approved 
himself  a  laborious  scholar — a  'ripe  and  good  one '  —  of  the  immortal  Sbak- 
8PEABB.  His  work  is  replete  with  evidences  of  the  loving  and  appredative 
heart  and  mind  which  were  '  bent  to  his  task.'  It  may  be  objected  by  some, 
perhaps,  that  he  has  mentioned  several  things  that  required  no  elucidation, 
and  that  in  his  exposition  of  the  stupidity  of  those  commentators  who  have 
*  seen  inSHAKSPBABS  more  than  Sqakspbabe  knew,'  he  has  broken  dead  ffies 
upon  the  wheel ;  but  in  such  varied  and  extended  research  as  is  here  pre- 
sented, this  was  doubtless  unavoidable.  He  has  '  learned  only  from  Shak- 
SPEABE,'  for  whose  great  genius,  from  the  writer's  veiy  boyhood,  he  has  had 
more  than  an  enthusiastic  attachment — we  might  call  it  decotion,  *  I  have 
written,'  says  Mr.  WnrrE,  *  for  the  sake  of  the  thousands  who  love,  feel,  and 
understand  the  Great  Bard  as  I  do,  or  who  would  do  so,  were  it  not  for  those 
who  have  made  themselves  middle-men  between  him  and  them,  doling  out 
his  golden  thoughts,  and  stopping  the  best  part  of  them  on  their  way.'  We 
quite  agree  with  the  author,  that  *  the  obvious  signification  of  Shakspeabe's 
poetry  is  not  only  the  true  sense,  but  the  best,  and  that  therefore  no  think- 
ing man,  of  ordinary  information  and  intelligence,  needs  the  aid  of  editors 
and  commentators  to  help  him  to  the  full  understanding  and  enjoyment  of 
nearly  every  passage  which  came  from  Shakspeabe's  pen.'  We  hope  this 
volume  may  assist  to  silence  that  class  of  pseudo-commentators  who  '  explain 
till  they  darken,  and  illustrate  till  they  confound.'  -  -  -  Miss  Eliza  Cook,  a 
^  strong-minded  woman,'  who  has  written  some  good  verses,  and  who  edits  a 
periodical  ^JournaV  in  London,  which  bears  her  name,  in  a  recent  number 
of  the  same  observes  as  followeth :  *  The  Americans  of  the  United  States,  in 
almost  all  their  literary  varieties,  are  close  followers  of  English  prototypes. 
Brvant  is  a  smaller  Wobdswobtu  ;  Longfellow,  a  minor  Tenntson  ;  Wash- 
ington Irving,  a  modem  Addison  ;  Cooper  was  the  Walter  Sc^tt  of  the 
ocean  and  the  prairie ;  Pkescott  and  Bancroft  are  the  Robertson  and  Hume 
of  the  New  World.'  Emerson,  although  having  '  so  little  that  is  American  in 
his  thought  or  diction,  that  he  might  have  been  a  European,  or  a  Greek,  or 
a  Roman,'  has  nevertheless  been  called  ^  the  American  Carltle.'  '  Yes,  dear 
Miss  Cook,  but  do  'nt  you  really  think  that  Mr.  Irving  might  have  written 
Knickerbocker's  *  History  of  New- York,'  and  *  Salmagundi,'  and  the  *  Sketch- 
Book, '  (of  matters  American,  observe,  or  scenes  and  characters  English^ 
first  impressing  an  American,)  w^ithout  any  other  prototype  than  his  own 
mind  and  pen?  Can  you  show  us  a  single  poem  of  Brvant,  brief  or 
extended,  that  can  be  called,  in  any  degree,  a  copy  from  even  the  style  of 
Wordsworth,  to  say  nothing  of  the  thought  ?  Is  there  any  resemblance 
between  Longfellow  and  Tennyson,  save  that  both  are  tender,  graceful, 
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often  highly  imaginative,  and  always  feeling  and  graceful  poets  ?  Who  is 
original,  if  Cooper  was  not?  As  for  our  historians  whom  she  mentions, 
Prbsgott  and  Bancroft,  Miss  Cook  would  do  well  to  take  the  Engluh  esti- 
mate of  their  merits.  Now,  we  ask  these  questions  of  Miss  Cook  that  she 
may  answer  them  *•  as  a  man,^  We  haye  seen  her  portrait,  painted  by  an 
English  artist  She  has  nothing  in  the  breadth  and  strength  of  her  intellee- 
toal  organs  to  prevent  her  answering  our  queries  in  the  character  which  we 
have  assigned  to  her.  But,  after  all,  who  is  '  Miss  Cook  '  ?  —  and  also,  *  what 
of  it'?  We  await  an  answer 'any  time  when  it 'shandy.'  -  -  -  'Dm  yon  go  to 

Dr. ^  to  have  him  cure  you  of  lisping? '  said  a  gentleman  in  Louisville  to 

a  little  boy  who  had  been '  tongue-tied,'  or  something  of  the  sort  '  Teth,  Thir,' 
answered  the  lad.  *  What  did  he  do  to  you  ? '  *  He  cut  a  little  thring  there 
wath  under  my  tongue.'  *  Did  he  cure  you  ?  '  *  Yeth,  Thir.'  *  Why,  you  aie 
lisping  now  V  <  Am  I,  Thir  ?  Well,  I  do  n't  pertheive  that  I  lithp,  exthept 
when  I  go  to  thay  thiekthpenth  /  Then  I  alwayth  notithe  it'  Happy  lad! 
*  Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  'tis  folly  to  be  wise.'  -  -  -  Thb  subjoined  is 
a  true  copy  of  the  resignation  of  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  in  Natchitoches, 
Louisiana.  We  hope  it  may  strike  the  reader  as  it  first  struck  u&  We 
'had  to  laugh:' 

*  Stats  of  Louhiaruiy  ) 

ParUh  of  NatchUockes.  f 

*  To  the  Goriner 
of  Louisiana: 

*  Know  all  men  by  this  presenis,  that  I,  L L f  'squire,  doo  herebay 

thro  up  for  leaains  best  known  to  myself. 

<  L L ,  Justice  of  PeoM.* 

This  is  printed  *  verbatim  et  literatim  et  spellatim^^  according  to  our  cor- 
respondent Judicial  *  timber '  in  the  region  of  Natchtoches  must  be  some- 
what scai'ce,  wo  should  say.  But  we  shall  *8how  up  *  even  a  better  speci- 
men than  this,  (if  time  and  space  serves,)  before  a  great  while.  -  -  -  Messrs. 
Evans  and  Dickerson,  who  are  winning  a  high  reputation  in  the  trade,  continue 
the  issue,  in  conjunction  with  Messrs.  Little,  Brown  and  Coup  ant,  Boston,  of 
the  superb  series  of  *  The  British  Poets^^  of  which  we  made  elaborate  mention 
recently  in  these  pages.  The  same  excellence  of  paper,  printing,  engravings, 
etc.,  still  mark  the  volumes,  and  will  uniformly,  until  the  series  —  a  library 
in  itself — is  complete.  Nothing  so  decidedly  good^  and  yet  so  reasonable  in 
price,  has  yet  appeared  in  this  country.  The  last  four  volumes  before  us 
are  the  works  of  Gay,  in  two  volumes,  of  Pabnell  and  Tickell  in  one,  and 
of  Akenside  in  the  foin^h.  Although  perhaps  not  required,  they  will  form 
the  subject  of  a  farther  notice  hereafter.  -  -  -  The  large  California  edition  of 
The  Knickerbocker  leaves  New- York  in  the  steamer  of  the  twentieth  of 
every  month  ;  and  our  last  manuscript  must  be  in  the  hands  of  the  compoa- 
tors  by  the  fifteenth,  at  the  outside.  In  the  present  number,  our  *  copy '  was 
complete  by  the  twelfth  of  the  month.  The  following  publications  were 
received  after  the  Magazine  had  gone  to  press :  *  An  Address  delivered  before 
the  Literary  Societies  of  the  Rochester  University ^^  at  Rochester,  in  July 
last,  and  an  ^Address  delivered  before  the  Citizens  of  Litingston  County  ^^aX 
Genesseo,  on  the  fourth  day  of  the  same  month,  by  Henbt  J.  Raymond,  Esq., 
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editor  of  the  *  Times^  daily  joarnaL  We  shall  refer  to  these  Addresses  in 
oar  next  immber.  The  following  works  are  in  the  same  category  of  lateness : 
'Annual  Report  of  the  Board  of  Edaoation ;'  *  The  Money^Mkker ;'  *  Virgmia 
Oomedians;'  '  The  Meaning  of  Words;'  'Captains  of  the  Roman  Republic;' 
'  Literary  Recreations,'  by  our  stalwart  WnirnisB;  and  '  Party  Leaders ;'  of 
all  and  every  of  whidi,  '  more  anon.'  -  -  -  It  is  with  pleasure  we  learn 
that  the  ^GoemapQlitan  Art  and  LiUrofy  AMiociation^  hare  purchased 
of  HiBAjf  PowBBS,  the  clerer  Anglo-Amerioan  sculptor,  his  two  life-size 
busts  of  Washinoton  and  Frakkum,  at  a  cost  of  OTer  twelve  hundred 
dollars.  We  also  understand  that  four  or  five  Bnmae  Statue$  have  been 
hnported,  among  which  is  a  celebrated  copy  of  Vknus,  lUe^ize,  all  of  which 
will  be  distributed  among  the  members  of  the  above  Association  in  January 
next  These  valuable  additions  to  the  coatly  works  of  Art,  of  which  the 
Association  is  already  in  possession,  cannot  M  to  attract  great  additional 
interest  to  the  entenMise,  and  render  it  more  universally  |nd  deservedly 
popular  among  the  lovers  of  literature  and  art  The  utmost  reliance  may  be 
placed  upon  the  honor  and  integrity  of  the  managers  of  this  excellent  associa- 
tion. -  -  •  Mr.  Coezxns  is  making  of  his  ^Wine  Pre»$  *  not  only  a  valua^* 
ble  adjunct  to  his  extensive  businesa,  as  a  wine  and  liquor-merchant,  but  an 
exceedingly  readable  and  agreeable  journal, '  in  and  of  itself.'  The  last  number 
contains  an  elaborate  article,  accompanied  with  numerous  illustrative  engrav- 
ings, upon  the  <>tk2iuf?»,  a  disease  which  is  destroying  half  the  grapes  in  Europe. 
The '  WiM'JPreu '  is  thoroughly  American  in  ite  inculcations,  and  we  are  sure 
will  have  an  important  influence  in  enhancing  the  cultivation  of  the  native 
grape,  and  the  manufiusture  of  native  wine  in  the  United  States.  Mr.  Long- 
worth,  of  Cincinnati,  desenres  a  statue  for  his  enterprise  and  most  liberal  out- 
lay in  this  direction.  We  observe  in  the  *  Wine-Frm '  John  Waters'  admira- 
ble '  Anecdote  of  a  Bottle  of  Wine^  copied  from  the  Knicksrbockzr.  We  have 
read  it  with  renewed  pleasure.  It  is  one  of  the  very  best  of  the  many  delicate 
and  tasteful  papers  which  he  contributed  to  this  Magazine.  Would  that  he 
might  be  tempted  to  renew  his  graceful  favors  I  -  -  -  '  Sickness, 'says  Sir 
TnoMAs  Brown,  '  pulls  us  by  the  ears,  and  makes  us  know  ourselves.'  We  who 
are  uniformly  well — we  speak  it  with  fervent  thankfulness  to  the  beneficent 
Power  that  has  preserved  us  hitherto  —  cannot  feel  the  gratitude  which  we 
ought  to  feel  for  the  precious  blessing  of  health,  without  which  every  other 
blessing  is  as  a  thing  of  naught  But  the  other  night  we  were  taken  ill. 
'  Doctor,'  said  Dame  £nick,  to  the  '  good  physician '  who  was  called,  '  this 
is  the  first  time  since  we  were  married,  now  twenty  years  and  upward,  that 
he  ever  required  the  services  of  a  *  Good  Samaritan.'  The  Doctor  felt  of 
the  pulse,  commanded  a  running  out  of  the  tongue,  took  a  second  look, 
and  then  asked  *  what  we  had  been  eating  V — as  if  that  was  any  of  hU  busi- 
ness I  But  we  told  him  unhesitatingly.  We  had  been  to  an  evening  party ; 
and  the  refreshments  of  which  we  had  partaken  —  perhaps  imprudently, 
because  the  weather  was  veiy  sultry  and  hot — were  of  the  fdlowing 
nature :  bread  and  butter,  a  cup  of  coffee^  peaehes  and  cream,  three  sar- 
dines, half  of  a  very  fine  musk-melon,  six  Spanish  olives,  and  two  small  gob- 
lets of  champa^e —  after  which,  a  mild  segar.    When  we  had  got  home, 
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and  'became  a-bed,'  ^ seek  wo/'  It  was  the  very  first  time  we  ever  rea- 
lized the  feeling  that  the  people  mentioned  so  fi^uently  in  the  Bible  had, 
when  their  bowels  '  yearned.*  Also,  we  had  g;reat  fear  of  what  might  be 
the  prescriptions  that,  in  cabalistic  characters,  the  Doctor  was  writing  at  the 
table,  turning  ever  and  anon  a  diabolical  look  at  his  '  subject'  A  shaved 
held,  a  seton  in  the  neck,  a  blister-plaster  over  the  entire  'abnormal  vis- 
cera,' were  the  least  that  we  anticipated.  Howbeit,  none  of  these  violent 
remedies  were  resorted  to.  A  pill  or  two,  a  small  mustard-plaster  upon  the 
chest,  or  trunk,  (which  is  the  same  thing,)  'restored  us'  in  two  days  to 
pristine  vigor.  Meantime  we  were  starved.  Toast-water,  a  soup  made  from 
the  shadow  of  a  Shanghai  chicken,  boiled  four  hours  in  four  quarts  of 
water,  constituted  our  diet.  And  the  only  thing  we  really  lamented  was, 
that  we  had  not  eaten  more  when  we  had  *  a  chance.'  >  -  -  Wrni  the 
subjoined  very  modest  note  to  the  EnrroR  came  twelve  stanzas,  '  Written 
aft&r  Beading  %  Horrible  Shipwreehj^  and  bearing  the  initials  '  J.  G.  S.':  'If 
you  will  print  my  poetry,  Mr.  EnrroR,  I  will  be  very  much  obliged,  as  my 
friends  want  to  see  it  printed.  I  need  not  disclose  my  whole  name  to  induce 
you  to  publish  the  poem  in  your  Magazine.  I  think  the  poetry  will  speak 
for  itselfl'  That  is  our  impression,  too ;  and  we  are  going  to  let  it '  speak  for 
itself^'  to  the  extent  of  just  five  verses : 

*  It  was  all  on  a  stormy  night, 

The  winds  did  blow,  and  tnere  was  no  light 
By  which  the  sailor-men  conld  see 
Ijo  navigate  the  ship  through  the  aea. 

'  The  briny  waves  rolled  mountain-high, 
And  the  passengers  begun  for  to  cry 
Unto  the  Lord  their  lives  to  save, 
And  preserve  them  from  a  watery  grave. 

I  *  The  wind  blowed  down  the  tall,  straight  masts, 

(Tor  all  the  ropes  could  not  keep  them  fiist,) 
And  then  the  boats  went  overboard, 
One  stem-boat,  and  two  that  were  on  deck  stored ! 

*  The  captain  walked  the  deck  in  haste, 
While  in  the  fore-castle  the  sailors  paced ; 
For  all  was  lost  —  and  stem  despair 
Found  lodgingrsin  each  bosom  there. 

'  The  ship  had  struck  upon  the  shore, 
And  from  the  bottom  the  copper  was  tore : 
Which  caused  the  vessel  for  to  quickly  fill, 
Though  much  against  the  passengers'  will.' 

There,  that  is  a  fair  'sample'  of  the  whole  *  poem.'  Has  the  writer  any 
more  pieces  that  he  would  like  to  have  *  speak  for  themselves '  ?  If  he  has, 
let  them  speak  to  themselves.  -  -  -  One  of  the  greatest  sources  of 
annoyance  and  perplexity  to  managers  of  railways  is  the  indiscriminate  and 
interminable  applications  by  *  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men,'  (and  tootnen^ 
too,  for  that  matter),  for  free  passes.  The  following  is  a  fact^  and  there  is 
*tce  in  it':  *The  manager  of  a  rail-road  in  this  State,  who  had  been 
beleaguered  by  pastors  and  people  for  passes  to  a  Methodist  Ck>Bferencei 
which  he  courteously  but  firmly  resisted,  was  at  last  solicited  by  <  a  brother' 
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to  pass  nine  ministers  to  a  Deighboring  village  to  attend  a  funeral  The  pass 
wasgiyen,  and  on  the  following  day  the  Company  was  called  on  by  the 
brother  to  redeem  the  pass  in  money  ;  our  ^brother '  modestly  giring  as  a 
reason  that  the  nine  ministers  of  the  gospel  had  found  it  more  oonyenient  to 
take  another  conveyance,  and  he  had  paid  their /are  / '  Speaking  of  rail*road 
traTelling,  the  most  irresistibly  ludicrous  thing  that  we  have  been  eye-witness 
to  this  many  a  day,  occurred  recently  on  the  Hudson  River  Rail-road :  The 
weather  was  excessively  hot,  and  the  road  —  as  it  sometimee  is — very  dusty 
A  gentleman,  rivalling  Daniel  Lavbbbt  in  build  and  stature,  accompanied 
by  a  slender,  pale  little  boy,  of  some  nine  summers,  took  the  seat  in  front  of 
U8.  He  sat  for  some  twenty  miles,  absorbing  with  his  handkerchief  the 
perspiration  that  stood  in  great  drops  on  his  huge  face,  when  with  a  semi* 
grunt  and  a  deep-drawn  sigh,  he  turned  to  his  puny  companion,  and  in  a 
querulous  voice,  exclaimed :  *  Ah  I  sonny,  you  erov>d  me  «o,  that  I  shall  have 
to  take  another  seat! '  -  -  -  Our  old  friend  'A.  H.  S.,'  up  the  river, 
fairly  anticipated  our  hint  The  Shanghai  mother  and  brood,  *  cabined, 
cooped,  confined,'  arrived  as  per  invoice,  *  in  good  order  and  condition.*  The 
Uttls  fellows  of  'the  party '  presented  rather  a  singular  aspect  when  they 
first  came  to  hand,  their  elder  brothers  having  picked  off  all  the  feathers 
from  their  high-backed  rumps.  But  all  have  flourished  abundantly.  Their 
at  first  inordinate  drum-sticks  have  been  growing  to  legs  ever  since,  and 
they  have  become  very  familiar,  finding  almost  '  out  of  hand.*  And  how 
they  do  eatl  —  and  the  national  corn-crop  a  short  one,  tool  Two  of  the 
young  roosters  have  already  rehearsed  two  or  three  '  crows ; '  but  their 
*•  clarion  of  the  mom '  sounds  more  like  a  wind-broken  tin  horn,  feebly 
blown,  than  any  thing  else.  The  mother  is  fructifying.  She  lays  an  egg 
every  day  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  lets  us  know  it  by  an  exultant  'cut, 
cut  —  cut — cut — dar  —  cut  I  *  when  she  has  got  through.  The  Shanghai 
family  live  on  the  best  of  terms  with  the  native  brood,  heretofore  spoken  of; 
sharing  generously  each  other's  crumbs  and  kernels  in  exact  proportion  to 
their  comparative  nimbleness  and  strength!  -  -  -  There's  point  in 
the  following,  if  it  was  sud  by  a  child :  *  Our  '  Georgey  *  is  something  over 
six  years  old,  and  has  a  keen  eye  for  every  thing  beautiful  in  nature,  although 
he  sometimes  makes  it  ridiculous  in  attemptmg  comments.  The  other  day 
we  had  a  fine  thunder-storm,  with  almost  incessant  flashes  of  lightning. 
'  Georoey  '  and  myself  were  sitting  in  the  bam,  admiring  the  lightning,  which 
darted  from  cloud  to  doud,  and  then  to  the  ground ;  and  he  wanted  to  know 
what  made  it '  go  so,'  illustrating  its  zig-zag  motion  with  his  hand.  I  could 
not  explain  it  so  that  he  could  clearly  understand,  and  was  obliged  to  tell 
liim  I  did  n't  know.  He  thought  a  moment  and  said :  '  I  s'pose  God  thinks 
it  looks  prettier  crooking  round  in  that  way  I  ^  Presently  there  came  a  suc- 
cession of  tremendous  crashes,  and  the  little  fellow  jumped  up  and  clapped 
his  hands,  exclaiming, '  Are  n't  those  good  ones,  father  ?  That's  better  than 
cannon,  isn't  it?  You  do  n't  have  to  stop  to  load!"  ...  Ws  have 
visited  the  picture  of  ^The  Last  JudgmenV  at  the  rooms  of  the  old  '  Racket- 
Club,'  on  Broadway,  and  would  commend  it  to  the  attention  of  our  metropo- 
litan public,  and  other  of  our  fellow-dtizens  now  in  town.    That  it  has 
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defects,  was  to  have  been  expected :  but  go  and  see  the  laborious  eightrjeare^ 
effort  of  a  child  of  genius  (following  in  the  foot-steps  of  great  and  daring 
minds  before  him)  to  represent  the  sublimest  scene  that  mortal  has  never 
beheld,  *  nor  can  see  and  Htc'  -  -  >  Ma.  S.  S.  Southwohtb,  known  also, 
and  perhaps  more  familiarlj  known,  to  the  public,  as  *  John  SmitH)  Jr.,  of 
Aricansas,'  will  commence  the  publicaticm,  nearly  simultaneonslx  with  the 
issue  of  our  present  number,  of  a  weekly  journal,  to  be  called  '  The  Pormp- 
pine,^  Its  quills  will  not  be  without  pointy  'nor  will  they  not  be  pointed* 
at  political  and  other  abuses  which  haye  obtained,  and  do  still  obtain,  in  oar 
national  and  inferior  councils  and  gOTemments.  Ifr.  SoirrBwoRm's  is  a 
most  industrious  pen,  and  his  experience  is  wide  and  varied.  If  *  practiee 
makes  perfect,*  he  will  have  at  least  one  quality  of  that  much  desiderated 
public  functionary,  a  perfect  editor.  His  new  journal  has  our  best  wishes 
forthat  success  which  we  are  confident  it  will  deserve.  -  -  -  It  was  an  era  in 
the  Mueical  Drama  in  JSFeuh  Terk^  to  find  among  us — we  speak  as  a  casual 
summer-visitor  to  the  reeherehi  *  platforms*  of  the  town— ^  to  find  Gkisi  and 
Mario — the  first  singers  in  Europe— in  our  midst;  giving  forth  in  fbll 
volume  the  '  most  sweet  voices '  that  have  attracted  the  admiration  of  roy- 
alty, nobility,  and  commonalty  of  the  Old  World.  And  here  they  are,  to 
secure  the  admiration  of  a  republic  that  combines  all  these  classes  in  one 
unanimous  whole.  It  is  Genius  which  does  this :  Gbnios,  which  is  of  no 
country,  of  no  language,  of  no  creed.  If  our  metropolitan  or  tnnsieat 
readers  should  desire  to  appreciate  what  we  would  convey,  let  them  hear 
Gresi  and  Mario.  We  have  *  nothing  more  to  say,'  nor  will  they.  One  has 
but  to  hea/r  them — not  to  talk  of  them.  ...  Field,  of  the  St  Louis 
Theatre,  a  good  writer,  actor,  and  manager,  is  about  to  bring  out  at  his 
flourishing  house  a  new  play,  by  the  author  of  *  Ingomar,'  entitled  '  OriseldaJ* 
Judging  from  an  extended  notice  of  the  play  in  *  The  JSepublkan*  d^y 
journal  of  St  Louis,  we  may  predict  for  it  undoubted  success.  The  langnage 
is  spirited,  and  the  action  stirring  and  dramatic.  Mr.  Field  is  to  produce  it 
with  an  excellent  cast  and  ample  accessories.  -  -  >  'P.'s  *E»ay  on  the 
SpiriUiaV  is  not  at  all  improved  by  his  emendations :  contrariwise,  they  even 
darken  by  words  what  before  was  not  *  argument.'  He  reminds  us  of  the 
Scotch  commoner  who  asked  Sheridan  how  he  got  rid  of  his  Irish  brogue, 
as  he  wished  to  avoid  his  own  Scotch  accent :  *  My  dear  fellow,'  said  Sheri- 
dan, *don^t  attempt  any  such  thing.  The  House  listens  to  you  now 
because  they  do  n't  understand  you ;  but  if  you  become  intelligible  they  will 
be  able  to  take  your  measure ! '  -  -  -  Who  is  the  anonymous  author  of 
^Leather  Stocking  and  Silk,  a  Story  of  the  Valley  of  Virginia  ? '  It  is  one 
of  the  cleverest  novels  of  the  season,  and  is  meeting  with  most  deserved 
success.  We  shall  have  more  to  say  of  it  hereafter.  The  Brothers  Harper 
are  the  publishers. 

0\  The  Fublibhcb  wonld  reBpeotfiiUy  nfer  the  reader  to  the  Adtrntifemmt  oftk$  *  KniOur* 
hacker  Gallery,^  on  the  second  page  of  the  cover  of  the  present  number.  The  work  is  to  be  sold 
entirely  by  subscription ;  and  he  wonld  request  its  Mends  to  send  in  their  names  without  deUgr. 
It  wlU  contain  Jbrty-eiffhtjtns  tngra/Hngi  on  tteely  and  hp  enriched  with  the  original  eoniriim^ 
tumi  of  the  mott  emmtnt  ivHtert  m  Ameriea.  It  is  intended.that  ill  its  «eoiltlon  it  shall  not  b« 
snnuissed  by  any  similar  work  ever  issued  from  the  American  press. 
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A  GOMPLIHENTART    TRIBUTE   TO    LOUIS  OAYLORD  CLARK,   ESQ.,   FOR   TWENTY  YEABS 
EDITOR  OP  THE   RNICKERBOCRER  MAGAZINE. 


CoNsiDKRiNo  that  Loms  Gatlosd  Clark  has  heen,  for  the  unexampled  period  of  twenty  years' 
Editor  of  a  le»diDf(  Literary  Magazine  in  this  country;  that  his  labors  meanwhile  have  been  con* 
stant,  arduous,  and  ill-requited ;  that  they  have  been  eminently  creditable  to  his  abilities  and  char* 
acler,  and  of  great  service  to  the  Country  in  developing  its  intellectual  resources,  several  of  hi^ 
friends  met  together  last  December  to  devise  some  suitable  plan  for  tendering  to  him  a  substantial 
CoMpLiMKNTART  BENBriTf  In  all  re8pect8  appropriate  lor  the  Literary  Cla^s  to  offer,  and  for  him  to 
receive.  The  result  was  a  project  for  publitthiDg  such  a  work  as  is  above  described ;  and  upon  sab- 
miiting  the  plan  to  Washington  Ikvino,  Fitz-Gkkknk  Halleck,  IIknry  VV.  Longfellow^  and 
other  Literary  men  of  the  United  States,  it  received  their  cordial  approval;  so  that  the  Committea 
having  the  matter  in  hand  are  able  to  announce  for  the  ensuiDg  season  a  Litkrart  Sodvkkir,  be- 
yond all  parallel  in  the  eminence  of  its  writers,  and  in  mechanical  t^^xecuiiou  equal  at  least  to  any 
similar  production  ever  issued  ft-om  the  American  press.  The  collection  of  Portraits  of  American 
writers  will  be  far  more  oomplete  than  any  hitherto  attempted. 


THK  KNICKERBOCKER  GALLERY 

will  be  published,  under  the  direction  of  the  Committee,  bv  Mb.  Samuel  IIukston,  348  Broadway, 
New-York,  and  will  be  ready  for  delivery  to  subscribers  in  November  next.  Subscribers  will  receive 
the  first  impressions  of  the  plates,  and  the  series  will  possess  a  value  much  beyond  the  cost  of  the 
Toiume.    The  entire  profits  of  the  work  will  be  invested  for  Mb.  Clark. 

JOHN  W.  FRANCIS,  RTJFUS  W.  GRISWOLD, 

FREDERICK  W.  8HFXT0N,  RICHARD  B.  KIMBALL, 

GEORGE  P.  MORRIS. 


Thi  Publisher  has  the  pleasure  of  announcing  as  contributors  to  this  LUer(U7  Testimonial,  W  ash- 
IHOTON  Irving,  VVillivm  Cullen  Bryant,  Fitz-Grebnb  Hallbck,  Nathaniel  P.  Willis,  Rkv. 
Gboroe  W.  Bkthitne,  D.D.,  Uon.  William  U.  Seward,  Gborgk  William  Curtis,  Donald  G. 
Mitchell,  Henry  W.  Longfellow,  John  G.  Saxs.  Gbobok  Lunt,  Rbv.- Frederick  W.  BnELTON« 
Richard  B.  Kimball,  Georok  P.  Morris,  Hbnbv  J.  Brent.  Dr.  Olivbr  Wenbbll  Holmes, 
J.  M.  Lboare,  William  Pitt  Palmer,  Charles  F.  Brioos.  Henry  R.  BcHooLcBArr,  Rbv. 
Bahukl  Osgood,  Epes  Sargent,  Alfred  B.  Street,  George  H.  Bokkb,  George  H.  Cl.abk, 
R.  H.  Stooard,  J.  L.  McConnell,  Theodore  S.  Fay,  J.  Russell  Lowell,  Charles  G.  Lelakd, 
Dr.  Thomas  Ward,  John  T.  Irving,  P.  Hamilton  Mvers,  T.  B.  Thobpb.  Bbnrt  T.  Titckkb- 
MAN,  Ralph  Roanoke,  George  D.  Prentice,  Samubl  S.  Cox,  FREDBRirK  8.  Cozzbns,W.  U.  C. 
HosMER,  James  T.  Fields,  R.  8.  Chilton,  Park  Benjamin,  George  Wood,  Hom.  R.  T.  Cohbad, 
Bayard  Taylor,  Donald  MacLeod,  and  others. 

All  the  subscribers  and  readers  of  the  Knickerbocker  are  hereby  authorized  and  requested  to 
act  as  agents  for  this  book.  It  will  be  seen  that  the  expense  of  such  a  work  must  be  very  great,  and 
the  only  way  to  make  it  profitable  is  i)y  a  large  sale.  The  publiE'her  hopes  for  the  active  cooperation 
of  Editors  and  publishers  with  whom  we  exchange.  The  price  of  the  volume  will  b^Fiva  Dollars 
per  Copy,  in  elegant  cloth  binding,  gilt  edges  ;  and  in  Turkey  extra,  Seven  Dollars.  All  suhscrtp> 
tions  payable  on  delivery  of  the  work.  Those  who  wish  the  work,  and  who  mav  feel  interrest 
enough  in  its  success  to  get  some  of  their  friends  to  take  it,  will  confer  a  special  favor  by  sending  thw 
names  as  early  as  possible f  that  the  pablisker  may  be  able  to  judge  how  many  to  print  for  the  flrti 
edition. 

O^  The  Knickebbocxbr  Oallbrt  will  be  sold  ofi/.v  by  Subscription  and  by  Agents. 

Agents  wanted  in  every  city,  town  and  village  in  the  United  States,  to  whom  a  liberal  discout 
will  be  made.    Please  apply  for  terms,  &c.,  post  paidy  to 

SAMUEL  HUE8T0N, 

348  Broadway,  New-7oxk. 
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A      RETURK     TO      THE     HOMESTEAD. 

A      SKETCH       FROM      LIFE. 

I  HAD  been  wandering  for  years.  Business  at  last  gave  me  occasion 
to  -visit  my  native  village,  two  miles  to  the  north  of  which  lay  the  old 
homestead.  The  village  had  so  changed  since  my  last  visit,  that  I 
seemed  a  stranger  in  its  streets,  and  was  obliged  to  ask  of  strangers 
the  way  to  the  Oak  Valley.  The  former  road  had  been  fenced  into 
fields,  and  a  new  highway  laid,  with  branches  diverging  into  the 
coimtry. 

For  several  years  no  tidings  had  reached  me  from  home,  and  accord- 
ingly I  knew  nothing  of  the  state  of  things  there.  Friends  might  have 
departed,  the  mansion  itself  left  untenanted,  or  occupied  by  strangers. 
I  met  several  faces  on  the  way,  that  recalled  something  familiar,  but  1 
recognized  no  particular  individual  in  any  of  the  once  play-mates  of  my 
youth.  They  seemed  to  have  outgrown  the  poetry  and  innocence  of 
that  early  time,  which  beams  with  ever-hallowed  radiance  in  the  morn- 
ing of  life.     I  involuntarily  shunned  the  gaze  of  all  I  met. 

The  woods  had  been  cleared  away  in  some  places,  and  showed  new 
features  in  the  landscape.  One  keenly  misses  the  woods  and  particular 
trees  once  there,  which  seemed  familiar  as  household  membeis.  I 
became  more  reconciled  as  the  features  of  the  more  immediate  neigh- 
borhood rose  to  view.  In  tracing  the  various  shapes  and  vtdndings  of 
the  scenery,  it  afibrded  a  pleasure  to  know  that  each  hill  and  dell  and 
little  curve  had  so  well  preserved  its  early  integrity. 

It  was  the  latter  part  of  February,  and  little  snow  remained  on  the 
ground.  In  passing  the  family  burying-ground  —  that  teller  of  sad 
secrets  —  there  arose  no  new  mound.  Inside  the  fence,  the  snow  had 
all  disappeared,  and  the  grass  was  starting  up.  There  were  visible  no 
foot-prints  leading  to  the  place 

*  Where  friends  with  tears  were  laid  away.' 
VOL.   XLIV.  29 
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A  thought  came  to  me :  I  guessed,  alas,  too  truly  1  the  cause  of  this 
deseitioxi.  It  was  mine  to  mark  the  first  approach  to  the  little  inclosure, 
and  clear  again  rose  the  pageantry  of  the  last  funeral,  that  of  my  father, 
which  took  place  just  before  my  departure  from  home.  How  absorhiiig 
to  all  appears  then  the  subject  of  the  occasion !  -^  the  same  hallowed 
remains  that  now  rest  beneath  the  sod,  unnoticed  save  by  the  care  of 
inexorable  Nature !  Let  a  member,  however  humble,  be  borne  from 
the  home-hearth  to  the  Silent  Land  —  a  mate  of  one's  youth,  who  par- 
took of  the  same  joy  and  sufiering,  and  shared  perhaps  the  same  sand- 
wich with  us  at  school,  a  brother,  a  dear  sister — let  such  an  one  be 
taken  from  our  companionship,  the  world  is  heartless :  it  will  soon  for- 
get, and  friends  anon  miss  less  the  lost :  but  the  absent  one,  the  wanderer, 
is  ever  true  to  the  tendrils  that  link  him  to  his  childhood's  home. 

When  the  old  mansion  rose  to  view,  it  stood  sadly  naked.  The  tall 
poplars  that  shaded  it  from  the  road  were  missing :  the  red  paint  had 
left  the  knotty  clap-boards,  and  given  it  a  '  wood-colored '  appearance. 
But  who  were  its  inmates  ?  There  was  no  one  visible  ;  no  hve  creature 
to  be  seen  about  the  premises.  I  walked  on  slowly,  until  I  arrived  at 
the  small  bridge,  nearly  opposite  the  house,  when  Watch,  the  old  house- 
dog, made  his  appearance,  walking  through  the  yard.  This  started  me, 
for  I  saw  before  me  the  play-mate  and  companion  of  my  youth.  He 
seemed  to  be  guided  by  instinct,  or  urged  on  by  some  hidden  link  of  old 
afiection,  rather  than  by  sight.  At  first  he  approached  slowly,  an  if 
undecided.  When  within  a  few  yards,  he  began  to  swing  his  tail 
heavily  and  awkwardly,  which  convinced  me  that  it  moved  but  seldom 
now,  save  to  fellow  silently  its  owner.  His  hide,  once  a  smooth  jet 
now  stood  out,  bristled  and  faded,  and  gray  at  the  head,  and  scarred  all 
over,  which  gave  him  a  surly  appearance.  He  seemed  ahnost  ludi- 
crously forlorn  and  chap-fallen.  1  spoke  to  him  :  he  waddled  up  to  me 
and  held  his  paws  clumsy  and  more  spread  than  usual  against  my  leg, 
(an  old  trick,)  th#ugh  now  no  higher  than  my  knee.  I  took  his  paw, 
as  usual,  and  patted  him.  He  appeared  wonderfully  afiected,  and 
showed  his  affection  awkwardly.  Erecting  his  bristles,  and  half-chok- 
ing, half-growling,  he  attempted  his  salutation ;  but  it  was  a  sad  a£air. 
He  had  evidently  lost  the  former  grace  and  dignity  of  his  dogbood,  and 
seemed,  as  if  by  habit,  cross  and  ungainly. 

The  entrance  to  the  house  was  on  the  opposite  side.  I  raised  the 
swing-gate  and  crossed  over  the  green  to  the  postern  that  opened  on  the 
foot-pavement  leading  to  the  door.  The  out-buildings,  the  garden,  and 
the  rear  view  of  the  dwelling-house  were  recognized ;  but  all  was 
silent  as  the  grave.  I  rapped.  A  young  girl  opened  the  door  and 
invited  me  to  walk  in.  1  did  so,  but  knew  not  her  face.  To  the  lefi 
was  a  young  woman,  who  glanced  at  me  with  a  dull,  timid  counte- 
nance, while  in  front,  and  opposite  the  stove,  sat  a  middle-aged  lady, 
busily  engaged  in  knitting,  spectacled,  and  wearing  a  broad-&illed  white 
cap,  who  respectfully  asked  me  to  be  seated.  I  obeyed  involuntarily, 
and  quickly  completed  my  survey.      It  was  sufficient.     I  inquired 

whither  the family  had  moved.     The  matron  did  not  seem  to 

understand  me.  At  last  the  young  lady  whispered  something  to  her 
about  the  name,  upon  which  the  elder  addressed  me :  *  You  have  refer 
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ence  to  the  former  occupants  of  the  place  t '  Perhaps  my  question  was 
not  distinctly  put.  I  nodded  in  reply.  She  knew  not,  as  well  as  the 
rest,  where  to  direct  me,  and  inquired  if  I  was  acquainted  with  the 
family  of  that  name.  I  answered  in  the  affirmative.  Availing  myself 
of  the  custom  of  the  country,  I  craved  a  short  hospitality,  which  was 
granted. 

As  the  sun,  shining  with  iqpring*lLke  heam,  was  lessening  the  after- 
noon, I  left  the  house  for  the  ham,  followed  close  at  my  heels  hy  the 
dog.  I  of  course  recognized  none  of  the  *  live  stock.'  The  well  was 
there,  the  curb  and  rul  missing,  and  a  green-colored  pump  stood  in 
their  place.  The  building,  however,  was  still  the  long-pointed,  low- 
aqnatting  bam  of  my  childhood,  with  hens  cackling  in  the  loft,  and  hay- 
locks  hanging  from  its  shed,  where  hidden  nests  still  invited  a  search 
for  eggs  under  the  low  roof,  full  of  nail-points,  whose  memory  yet  gives 
a  twitch  to  the  sensitive  scalp. 

The  new  snow,  which  had  fallen  during  the  night,  was  thawing  on 
the  roof,  one  part  of  which,  at  the  end  of  the  shed,  was  already  dry  and 
wavy  with  heat.  At  the  other  end  the  drops  were  hurrying  down  the 
eaves  with  the  rush  of  a  summer  shower.  As  I  walked  up  the  barn- 
yard, over  the  trodden  straw,  the  sheep  (no  black  ones  among  them  now) 
sheered  oET,  all  attention  to  the  dog,  who  kept  close  to  my  heels.  An 
old  sheep  now  and  then,  more  bold  than  the  rest,  would  approach, 
stamping  at  him.  Threats  not  succeeding,  a  large  wether  made  a  pass 
at  him,  and  thumped  him  until  he  rolled.  A  few  hoarse,  feeble  yelps, 
and  a  hasty  efibrt  to  recover,  were  the  first  movements  of  the  dog,  who 
now,  with  lowered  crest  and  tail,  and  complainingly,  tried  to  hide  away. 
In  attempting  to  get  a  place,  he  ran  his  head  against  the  shed,  and 
then  tamiog,  blundered  right  upon  the  sheep.  For  the  first  time,  I  now 
discovered  that  he  was  blind,  or  nearly  so.  I  called  to  him,  and  spoke 
kindly,  but  could  not  well  remove  the  impression  that  it  was  I  who  had 
repulsed  him. 

Within,  the  bam  retained  its  ancient  look,  though  a  lock  hanging  at 
the  granary-door  was  something  I  had  never  before  seen  there.  It  used 
to  be  fastened  by  a  '  button.'  Climbing  up  the  post-ladder,  I  mounted 
the  mow.  It  was  occupied  by  a  bulk  of  hay,  one  end  of  which  reached 
almost  to  the  comer  of  the  roof.  We  never  had  hay  in  the  loft,  but 
yearly  had  it  filled  to  the  upper  *  swallow-holes  *  with  wheat.  The 
jays  used  to  come  here  in  winter ;  and  here  I  used  to  snare  them,  my 
giandfather  instructing  me. 

Old  barn  !  thou  art,  of  course,  common  and  imcouth  to  the  stranger ; 
but  to  him  whose  first  play-spot  thou  wert,  thou  art  a  dear  remembrance ! 
Thou  art  haunted.  The  early  foot-fall  lingers  yet ;  the  daring  jump,  the 
wrestling  on  the  seedy  floor,  and  the  serious  head-thump !  Familiar 
images  start  from  ^  nooks  and  hiding-places,  and  cling  to  thy  very 
weather-beaten  beams ! 

Every  old  bam,  old  house-dog,  old  homestead,  is  the  subject  of  the 
keenest  associations  to  many  a  poor  wanderer,  who,  in  his  dejected 
moments,  turns  to  the  early  spot  that  gave  him  existence  —  his  child- 
hood's home.  Earth  has  not  a  holier ;  and  the  humbler  the  objects, 
the  more  closely  seem  to  strain  the  old  hallowed  ties.     They  never 
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refuse  to  cling  there.  The  heart  is  never  totally  depraved.  Holy 
affections  hide  in  its  deepest  depths,  of  which  the  giddy  brain  profeases 
no  cognizance  to  the  world.  Destroy  these  emotions  you  cannot.  You 
may  bury  them  awhile,  or  perhaps  £>r  ever,  but  you  must  keep  away 
from  the  old-frequented  places ! 

I  have  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  hay-bulk,  so  high  that  I  can  reach 
the  pegs  of  the  rafters.  Here  is  the  home  of  the  swallow.  Each  peg 
has  its  nest,  a  white  feather  now  and  then  showing  beyond  the  mud- 
built  edge.  Here  and  there  a  nest  is  clinging  to  the  naked  rafters,  a 
few  feet  farther  down,  while  near  the  top  of  the  south  gable-end,  against 
the  boards,  clings  a  meek  nest  of  sticks,  which  in  summer  is  surrounded 
by  young,  black  *  chimney-sweeps.'  The  nests  are  the  same  that  many 
years  ago,  daring  to  climb  the  studs,  I  reached  with  my  hands,  and 
instead  of  finding  eggs  or  young  swallows,  felt  downy  feathers,  fearing  to 
handle  them  roughly,  lest  they  might  break  away —  myself  being  warned 
not  to  look  from  the  giddy  height.  I  shall  never  climb  those  studs 
again.  Their  tenons  are  so  mouse-gnawed  that,  shaken  by  the  wind, 
the  old  frame  rattles  like  a  loosely-sutured  sktdl  when  tumbled  by  the 
passer-by.  It  will  soon  fall :  yet  it  alwa3r8  seemed  old,  with  boards 
clapping  in  the  wind,  and  doors  awry.  It  yet  stands  ;  and  though  no 
longer  possessed  by  the  original  owner,  the  same  spry  swallows  still  find 
here  a  home  in  summer :  they  dream  not  of  decay. 

Several  days  have  passed :  I  am  again  in  ^he  loft.  My  attachment 
to  this  old  building  crazes  me  :  I  am  a  boy  again,  with  boyish  feelings 
and  inclinations,  and  am  tempted  to  climb  the  studs  and  put  my  head 
through  the  swallow-hole.  What  a  fine  view  spreads  out  before  me 
from  this  eminence,  as  high  and  pokensh  still  as  in  the  former  mowing 
times,  when  the  heat,  almost  sufibcating  us,  we  looked  firom  the  cooler 
air-holes  upon  the  great  world.  The  snow  has  disappeared,  and  the 
outlines  of  the  country  can  here  be  distinctly  traced  : 

*Afaii, 
The  village  with  its  spires,  the  path  of  streams, 
And  dim  receding  valleys,  hid  before 
By  interposing  trees,  lie  visible 
Through  the  bare  grove,  and  my  familiar  hawit« 
Seem  new  to  me.' 

It  is  a  grand  place  to  look  from,  the  upper  vents.  Some  how  they 
seem  larger  than  formerly.  They  were  originally  sawed  out  in  imita- 
tion of  the  bam  itself —  miniature  bams,  with  square  foundations.  But 
they  are  edged  no  longer.  The  swallow-feet  and  the  storm- whisk  have 
wom  the  sharp  edges  convex.  But  it  tires  me  to  cling  to  the  boards. 
The  hay-bulk,  since  my  last  visit,  has  considerably  lowered,  giving  me 
an  altitude  of  some  fifteen  feet.  It  seems  a  great  distance  from  here, 
but  it  must  be  measured  with  a  leap.  Not  so^jst,  my  man-boy  I  1 
knew  you  would  waver.  It  is  an  airy  place.  *  iMegins  to  seem  swim- 
mingly. Still  hesitating.  Has  the  iAan  less  courage  now  than  the  boy 
used  to  have  ?  But  he  is  a  boy  again.  S-w-e-e-pl  How  solid  the 
hay !  The  string-beam  is  yet  firm.  Who  can  descrde  the  sinking  sen- 
sation ?  Twas  a  famous  leap.  I  will  repeat  it  ajtin  —  and  again  ; 
now  pitch,  roll,  and  tumble  upon  the  hay,  firagrantyet  with  harvest 
smells. 
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Again  on  the  thieshing-floor. 

A  little  girl,  her  hrother,  a  neighboring  urchin,  and  a  tight-jacketed, 
dean-dressed  lad,  a  little  visiting  cousin,  are  here,  watching  with  stor- 
ing interest  my  doings.  They  were  busy  at  *  hide-and-seek '  when  the 
'  stranger '  entered,  and  forks,  rakes,  and  barrels  are  scattered  over  the 
floor  in  the  utmost  confusion.  There  is  a  shelf  above  the  granary-door  ; 
the  same  shelf  yet,  with  dust  an  inch  thick  upon  it.  A  fine  place  it 
used  to  be  to  hide  play-things  away !  Let  me  scrape  the  dust  off. 
Something  has  dropped  upon  the  floor.  I  pick  it  up.  The  urchins  look 
thereat,  but  know  not  what  it  is.  The  well-dressed  lad  comes  up  with, 
'That's  a  tennis-ball.' 

No,  Sirs !  —  this  ball  is  not  meant  to  riot  with  now.  It  bears  two 
rude  initiab.  Ak  !  how  rude !  Ye  glance  at  the  uncouth  letters,  ye 
unsophisticated  little  gentlemen !  but  ye  know  not  aught  of  the  magic 
they  contain.  They  are  to  you  the  characters  of  the  ancient  times ; 
not  the  Greek,  but  the  uninterpreted  hieroglyphics  of  hoar  antiquity. 
The  bam  wiU  be  but  a  remembrance  to  you  —  not  a  feeling.  After  aU, 
we  shall  be  brothers  in  sympathy,  bound  by  these  old  walls. 

It  IB  a  day  in  March ;  sunshiny,  very  pleasant,  with  flocks  bleating 
on  the  hills  and  birds  singing  in  the  distant  woods  —  woods  once  tender 
with  spring  airs  and  dotted  with  white  and  striped  flowers,  in  the  days 
of  youthful  botanizing :  days  to  return  no  more !  Hence  comes  another 
rush  of  old  feelings  from  the  woods  and  miry  meadows,  with  days  steeped 
in  the  sweets  of  flowering  things. 

The  liver-leaf  must  now  be  opening  its  rath  young  petals.  There 
are  alwa]rs  so  many  hepaticas  scattered  in  knots  throughout  the  entire 
wood !  The  season  advancing,  carries  them,  a  flock  of  wood-maidens  as 
they  are,  onward,  farther  and  farther  north,  and  up  the  cold  mountains, 
where  tremblingly  they  lay  their  pale,  pink  cheeks  close  to  the  paler 
ice-ridges.  They  have  life,  and  plastic  Nature  moulds  it  into  beauty. 
I  love  to  talk  with  them,  and  receive  sweet  answers  from  their  up- 
turned faces.  Nature,  who  blesses  them  with  beautiful  textures, 
endows  us  also  with  appreciation.  She  plants  the  flowers  about  us, 
and  blends  their  gentle  natures  with  the  roughness  of  our  humanity,  so 
that,  almost  ere  aware,  we  become  happier  and  better.  Without  flowers, 
man  would  be  ruder.  Sweet  aflection  lives  in  the  snow-hut  of  the 
Greenlander :  the  mosses  bloom  there :  the  Arctic  flower  is  an  earth- 
ray  to  his  long  benighted  nature,  as  he  meets  it  on  the  barren  soil. 

Another  day  has  passed,  and  another,  and  comes  the  last  to  be  spent 
at  the  homestead  —  the  last  for  ever !  —  and  this  by  the  permission  of 
strangers.  So  runneth  the  world,  and  man's  Jife  with  it.  Stem  man- 
hood alone  will  be  bef(»e  me,  boyhood  behind.  These  are  the  doings  of 
Time,  imperturbable  l^me,  and  man  bows  with  it,  the  dust  at  last  the 
only  remaining  contj^  to  his  inanity. 

A  swallow !  —  thirst  of  the  season ;  an  ancient  hirundine,  returning 
to  th^  old  sun-embrowned  home.  Its  wing  is  weary  with  flight,  but  its 
instinct  has  been  tme  as  the  magnet  to  the  pole  :  it  never  yet  failed  in 
its  annual  retum.  Not  knowing  the  age  attained  by  these  little  domes- 
tics, I  shall  please  myself  to  deem  this  a  contemporary  of  my  youth,  one 
of  ihe  multitude  of  skimmers  of  the  meads,  and  twilight  glades  by  forest- 
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edges  ;  companions  of  the  plough-boy  in  the  field,  almost  touching  with 
their  wings  his  jacket-stripe.  What  feelings  possess  now  its  breast,  as, 
after  a  whole  winter's  absence,  it  approaches  the  old  swallow-home  ? 
It  yet  points  to  heaven  for  thee,  sweet  bird  I  a  safe-guard  from  the 
storm,  an  eyrie  free  from  rude  boys'  spoil.  As  it  nears  the  bam,  its 
movement  becomes  uncertain,  now  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left,  slower 
and  slower,  as  if  undecided. 

It  will  pass  the  bam —  no,  it  stoops :  the  entrance-hole  is  passed,  the 
old  home  roofs  it  o*er  again,  and  it  is  circling  from  gable  to  gable — it? 
shiny,  black  eyes  scratinizing  the  surrounding  inside.  Weary  though  it 
be,  it  continues,  hither  and  thither :  at  length  its  movement  is  slower ; 
and  every  time  it  passes  a  certain  nest,  it  almost  stops,  yet  pacing  on, 
it  hovers  about  it,  and  finally,  with  still  spread  wings,  curves  to  the 
spot,  resting  its  foot  on  the  tip  of  the  peg  that  holds  the  nest.  Its  first 
motion  is  a  squint  vtdth  half-turned  head  into  the  nest.  Its  mate  has 
just  entered,  and  as  it  approaches  the  white-breasted  sitter,  the  latter 
up-points  its  bill,  and  utters  a  sweet  twitter^  faint,  but  affectionate, 
answered  in  the  same  affectionate  strain  by  the  male-bird,  that  lights 
by  its  side,  crowding  it  gently  in  the  small  space  of  the  peg- tip.  There 
they  sit,  two  little  breasts,  a  red  and  a  white.     Lovely  little  pair  ! 

1  bade  adieu  to  the  respectful  occupants  of  the  homestead,  and,  prose- 
cuting my  journey,  after  several  days,  found  myself  among  my  fnends. 
If  in  this  sorrowing  world  of  ours  the  much-sought-for  happiness  is  ever 
enjoyed,  its  light  falls  on  the  home-heartli,  when  the  lost  one  crosses  the 
threshold. 

Again  I  lifted  the  latch :  tears  and  adieus  closed  the  interview  of 
friends  :  but  the  memory  of  the  scenes  of  the  early  homestead  abide  for 


TO   'LITTLE   FREDDY    IN   HEAVEN 


BY     11.     W.    BOCKWELl. 


Faik  spirit !  from  the  eanh  uutiuicly  lied, 

Dost  thou  come  near  me  with  thy  silver  winjrs  ? 

Or  is  it  some  bright  bird  of  heaven  that  sings 
So  sweetly  in  my  heart  since  thou  wast  dead? 
Alas  I  the  hands  that  pillowed  thy  dear  bead, 

The  eyes  that  watched  thee  through  ^ig  nights  of  pain. 

Will  know  thee  nevermore  on  earth  v^iu : 
For  thou  art  gone  unto  thy  narrow  bed. 
Tot  if  to  weary  hearts  that  long  have  shed 

Their  tears  for  thee  in  drops  of  scalding  rain, 

Thou  comest  still —  oh  I  be  it  not  in  vain, 
That  we,  too,  follow  where  thy  feet  have  led, 

Upward  through  this  dark  world  to  that  bright  shore 

Where  those  who  part  on  earth  shall  meet  to  part  no  mow. 
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BLUE-ETED         FLORENC 


BT     W.     II.    C.    UOSMEK. 


Blue-kted  Florence  I  where  art  thou  ? 

With  thy  radiant  baby-brow, 

And  thy  voice  of  silvery  tone, 

And  thy  smile — an  angel's  own  7 

Place  upon  thy  father's  kneo 

Well  I  know  was  dear  to  thee ; 

He  is  toiling  &r  away, 

And  hath  vanished  many  a  day 

Since  he  crossed  home's  cottage-sill ; 

Is  his  love  remembered  still  ? 

Blue-eyed  Flobehoe  1  it  was  bliss 
Every  mom  to  claim  thy  kiss ; 
Feel  from  my  world-weary  heart 
Dross  and  earthmess  depart. 
Sharer  in  thy  love  so  bright, 
With  a  flash  of  heavenly  light; 
Listen  while  thy  mother  smiled. 
To  thy  questions,  darling  child  1 
Puzzling  to  the  wisest  brain ; 
Will  that  bliss  return  again  ? 


Brightest  of  the  rosy  band 

In  sweet  childliood's  fiiiry-land ! 

Does  remembrance  ever  stray 

To  thy  father,  far  away  ? 

Dost  thou,  when  a  thought  of  him 

C!omes  thy  sunny  joy  to  dim, 

Sometimes  with  a  moistening  eye, 

Throw  thy  doll  and  play-thingg  hy  ? 

Is  hia  name  upon  thy  tongue 

When  the  morning  hymn  is  sung  ? 


Ah  I  it  is  a  grievous  wrong 
We  should  parted  be  so  long ; 
That  thy  carol,  like  a  bird, 
i  Must  by  other  ears  be  heard 
Smging  some  quaint  nursery  air, 
In  thy  little  rocking-chair. 
Others  mark  thy  budding  charms, 
Others  toss  thee  in  their  arms ; 
While  thy  father,  sad  and  lonely, 
Sees  thee  in  a  night-dream  only. 
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Blue-eyed  Florence  1  when  I  meet 
Little  children  in  the  street, 
Closely  do  I  hunt  for  traces 
Of  thy  beauty  in  their  faces ; 
For  thy  glance  of  sunny  beam, 
And  thy  hur  of  golden  gleam ; 
For  thy  burst  of  mirth  unbounded, 
And  thy  temples,  fair  and  roUnded ; 
For  thy  motion,  like  a  linnet. 
And  thy  laugh,  with  music  in  it ; 
And  I  bless  them  if  I  find 
Aught  recalling  thee  to  mind. 


CHEDIASMS 


BT    PALL    BIOUVOLK. 


CHILDREN:   A   SERMON   OF   THE   HEART. 

'TnxT  hftye  obildren  At  their  desire,  and  leave  the  reet  of  their  Bttbetanee  for  their  babes.' 

Pralm  it. 

Home  !  —  domestic  happiness  I  —  fireside  !  —  what  are  they  'without 
children  f  Are  we  not  sometimes  thoughtless  of  how  much  we  owe  as 
a  sheer  deht  to  our  little  folks  ?  How  hard,  and  cold,  and  literal,  and 
selfish  is  social  life  apt  to  hecome  where  they  are  not !  By  '  home/  I 
do  not  mean  the  house  we  live  in.  Time  and  place  are  hut  opportuni- 
ties and  occasions.  The  daily  routine  of  life  is  hut  the  chain  that  holds 
the  linked  hours  together.  Were  it  not  for  sympathies  and  afiections, 
love  and  hate,  hope  and  despair,  confidenoe  and  distrust,  gratitude  and 
ingratitude,  the  passions  and  the  weaknesses  of  men,  nay  the  very 
hrittleness  and  uncertainty  of  the  tenure  of  this  life  of  ours,  what  a 
monotonous  and  undesirable,  *  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable '  thing,  indeed ! 
The  preacher  tells  us  misfortunes  are  '  disguised  blessings,*  and  all 
nature  and  the  experiences  of  life  tell  us  that  the  loveliness  of  life  and 
that  which  makes  us  cling  most  fondly  to  it,  is  made  up  of  the  shifting 
kaleidoscopic  character  of  its  passing  events — of  the  chances  and 
changes  of  fortune  —  of  the  ever-varying  emotions* that  fill  our  minds 
and  hearts  —  of  here  a  bit  of  sorrow  and  there  a  bit  of  joy  —  of  now  an 
annoyance  or  a  care  and  then  an  unexpected  pleasure — of  once  a  bur- 
then to  bear  and  again  the  sweet  remembrance  of  duty  done  —  of  evil 
apprehended  and  happiness  found — in  short,  of  glimpses  and  receding 
distances  and  dissolving  views.  So  home  is  the  epitome  of  life  —  if  it 
is  fully  peopled  ;  and  domestic  happiness  is  the  nearest  and  commonest 
approach  to  the  most  perfect  felicity  that  is  vouchsafed  us. 

'  I  live  my  life  a  second  time  in  my  children,'  says  the  glad  father. 
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'  and  I  watch  their  hopes  and  fears,  their  longings  and  their  pleasures^ 
with  more  than  a  double  joy — joy  that  none  but  a  parent  knows. 
How  vividly  they  carry  back  my  memory  to  my  early  days !  The 
sting  of  early  sorrow  has  lost  its  venom  —  nay,  remembered  sorrow  is 
sweet  —  the  random  impulses  of  heart  and  brain  that  distracted  my 
child-life  —  the  timid  grasping  after  things  to  me  then  incomprehen- 
sible now  rush  upon  my  recollection  and  awaken  a  pleasant  satisfaction. 
I  see  my  boy's  mind  opening  and  bewildered  at  the  vista  that  stretches 
out  before  him.  I  see  him  stumbling  ;  I  watch  him  trembling  amid 
mazes  of  doubt  and  error.  I  let  him  grope  to  the  right  —  to  the  left — 
I  wonder  if  he  will  hit  the  true  path,  after  all.  I  try  him  with  a  hint. 
He  won't  comprehend  me  ;  he  is  so  conceited,  so  obstinate,  so  like  his 
&ther ;  he  will  go  wrong  when  he  could  go  right  just  as  easily  ;  pei^ 
haps  lie  does  not  know  how  to  choose.  I  let  him  out  to  the  end  of  his 
chain  ;  then  I  startle  him  and  bring  him  into  the  track,  and  set  him 
going  again.* 

Parental  love  is  a  new  and  original  sensation.  The  childless  know 
nothing  of  it.  It  comes  to  men  often  when  all  the  freshness  of  life  is 
worn  out,  and  it  is  rejuvenescent.  Blessed  dispensation  of  Providence  ! 
Let  us  look  at  it  more  closely  for  a  while.  Until  nearly  twenty,  say,  a 
young  man  gets  on  very  well.  As  a  boy,  has  he  not  his  top  and  his 
ball  and  his  kite  ?  Has  he  not  his  school-mates,  his  boy-friendships,  his 
quarrels,  his  tasks  ?  Then  as  he  gets  farther  on  in  his  teens,  has  he  not 
his  college-days,  his  boy-rivalries,  his  man-apings,  his  bread-and-butter 
loves,  his  mania-arpoetryt  his  dissipations  and  his  mortal  headaches, 
and  his  good  resolutions,  his  philosophies  and  his  strivings  after  atheism, 
and  his  plunges  into  pantheism  ?  Is  he  not  a  sophomore,  and  does  he 
not  revel  in  the  classics  and  despise  Milton  and  Wordsworth,  and  the 
false  opinion  that  sustains  them  ?  Now  look  at  our  hero  at  thirty.  He 
has  passed  through  many  a  crisis ;  he  has  had  the  measles  and  he  is 
done  with  poetry  ;  he  has  played  through  the  whole  gamut  of  infidelity 
and  come  back  to  the  Bible  his  mother  taught  him  how  to  read ;  he 
gives  much  time  4o  the  business  and  afiairs  of  life ;  he  has  been  in  love ; 
he  has  married. 

In  love  and  married  I  We  must  pause  and  take  breath.  In  ]ove ! 
How  balmily  the  earth  smiled  when  the  sweet  influence  of  a  real  pas- 
sion stole  over  him,  and  charmed  and  filled  every  sense  I  He  was  a  new 
man.  He  saw  every  thing  in  a  new  light,  and  with  a  clearer  vision. 
The  eternal  harmonies  of  God  and  the  £tness  of  things,  and  the  useful- 
ness of  God's  creatures,  each  in  its  appropriate  function,  without  his 
knowing  why,  are  suddenly  apparent  and  tangible  to  his  intuitive  sense. 
A  large  and  wide-embracing  charity  fills  his  soul.  He  is  an  optimist ; 
he  is  in  love  with  all  mankind.  The  fragrant  influence  of  woman  in 
all  her  loveliness  has  fallen  upon  him,  gentle  as  the  dews  of  heaven, 
pure  and  soothing  as  summer  moonlights.  But  little  does  he  think  how 
much  of  it  may,  in  the  alembic  of  his  shallow  soul,  prove  pure  moon- 
shine in  fact.  He  scarcely  recognizes  his  former  self.  He  is  possessed 
of  a  new  sensation,  branching  off  into  new  sympathies,  new  desires,  new 
hopes,  new  influences.  The  air  he  breathed  languidly  yesterday  fills 
him  to-day  with  magnetic  sensations ;  he  flushes  and  chills ;  the  blood 
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tingles  in  his  veins ;  his  flesh  cieeps  at  the  roots  of  his  hair.  He  "was 
getting  a-weary  of  ihe  world  and  blase,  but  now  he  is  an  enthusiast  and 
a  luxuriast  too. 

Married,  too !  How  sped  the  honeymoon,  and  how  the  months  have 
glided  noiselessly  away,  in  the  fond  oompanionship  of  the  sharer  of  his 
joys  and  hopes,  I  scarcely  stop  to  note.  The  transition,  through  the 
stronger  tides  and  currents  of  his  heart,  frcnn  love  to  marriage,  was  not 
violent  or  abrupt.  It  was  another  chapter  in  one  story,  and  might  be 
entitled  '  more  of  the  same.'  It  bore  no  resemblance  to  the  crossing  of 
that  electrical  bridge  that  spanned  the  chasm  between  the  period  when 
he  was  only  in  love  with. himself,  and  when  he  fell  in  love  with  her  he 
now  calls  wife.  That  wore  the  look  of  newness  and  change ;  this  weais 
the  look  of  progress  in  the  same  path.  To  him  whose  heart  has  been 
untouched  by  the  sacred  flame,  love  is  a  mystery  and  foolishness  \  and 
when  the  riddle  is  solved  and  the  infldel  believes,  a  great  and  shining 
light  blazes  about  him,  and  he  sees  not  as  others  see.  But  when  a  man 
is  once  in  love,  considered  as  a  psychological  transition,  marriage  is  the 
easiest  thing  in  the  world. 

Well,. time  passes.  There  begiiu  to  be  a  little  show  of  lassitude  — 
a  little  consciousness  of  sameness  in  the  life  of  our  Benedick  —  just  the 
least  bit  in  the  world,  but  just  enough  to  put  him  now  and  then  in  a 
brown  study.  *  "Wliy  do  you  mope  so,  this  evening  ?  *  *  Was  I  moping  I 
I  was  never  more  cheerful  and  happy  in  my  life.'  It  was  his  first  white 
lie  —  to  her.  The  cloud  passes  ofl!  Still  ever  and  anon  we  catch  our 
hero  listless,  lacking  alacrity,  and  prone  to  sleep  heavily  after  dinner. 
He  makes  long  visits  to  his  club  again,  as  in  bachelor  days,  and  returns 
to  his  wife  smelling  of  tobacco,  and  looking  more  tired  than  before.  He 
has  gone  back  to  his  habit  of  smoking,  and  you  see  him  sit  idly  silent, 
by  the  hour,  in  the  still  evening  air,  caressing  his  —  segar,  and  watching, 
with  a  half-envious  eye,  the  graceful  smoke-wreaths  curling  slowly 
upward.  I  would  not  for  an  empiro  fling  trouble  before  the  clear  blue 
eyes  and  cloudless  brow  of  the  lovely  creature  yonder,  who  is  reading  in 
musical  tone  to  his  dull  ear.  So  constant  and  devoted  herself,  if  he 
hears  not  a  word,  no  suspicion  of  his  heedlessness  ever  crosses  her  mind. 
She  is  not  made  of  the  stu5*that  loses  virtue  when  the  freshness  of  the 
first  gloss  is  worn  ofl*. 

Now,  if  the  truth — the  real  truth  —  should  happen  to  be  discovered 
by  some  great  prophet,  that  he  was  beginning  — just  beginmng  to  fancy 
himself  getting  a  little  tired  of  his  (shall  I  say  it  ?)  monotonous  life, 
would  she,  could  she  believe  it  ?  Not  a  word  of  it.  Never.  But  it 
might  be  true,  for  all  that.  I  am  suspicious  that  the  inconstant  fellow 
sometimes  feels  that  life  is  something  of  a  bore  stiU.  Is  this  an  incur- 
able disease  and  constitutional,  that  it  is  ever  recurring  ?  How  of^ 
must  this  troublesome  patient  be  cured  ?  I  am  afraid,  when  I  see  him 
once  in  a  while  going  into  fits  of  abstraction,  I  am  afraid  he  is  in  danger 
of  becoming  blasS  again.  Fie  on  the  blockhead  I  Is  this  the  way  he 
keeps  his  vows  '  to  love  and  to  cherish  until  death  doth  part  ?  '  Talk 
of  the  inconstancy  of  woman  I  In  their  dealings  with  each  other,  man 
is  the  changeling,  woman  the  steadfast. 

Years  pass  on.    Honeymoon  is  a  far  receding  reminiscence.     The 
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husband  and  wife  are  no  longer  young.  She  is  more  quiet  and  more 
happy,  while  he  is  more  blithe  and  gay.  We  left  him  launching  his 
fnul  bark  in  a  sea  of  reveries  that  has  swallowed  many  a  hopeM  life- 
boat. We  did  not  expose  the  sick  fancies  of  his  brain,  for  we  kn6w  he 
might  yet  be  heartily  ashamed  of  them.  But  he  is  safe  now.  He  is  a 
father ;  and  in  the  fond  accents  and  endearments  of  his  children,  and 
in  parental  love  and  afiection,  he  has  found  another  new  sensation. 
This  was  quite  as  novel  and  almost  as  electrical  as  his  first  passion ;  but 
it  is  wider  in  its  grasp ;  it  reaches  out  and  touches  infinity ;  it  has  some- 
thing of  the  vagueness  and  vastness  of  the  sublime  in  the  indefiniteness 
of  its  scope.  It  is  the  voice  of  nature  vnthout  responding  to  the  voice 
of  nature  vnthin  him,  as  deep  calleth  unto  deep.  The  great  want  and 
craving  of  his  soul  that  was  swaying  him  to  and  fro,  in  the  younger 
years  of  his  life,  has  found  food  meet  for  it. 

'  Fob  bis  gayer  hours 
It  has  a  voice  of  ekdness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty ;  and  it  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings  with  a  mild  ^ 

And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Their  sharpness,  ere  he  is  aware.* 

Oh !  parental  love  and  childish  affection !  how  like  a  gentle  shower 
ye  fall  upon  the  parched  heart  of  man !  Myriad  vistas  open  before  me 
as  I  name  the  theme.  All  the  tongues  of  men  could  not  exhauEt  it. 
I  wish  but  to  hint  how  much  we  owe  to  our  children  for  keeping  our 
hearts  in  sound  and  healthy  tone.  How  heartily  Jeremy  Taylor  puts 
it :  '  No  man  can  tell  but  he  that  loves  his  children  how  many  delici- 
ous accents  make  a  man's  heart  dance,  in  the  pretty  conversation  of 
those  dear  pledges;  their  childishness,  their  stammering,  their  little 
angers,  their  innocence,  their  imperfections,  their  necessities,  are  bo  many 
little  emanations  of  joy  and  comfort  to  him  that  delights  in  their  persons 
and  society.'  Many  a  reader  of  this  genial  tribute  to  our  baby  friends 
will  be  sure  the  good  Bishop,  when  he  wrote  it,  was  looking  straight  at 
the  little  rogues  that  are  now  climbing  his  knee. 

Men  are  such  restless,  fidgetty,  perverse  mortals  in  their  mental  and 
moral  tendencies,  it  is  hard  to  say  to  what  ugly  depths  of  morbidness 
they  might  descend  but  for  this  soothing  dispensation.  A  maifs  heart 
is  a  spring  that  easily  gets  choked  and  dried  up  at  the  source.  It  is 
lucky  for  us  we  have  these  little  sprites  to  keep  the  fountain  playing. 
I  fear  men  would  become  soon  a  desperate  set  of  savages  but  for  the 
sweet  influence  of  these  Httle  household  gods  —  Lares  and  Penates. 
Husbands  tire  of  their  wives,  and  wives  tire  of  their  husbands,  and 
children  tire  of  their  parents,  l)ut  what  father  is  ever  weary  of  his 
children  ?  A  man  is  never  weary  of  life  while  his  children  surround 
him.  Petty  and  temporary  annoyances,  sorrow  and  care,  this  life  is  full 
of,  vexation  and  disappointment  come  to  us  all ;  but  where  is  the  father 
who  is  a  misanthrope  or  a  scofier  ? 

Conjugal  love  is  a  balm  to  the  soul.  It  has  often  proved  a  beacon- 
light  to  the  wanderer  upon  a  trackless  sea.  It  has  saved  mai^y  an 
erring  and  almost  lost  man  from  selfish  indulgence  and  degradation. 
Yet  conjugal  love  is  not  to  man  the  same  absorbing  passion  as  to  woman. 
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She  possesses  her  heart's  treasure,  and  is  satisfied.  Some  men  axe 
never  satisfied  with  any  thing  fixed  or  positive.  They  'will  be  running 
afler  new  and  strange  gods.  '  They  crave  for  more  sympathy  and  more 
excitement.  The  more  superficial  the  character,  often  the  greater  the 
need,  and  the  more  insatiable  the  thirst.  Love  and  marriage  fill  a 
chapter  of  their  lives,  but  they  soon  sigh,  with  bitterness  and  with  truth, 
'  Without  children  there  is  no  marriage.'  Nay,  sometimes  after  being 
pleasantly  tossed  about  for  a  period  upon  the  gentle  waves  and  tides  of 
love  and  marriage,  just  when  you  fancy  they  are  safely  launched  in 
smooth,  deep  water,  out  of  reach  of  groimd-swell  and  under-tow,  a 
mocking  wave  breaks  over  them  and  hurls  them  staggering  high  and 
dry  upon  the  arid  sands  of  misanthropy  and  selfishness  again.  Celibacy 
were  better  than  this !  Better  be  a  Shaker  and  make  brooms,  or  polka 
at  arm's-length,  than  such  a  moping,*  childless  husband. 

'  The  world  must  be  peopled,'  says  Benedick.  The  heart  must  be 
peopled,  say  we,  and  we  prefer  a  native  to  a  foreign  population.  Wc 
are  no  Malthusians.  We  live  by  choice  in  the  American  city  of  largest 
population.  We  hold  up  both  hands  for  him  who  is  called  father  by 
the  greatest  number  of  girls  and  boys.  We  revere  the  patriarchs.  We 
always  did  agree  with  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  who  said  that  *  the 
honest  man  who  married  and  brought  up  a  large  family,  did  more  ser- 
vice than  he  who  continued  single  and  only  talked  of  population.'  We 
pity  the  Napoleon  of  our  day,  and  we  wish  aU  good  and  honest  people 
may  '  have  children  at  their  desire,  and  leave  the  rest  of  their  substance 
for  their  babes.' 


N      N 
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Ah  I  never,  lady,  can  we  hope  to  stand 
Acquitted  debtors  for  the  kindness  done 
By  thee  and  thine  to  our  beloved  one ; 

"When,  lorn  and  friendless  in  the  alien  land, 

She  felt  the  warm  clasp  of  your  gentle  hand, 
And  heard  fond  words,  whose  music  seemed  to  be 
Home's  own  dear  echoes  from  beyond  the  sea, 

Sweeter  tlian  gales  from  flowery  Saraarcand. 
Oh  1  that  for  once  were  ours  the  magic  art, 

In  dearth  of  hopeless  ingots  of  the  mine, 
To  coin  the  gulden  wishes  of  the  heart, 

And  grace  the  mintage  with  thy  &ce  divine  I 
What  precious  stores  our  bosoms  would  impart  I 

What  sumless  coffers,  lady,  then  were  thine! 
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8    . 


On  I  tell  me  not  I  am  alone 
Because  no  beating  heart  is  near, 

Because  no  voice  of  human  tone 
Makes  pleasant  music  in  my  ear. 


Oh !  tell  me  not  I  am  alone, 
For  here  are  my  companions  meet ; 

My  books  have  voice  of  music  tone, 
And  me  with  pleasant  words  they  greet 


They  look  upon  me  fh)m  theur  shelves; 

They  lie  around  me  where  I  sit : 
They  seem  to  know  that  in  themselves 

Are  hidden  stores  of  worth  and  wit. 


When  with  them  hurtful  Lust  haa  fled, 
And  Avarice  forgets  to  hoard ; 

Ambition  raises  not  its  head 
Where  relgneth  Mmd,  supremest  lord  I 


They  are  the  *  Glasse  of  Counsell,'  dear. 
In  which  the  soul  reviews  its  drees ; 

They  to  the  busy  give  good  cheer, 
And  drive  away  all  weariness. 


He  that  shall  have  them  gets  reward, 
In  doubt  they  make  the  crooked  plain : 

In  fear  they  serve  a  faithful  guard, 
By  them  the  sick  forget  their  pain. 


Time  spent  with  them  is  doubly  gtuned, 
And  more  of  worth  than  money  is ; 

By  them  submissive  slaves  have  reigned ; 
Without  them,  kings  have  failed  of  this. 


If  for  my  reading  and  my  books 
The  crowns  of  this  terrestrial  ball 

Were  offered  me,  with  scornful  looks 
Indignant  I  would  spurn  them  alL 


Then  tell  me  not  I  am  alone, 

For  while  these  volumes  near  me  lie, 
There  ever  rise  in  loftiest  tone 

The  sounds  of  sweetest  minstrels}'. 

Troi/,  ( y.  Y^)  S*pt  4th,1854.  '  B.  H.  Hau. 
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*H  E      W  A  S     A     M  A  N.» 

In  a  quiet  enclosure  on  Vista  Hill,  Greenwood  Cemetery,  there  is  a 
new-made  grave.  About  it  have  been  planted  no  flowering  shrubs,  sig- 
nificant of  beauty  which  perisheth  ;  but  ever-greens  are  there,  the  em- 
blems of  immortality.  Here  rests  all  that  was  mortal  of  a  man  whose 
name  and  influence,  though  they  owed  nothing  to  the  favors  of  fortune, 
will  be  remembered  long  after  his  body  shall  have  mixed  with  conmion 
i^ust  Though  in  all  that  constitutes  a  true  life  he  was  immeaBuiahly 
superior  to  most  of  his  contemporaries,  it  is  probable  that  his  name  will 
be  omitted  from  the  annals  of  to-day  when  time  shall  make  them  his- 
tory ;  but  tradition,  devotedly  cherished,  will  keep  his  memory  green 
when  thousands  whom  the  future  historian  shall  have  celebrated  are 
forgotten,  or  remembered  only  with  shame.  When  we  call  to  mind 
how  few  examples  worthy  of  imitation  are  furnished  by  the  historic 
record ;  that,  in  fact,  most  of  the  illustrious  names  of  the  earth  are 
altogether  insignificant  when  tried  in  the  balance  of  virtue,  it  will 
appear  how  precious  to  us  are  the  lives  of  the  truly  good  ;  and  we  shall 
be  warned  not  to  regard  men  lightly  because  they  made  no  great  flou- 
rish in  their  day.  True  greatness  is  rarely  patent  to  the  world.  In  the 
words  of  an  accomplished  writer,  *  When  great  men  are  to  be  sought 
for,  the  mind  that  is  governed  by  worldly  ideas  rushes  straight  to  the 
palaces  of  kings,  or  enters  into  the  cabinet  where  statesmen  assemble, 
or  attends  the  foot-steps  of  the  warrior  over  the  ensanguined  field.  But 
reason  and  religion  conduct  us  in  far  diflerent  paths,  and  present  us  with 
far  diflerent  objects.  They  discover  to  us  many  a  time  true  greatness 
under  the  obscure  roof  of  a  cottage,  or  the  spreading  branches  of  a  great 
tree  ;  they  exhibit  dignity  and  consequence  affixed  not  to  the  royal  scep- 
tre, but  to  the  shepherd's  crook  ;  and  feelingly  teach  us  that  what  is 
highly  prized  among  men  is  of  little  estimation  in  the  sight  of  God.' 

In  no  way;  perhaps,  can  the  philanthropist  better  serve  his  race  than 
by  holding  up  to  the  view  of  mankind,  in  fitting  memorial,  the  lives  and 
character  of  the  lowly  great.  It  will  therefore  bo  a  most  pleasing  and 
profitable  labor  to  portray  something  of  the  life  and  conversation  of  a 
wise  and  good  man  of  whom  our  community  have  been  recently  bereft. 
Nor  need  we,  in  order  to  display  those  excellences  of  character  that  are 
calculated  to  contribute  to  our  deUght  and  instruction,  rehearse  at  large 
the  deeds  that  served  to  exhibit  them  ;  since  *  those  lives  which  deserve 
most  to  be  had  in  remembrance  are  most  easily  recorded.  The  history 
of  an  Enoch  is  told  in  three  words,  while  the  exploits  of  an  Alexander, 
a  Csesar,  or  any  other  of  the  scourges  and  destroyers  of  mankind  axe 
comprised  in  many  volumes.' 

Stephen  Underhill  was  bom  at  Newcastle,  Westchester  county, 
New- York,  in  the  year  1789.  At  the  age  of  sixteen  he  came  to  the  city  of 
New- York  to  seek  his  fortune,  and  here  spent  most  of  his  life^  in  mer- 
cantile pursuits.  Though  possessing  largely  those  traits  of  mind  which 
are  essential  to  success  in  trade,  yet  throughout  his  career  he  scrupu- 
lously avoided  enlarging  his  business  beyond  moderation,  having  no  wish 
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for  more  of  this  world^s  riches  than  was  requifiite  to  secure  to  his  family 
the  advantages  of  independence.  Beside,  he  feared  the  enticements  of 
money-getting.  Seeing  how  worldly-minded  those  engaged  in  trade  are 
apt  to  hecome,  to  the  neglect  and  often  the  scandal  of  their  higher  du- 
ties, ciyil,  social,  and  religious,  he  was  careM  to  keep  firee  irom  the 
trammels  of  commerce,  though  occupied  in  successful  husiness,  and  thi» 
was  at  all  times  diligent  in  the  dischaige  of  every  obligation  enjoined 
by  religion,  society,  or  the  state. 

Eminent  for  probity,  assiduity,  prudence,  and  sagacity,  he  was  ever 
vigilant  lest  others  should  suffer  by  their  relations  with  lum,  well  know- 
ing how  precarious  are  the  issues  of  commercial  affairs.  A  signal  proof 
of  his  nice  sense  of  justice  and  sterling  integrity  is  furnished  by  a  con- 
spicuotis  act  of  his  early  life.  His  business  resources  at  one  time 
becoming,  as  he  feared,  dangerously  involved  by  reason  of  outside  trans- 
actions, though  prosperous  to  outward  appearance,  and  sustained  by  an 
unimpaired  credit,  he  resorted  to  the  expedient,  as  noble  as  it  waa 
remarkable,  of  sacrificing  his  business  without  delay,  disposing  of  his 
stock  of  goods,  and  even  trenching  upon  his  household  furniture,  for  the 
satisfaction  of  his  obligations.  But  with  a  courageous  heart  he  began 
life  anew,  feeling  that  he  could  now  stand  up  before  his  God  iVith  the 
proud  and  comforting  assurance  that  he  was  no  man's  debtor.  Virtuous 
man!  Well 'might  thy  landlord,  the  legal  possessor  of  wide  estates, 
exclaim,  as  he  was  stripping  the  chambers  of  thy  dwelling,  'Would  to 
God  1  were  as  rich  as  thou  ! ' 

But  business  grew  distasteful  to  him  when  he  became  familiar  with 
the  rules  by  which  it  is  ordinarily  conducted.  It  need  not  be  said  how 
he  despised  the  crafty  chicanery  to  which  business  men  too  often  resort 
to  over-reach  each  other ;  nor  how  he  scorned  the  casuistical  subtleties 
by  which  it  was  excused.  Though  far  from  deeming  any  departure 
£n>m  the  path  of  honor  necessary  to  success,  he  feared  the  contagion  of 
example,  and  avoided  it  by  withdrawing  early  beyond  its  influence, 
Happy  for  the  world  if  his  conduct  in  this  simple  particular  were  more 
largely  imitated ! 

Riches  and  public  honors  were  equally  within  his  reach  had  he  deemed 
them  worth  the  cost ;  but  a  quiet  conscience,  repose  of  spirit,  and  scenes 
of  humbler  duties  were  far  dearer  to  him.  Nor  let  his  choice  be  rashly 
condemned.  However  offensive  to  the  highest  impulses  of  humanity 
that  philosophy  may  be  which  inculcates  a  love  of  selfish  ease,  reason 
and  religion  alike  require  of  most  men  to  avoid  the  disquietudes  of  mind 
consequent  upon  contention.  Neither  is  repose  of  spirit  at  variance 
with  activity.  Witness  the  whole  public  caiger  of  the  illustrious  How- 
ard, for  an  example.  Though  engaged  upon  a  gigantic  scheme  of  bene- 
volence, unparalleled  in  scope  and  for  the  personal  sacrifices  and  exer- 
tions it  required,  he  preserved  in  the  midst  of  a  most  extraordinary 
display  of  sustained  enthusiasm  a  serenity  and  elasticity  of  mind  equally 
remarkable,  so  that  no  day  passed  without  witnessing  liie  quiet  perform- 
ance of  his  routine  of  self-imposed  devotions. 

He  was  bom  and  educated  in  the  bosom  of  the  Society  of  Friends, 
and  continued  a  consistent  member  of  that  sect  to  his  death.  Early 
impressed  with  religious  sensibility,  he  became  an  able  teacher  and 
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preacher  of  the  Gospel  under  the  Bonction  of  the  Church,  at  a  time  of 
life  when  most  men  are  engrossed  in  things  of  earth.  For  a  series  of 
years  he  guided  the  deliberations  of  the  New- York  Yearly  Meeting  of 
Friends,  and  so  acceptably  did  he  discharge  the  duties  incident  to 
that  high  and  responsible  position  that  his  services  were  long  regarded 
as  indispensable.  But  as  the  affairs  of  the  church,  accoiding  to  the 
principles  of  that  reli^ous  society,  are  to  be  administered  without  pecu- 
niary reward,  he  found  it  necessary  at  length  to  contract  the  sphere  of 
his  labors  therein,  and  to  give  his  attention  more  singly  to  his  business. 
He  continued,  however,  to  render  valuable  service  in  the  church  as  a 
counsellor,  for  which  his  comprehensive,  ready,  and  sagacious  mind  well 
adapted  him.  So,  too,  in  the  difficult  and  responsible  trusts  that  de- 
volved upon  him  at  difierent  periods  of  his  life,  in  various  capacities  of 
secretaryship,  he  acquitted  himself  always  with  fidelity  and  ability.  In 
the  regulation  of  his  desires  religion  had  little  to  do  that  was  austere,  since 
nature  had  given  him  a  disposition  that  had  more  pleasure  in  obedience 
than  in  forbidden  enjoyment.  That  his  leisure  might  be  peaceful,  he 
was  solicitous  to  maie  his  activity  innocent ;  and  in  this  way  he  bote 
through  a  long  life  a  spotless  name. 

In  the  sphere  of  the  domestic  virtues  his  character  was  -  eminently 
beautiful.  Before  the  fire-side  of  home  the  dignity  of  demeanor  that 
marked  his  ordinary  intercourse  with  men  melted  into  tender  and  deli- 
cate endearment,  and  he  was  at  once  the  lover,  the  father,  and  the  cho- 
sen friend.  Among  his  mourners  are  a  troop  of  little  folks  with  whom 
he  gamboled,  and  who  esteemed  him  as  among  their  most  cherished 
companions,  though  many  of  them,  it  is  believed,  knew  him  by  no  other 
name  than  '  grand-pa,'  which  was  a  favorite  appellation  vnth  them  all. 

In  person,  and  especially  in  physiognomy,  he  bore  a  striking  resem- 
blance to  Doctor  Franklin,  as  the  sage  is  represented  in  portraits  and 
description.  There  was  the  same  commanding  carriage,  nicely  blended 
with  a  mild  sun-shine  of  countenance  that  gave  assurance  while  it 
inspired  homage.  There  was  much  too  in  the  temper  of  their  minds 
to  challenge  comparison.  Unfailing  good  sense,  a  happy  balance  of 
humor  and  sobriety,  of  reason  and  wit ;  uniform  in  desires  and  attach- 
ments, imperturbable  in  good  nature,  with  this  marked  difierence,  how- 
ever, that  where  the  Philosopher  was  admired  and  courted,  the  Fri^ 
was  cherished  as  a  brother ;  and  what  with  the  one  took  the  character 
•f  afiection,  with  the  other  was  nothing  more  than  friendship. 

Thus  has  been  sketched  in  outline  the  character  of  a  man  who 
adorned  every  station  in  life  which  duty  called  him  to  fill ;  who  passed 
his  days  in  the  quiet  and  conscientious  discharge  of  every  duty,  and  in 
the  constant  enjoyment  of  peace  of  mind  which  flowed  therefrom  ;  who 
in  youth  so  hedged  in  his  evil  propensities  that  in  age  men  wondered 
at  the  simplicity  of  his  heart  and  the  purity  of  his  character,  and  deemed 
his  exemplary  habits  of  conduct  the  result  of  a  daily  warfare  and  a 
daily  victory ;  who,  in  obedience  to  the  Divine  injunction,  *  Whatsoever 
thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might,'  followed  no  ignis  fattms 
of  ambition,  but  was  content  to  be  found  diligent  in  an  humble  sphere 
of  conscientious  labor.  Had  he  been  bom  to  a  kingdom  his  reign  veoold 
have  ^en  to  his  people  gentle  and  beneficent  as  dew  that  falls  upon 
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the  thinting  ground,  and  his  memoiy  like  the  light  of  the  most  distant 
Stan,  which  will  continue  to  stream  upon  the  eiurth  for  ages  after  they 
shall  have  heen  hlotted  out  from  the  iirmament,  would  have  gone  down 
with  undiminished  lustre  to  a  far  posterity.  But  he  was  sent  to  em- 
belhsh  the  walks  of  private  life,  and  to  be  a  lesson  to  ambitious  men 
that  there  is  no  relation  between  usefulness  and  renown. 

From  so  shining  an  example  let  us  gather  wisdom,  and  commend 
our  restless,  weary  spirits  to  humility,  meditation,  and  repose. 


THE        KOOTED         SOBROW. 


'  Thet  may  preach  as  they  please,'  smiled  the  lair  Leokobe, 

'  That  beauty  has  wbga,  but  I  find  it  not  so : 
My  image  still  wears  the  same  graces  it  wore 

When  I  looked  in  the  glass  sixteen  summers  ago. 


*  The  cheek  of  the  matron  perhaps  may  betray 

A  shade  less  of  rose  than  embellished  the  girl's  : 
But  its  tint  is  as  fresh  and  its  dimple  as  gay 
As  the  maiden  one's  kissed  by  these  glossy  brown  curls.' 


Thus  saying,  she  brushed  the  dear  ringlets  aside, 
And  gazed,  but  the  smile  was  soon  chased  by  a  frown, 

As  her  eye  in  the  tale-telling  mirror  espied 
A  strange  silver  thread  interlacing  the  brown. 


Anon  through  her  tremulous  fingers  she  drew 
The  tress  in  whose  ambush  the  pale  spectre  lay : 

But  akts  1  too  impatient  for  calmness  of  view. 
She  plucked  out  three  dark  hairs  instead  of  the  gray  I 


Again  and  again  to  the  task  she  applies, 
Resolved  her  fair  brow  shall  be  rid  of  its  shame. 

Till  warned  to  give  o'er,  with  indignant  surprise, 
Since  the  brown  locks  alone  were  the  worse  for  her  aim. 


The  moral  of  this  is,  to  bear  and  forbear: 

Let  Tdcs  do  his  worst  with  our  gardens  of  rose, 
Lest  seeking  to  root  out  one  innocent  tare, 
We  hurt  but  the  flower  whoro  it  harmlessly  grows. 
yew-  York,  1854. 
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*  ]*os  to  behold  It  was  ane  0ore  to  see 
The  stabled  windis  and  the  calmed  sea^ 
The  loane  iUumlnate  atr.*  Oavqt  DotrOLASs. 


I  AM  no  poet,  yet,  upon  my  word, 

There  are  some  moments  when  one  needs  must  know 
There  is  a  harp  within  him  which,  when  stiired, 

Gives  to  his  thoughts  a  more  melodious  flow 
And  harmony  of  order,  and  the  glow 

Of  that  rich  Ufe  which  thrills  upon  the  brain. 
Fraught  with  sweet  joyaunco  or  dissolving  woe ; 

The  wakened  pulse  of  '  the  poetic  vein ; ' 
Till  Fancy  lights  her  torch  and  fires  the  longmg  train. 

So  have  I  felt,  when  bounding  o'er  thy  wave, 

My  pulses  leapt  re^)onsive  to  their  roar ; 
Or  when  the  surges  woke  to  roar  and  rave, 

Or  idly  beat  the  silver^sanded  shore 
With  a  wild  vigor  never  felt  before 

Save  when  the  tempest  swept  the  unbounded  wood, 
Felling  the  forest-monarchs  vast  and  hoar, 

Startling  the  stillness  of  the  solitude 
With  echoing  crash  on  crash,  far  pealing  many  a  rood  I 

Oh  I  who  may  know,  save  he  whose  foot  hatH  trod 

The  pathless  mazes  of  the  wilderness, 
The  wild,  green  verdure  of  the  prairie  sod, 

And  sailed  o'er  seas  as  pure  and  bright  as  this, 
The  wavelet's  dimple,  and  the  dark  abyss, 

As  breeze  or  storm  disturbs  the  watery  flow. 
The  full  of  freedom,  or  the  extent  of  bliss  ? 

Or  who  hath  known,  or  who  may  ever  know, 
The  measure  of  his  heart,  except  its  space  for  woe  ? 

"     They  who  have  roamed  o'er  the  ^gean  sea, 

Gemmed  with  its  countless  islands,  and  beheld 
The  pride  of  Scotland,  and  the  Switzer's  Zee, 

Wandering  long  years  o'er  mountain,  flood,  and  feld, 
In  search  of  the  romantic  and  the  eld, 

The  fools  of  fashion  and  a  travelled  fame 
Which  long  ago  the  death  of  Wisdom  knelled, 
An  unread  book  the  guerdon  of  their  shame, 
Who  ne'er  beheld  thy  &ce,  and  rarely  hear  thy  name : 

How  poor  their  toil,  how  worthless  by  thy  wave, 

Where  stoop  thy  lovers,  all  the  verdant  hills. 
As  if  they  longed  yet  almost  feared  to  lave^ 

Lest  they  should  break  the  enchantment  which  distills 
The  different  beauty  of  a  thousand  rills. 

And  spreads  them  in  one  mirror,  broad  and  blue. 
Trembling  beneath  the  summer-breath  which  thrills 

The  purest  glass  that  evening  ever  knew, 
Clearer  than  Lomond's  Looh.  and  of  a  fairer  hue ! 
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Thy  shores  were  empires ;  but  oh  I  where  are  they 

Who  trod  thy  hills  and  listened  to  thy  flow 
When  Rome  was  but  the  wonder  of  a  day ; 

Ere  yet  was  struck  the  fratricidal  blow 
Which  gave  her  name,  but  laid  a  founder  low? 

Perchance,  before  the  Pyramids  begun 
They  rose  and  flourished,  conquered  foe  on  foe, 

Till  brooding  darkness  veiled  their  mid-day  sim, 
As  field  on  field  was  fought  and  fort  on  fort  was  won  \ 

Approach,  thou  travelled  fool  I    Say,  hast  thou  seen 

'Mid  Europe*s  hills  more  venerable  stones  ? 
Draw,  if  thou  canst,  the  dark,  mysterious  screen. 

And  read  the  history  of  these  crumbling  bones  I 
Who  reared  these  altars,  and  who  built  their  thrones, 

Where  hoary  Ruin  lurks  'mid  old  Decay, 
And  weep  the  riUs,  and  wild  the  tempest  moans 

The  glory  of  a  people  passed  away, 
Till  even  Conjecture  tires,  and  Learning  weeps  for  aye  ? 

How  oft  hath  been  thy  ebb,*  mysterious  lake  I 

How  oft  thy  flow,  since  thou  wast  wild  and  lone; 
The  only  sound  which  bade  thy  echoes  wake, 

The  Indian  war-whoop,  or  the  dying  groan 
Of  captive  warrior,  and  the  sudden  moan 

Of  the  weird-harp  |  amid  the  pine-trees  hung, 
Thrilling  the  forest  with  its  singular  tone, 

So  flthilly  upon  the  night-air  flung, 
As  swept  the  freshening  breeze  the  swaying  boughs  among  ? 

And  now  once  more  a  nation  throngs  thy  hills, 

Proader  than  they  who  trod  thy  shores  of  old; 
Their  mansions  rise  by  all  thy  tribute  rills, 

On  the  green  islands  which  thy  waters  hold ; 
Strong  in  its  youth,  and  wise,  and  firmly  bold ; 

And,  lo  I  their  starry  banners  *mid  the  trees 
In  many  a  silken,  undulating  fold. 

Twined  with  young  laurels,  float  upon  the  breeze  I 
Say,  shall  oblivion  ever  roll  its  surges  over  these? 

Thou  who  of  old  on  young  Adokis  smiled, 

Queen  of  the  evening!  tell  me,  hast  thou  seen 
A  sea  more  lovely,  or  a  land  more  wild  ? 

Did  ever  wave  reflect  a  fairer  scene  ? 
A  thousand  feet  beneath  the  blue  serene, 

Floating  in  lucid  beauty,  lovely  star! 
I  see  thine  image  trembling,  as  I  lean 

Over  the  rail,  close  watching  from  afar 
To  caAch  the  first  faint  gleam  of  the  white  sandy  bar. 

The.  breakers  roar  around  me,  capped  with  foam, 

Gleaming  like  sheeted  spectres  on  the  night ; 
The  winds  have  caught  the  welcome  scent  of  home, 

And  strain  the  canvas  with  redoubled  might, 
Urging  the  quivering  bark  to  swifter  flight. 

The  bar  is  passed :  astern  the  billows  roar ; 
The  hills  have  shut  them  from  my  straining  sight; 

The  river-sprites  embrace  the  weary  prove — 
Bride  of  the  wilds,  fiirewell  I    I  ne'er  may  greet  thee  mere  I 

z.  J.  ». 

*  ToKKM  Is  a  regnltr  tide  tn  lake  Michigan  which  ebbs  and  flow*  onee  In  seven  yeaii. 
t  Almost  eyery  one  Is  famUiar  with  the  sound  of  a  pine-forest  in  a  £reah  bieexe. 
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BEING     TEE    OBSERVATIONS    AT    HOME    AND    ABROAD    O?    DIVERS    MEMBERS    07 
THE     FUDGE     FAMILY. 


CEXPKBED      INTO      WCITIXO      BY      TONY      FUDGE. 


OIIAPTER    TniSTY-XINTIL 
AN      OLD      RESIDENT      COMBB      BACK      TO      NEWTOWN. 

'  And  justice  is  turned  away  backward,  and  judgment  standeth  afar  off:  for  truth  is 
fallen  in  the  street,  and  equity  cannot  enter.'  Isaiah. 

Harrt  Flint,  in  his  new  home,  far  away  on  the  Pacific  coast,  has 
gained  strength  once  more,  and  with  strength,  courage  and  action  and 
success.  The  letters  which  have  come  to  him  from  time  to  time  have 
not  heen  so  pleasantly  colored  as  he  could  have  wished,  more  especially 
the  amiahle  sisterly  one,  which  bade  him  hope  (if  he  would  only  come 
back)  to  stand  as  groomsman  for  Mr.  Adolphus  CIuid  ;  but  yet  they 
had  weaned  him  more  and  more  from  the  old  home  ties,  and  shaken  off 
from  his  manly  heart  altogether  any  remnant  weaknesses  which  fed  his 
sentiment  and  diverted  his  force  from  the  great  battle  of  the  world,  in 
which  he  hoped  to  win  both  name  and  fame. 

There  had  grown  up  a  pride,  indeed,  in  his  manly  loneliness,  which 
may,  perhaps,  have  been  corrupted  by  selfishness,  but  which  had,  after 
all,  that  unity  of  direction  and  concentration  of  energies  which  insured 
success.  He  reads  with  a  swifl  imconcem  all  which  the  garrulous  old 
aunt  tells  him  of  the  gossip  of  Newtown.  He  cares  very  little  about 
the  fine  carriage,  which  fills  a  fine  paragraph,  and  which  drives  regu- 
larly to  the  BoDOERS*  door.  In  idle  hours,  he  even  cultivates  a  famili- 
arity with  those  books  which  speak  of  the  tender  passion  as  a  weakness ; 
he  has  considerable  appreciation  of  their  authors  ;  he  thinks  they  must 
be  men  of  sense.  He  rather  pities  young  GIuid,  who  he  hears  is  so  far 
gone.  Of  course  he  pities  Kitty,  too  ;  but  thinks  (in  his  letter)  that  it 
vnll  be  a  nice  match. 

He  speaks  in  a  business-like  way  of  possibly  marrying,  '  some  of  these 
days,'  a  rich  Spanish  Senora  of  California,  and  wants  to  know  what 
little  Bessie  thinks  of  that  ? 

Bessie,  of  course,  is  horrified,  and  so  is  the  aunt ;  and  both  think  he 
must  have  grown  very  mercenary  in  that  terrible  San-Francisco.  But 
when  the  letter  comes  firom  the  old  aunt,  detailing  the  harsh  scandal 
about  Habrt  Flint,  and  his  forgery,  the  young  man  is  waked  again, 
and  finds  he  cares  more  about  the  good  or  bad  opinion  which  may  be 
had  of  him,  in  the  old  home  village,  than  he  had  onee  believed.  I 
think  even  that  with  all  his  sentiment  rooted  up  and  thrown  avray  — 
as  h»  believes  —  he  yet  feels  a  very  quick-acting  and  sensitive  pride 


1854.]  The  Fudge  Papers,  461 

about  the  opinion  which  Miss  Kittt  or  Mn.  Cturo  (as  the  case  may  be) 
entertains  of  his  character. 

As  for  any  tenderness  of  feeling  on  her  part,  he  snaps  his  fingeis  at 
that ;  of  course  he  does.  But  eyen  she  shall  never  despise  him,  or  think 
lightly  of  his  honor.  I  think  he  would  have  even  sufiered  a  reproach 
and  accusation  so  unreasonable  to  brood  upon  the  benighted  minds  of 
the  BiviNSEs,  and  other  townVfolks  ;  perhaps  he  would  have  been  care- 
less of  Mrs.  Flekino^s  opinion ;  but  that  Kittt,  for  whom  he  had  once 
cherished  a  dreamy,  boyish  sentiment,  commemorated  even  now  with 
dried  roses,  that  she  should  hear  men  call  him  criminal,  is  what  he  will 
not  sufier.  She  may  think  lightly  if  she  chooses  of  his  sentiment,  (as, 
indeed,  he  does  now-a^ays  himself,)  but  as  for  his  manly  honesty,  she 
shall  have  no  triumph  tiiere,  whetiier  as  Mrs.  duiD  or  Kittt.  She 
shall  never  have  two  opinions  on  that  subject. 

Harrt  Flint  therefore  prepares,  though  at  great  inconvenience  to 
his  business,  to  go  home  and  make  his  character  good  ;  he  will  at  least 
show  the  good  gossips  of  Newtown  that  he  ran  away  from  no  exposure, 
of  whatever  sort. 

The  aunt  and  Bessie,  who  was  indeed  ailing,  and  far  thinner  than 
when  he  left  the  country,  receive  him  with  open  arms.  And  they  tell 
him,  little  by  little,  all  the  news ;  how  the  old  Squire,  only  a  day  or 
two  after  he  had  gone,  was  drowned  in  such  a  terrible  way ;  and  how 
there  had  been  a  great  many  rumors  about  the  property ;  and  how  a 
strange  lady  from  over  seas  had  claimed  it  as  hers,  and  afterward  gone  ; 
and  how  Mrs.  FLEMmo  had  sold  her  old  home,  and  come  to  live  in  the 
BoDOEas'  house,  of  which  Mr.  Ctum  had  kindly  given  her  the  rental ; 
and  how  the  young  man  had  been  very  attentive ;  and  how  the  old 
lady  and  all  were  so  delighted  with  it ;  and  how  it  was  said  he  had 
proved  false,  and  Kittt  was  so  cast  down,  but  bore  it  so  bravely ;  and 
how  finaUy  there  was  a  story  that  he  (Harry)  (which  they  never 
believed  for  one  second)  had  forged  a  will,  that  gave  the  property  to 
Kittt.  All  (hese  things  were  told  him  by  the  good  old  lady,  inter- 
rupted at  quite  frequent  and  irregular  intervals,  by  her  repeating  (as  if 
he  doubted  it)  how  glad  she  was  that  he  had  come. 

Harry  made  an  early  call  uppn  Mrs.  Fleming  and  Kitty,  as  was 
very  proper.  They  were  '  extremely  glad '  to  see  him,  both  mother  and 
daughter  ;  and  *  looking  so  well,  too,  for  they  had  heard  of  his  having 
been  very  ill.'  Kitty  was  very  courteous  and  very  dignified  ;  Harry 
did  not  dlow  enough  for  a  change  of  a  year  and  more.  He  should 
have  remembered  &at  he  had  put  on  conriderable  dignity  himself.  I 
have  no  doubt  in  my  own  mind  but  that  he  was  more  studiedly  courte- 
ous than  the  young  lady  herself.  Of  course  he  made  no  allusion  to  their 
benefactors,  the  dnms ;  it  was  a  sore  subject  —  not  for  him,  of  course, 
but  for  them. 

I  think  the  womanly  dignity  of  Kitty  rather  worried  him.  As  a 
lawyer  of  reputation  in  a  far-away  city,  who  had  cultivated  consider- 
able energy  of  purpose,  who  rather  smiled  now-a-days  at  all  weaknesses 
of  sentiment,  and  looked  indifierently  upon  young  women  generally,  I 
think  he  had  counted  upon  a  little  more  of  timidity  and  awe  —  so  to 
speak — on  the  part  of  ^e  young  country  lady.     And  his  worry  was  all 
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the  greater  because —  as  he  lamarked  to  himself,  as  he  strode  betweea 
the  holly-hock  blossoms  to  the  gate  —  she  had  retaixbed  all  her  old  good 
looks,  with  a  little  softening  of  the  livelier  colors  in  her  face,  which 
even  added  to  her  prettiness.  Had  he  been  in  young  QrmB's  place,  he 
thought  he  would  hardly  have  jilted  her  ;  and  yet  he  did  n't  know,  so 
many  things  were  to  be  taken  into  account. 

It  is  very  odd  how  a  man  will  play  the  knave  and  liar  to  his  own 
heart,  and  yet  if  a  neighbor  but  hint  at  his  falsity,  he  contests  the  mat- 
ter like  a  hero.  Haert  Flint  determined  in  his  own  niind  to  show 
the  most  hypocritical  and  stolid  indifierence  to  Miss  FLEaoNG  and  all 
her  affairs ;  and  yet  he  worked  himself  into  quite  a  tempest  of  indigna- 
tion about  the  idle  gossip  of  the  village. 

This  last  was  very  useless  indeed,  for  the  bare  sight  of  Har&t's 
honest,  manly  face,  in  the  street  of  the  htile  town,  disarmed  all 
reproach,  and  satisfied  the  old  ladies,  one  and  all,  that  they  had  done 
him  wrong.  This,  however,  was  not  enough  for  Haest.  He  was 
determined  to  trace  the  matter  to  its  source ;  and  succeeded,  indeed,  in 
reducing  the  chaige  to  the  reports  of  Miss  Bivms  and  her  respectable 
parent,  the  Justice  of  the  Peace.  The  equanimity  of  this  old  gentle- 
man was  considerably  disturbed  by  a  threat  of  instant  prosecation  on 
the  part  of  his  old  office-clerk,  who  showed  a  vigor  and  a  familiarity 
with  legal  afiairs  which  would  certainly  never  have  ripened  to  such  a 
degree  in  the  office  by  the  meeting-house  comer. 

'Squire  Bivms  volunteered  indeed  full  explanation  of  the  grounds  of 
his  suspicion,  and  his  regrets  that  it  should  have  become  a  subject  of 
village  talk.  Harrt,  who  was  really  of  a  forgiving  nature,  listened 
kindly  to  his  old  master  in  law ;  put  lum  right  on  several  points ;  gave 
him  to  understand  what  errors  he  had  labored  imder ;  and  ended  with 
assuring  him  that  the  signature  of  Mr.  Bodgebs  wsa  a  genuine  one,  and 
that  he  had  remarked  at  the  time  its  unlikeness  to  the  usual  writing  ni 
the  'Squire,  who,  he  might  remember,  was  suiting  from  a  disabled 
ann. 

'Squire  Bivins  felt  a  pride  in  the  energetic,  manly  cast  of  his  old  clerk, 
and  was  rejoiced  more  than  any  creature  in  the  town  to  find  the  mat- 
ter set  right,  and  the  character  of  friend  Hakrt  made  good.  He  beg- 
ged that  he  would  come  to  his  house  to  tea,  and  assured  him  that 
Mertfabel  would  be  deeply  grieved  to  find  that  she  had  carekssly  done 
him  the  injury  by  repeating  such  suspicions.  He  hoped  Harrt  would 
allow  htfr  the  favor  of  excusing  herself  in  person. 

Mehitabel  cooked  her  apology  in  a  prodigious  plate  of  muffins,  set 
off  with  a  pot  of  last  year's  jelly. 

In  the  course  of  the  tea  drinking,  eonrersation  turned  very  naturally 
upon  the  duiDS.  Miss  MsmTABEL  thought  that  the  young  man  had 
behaved  very  ungenerously ;  for  herself,  she  had  foreseen  his  falsity, 
and  warned  Miss  Ktttt  long  before  matters  had  become  so  serious  (she 
did  not  say  how  serious.)  She  pitied  Kitty  from  her  heait ;  but 
thought  she  had  brought  it  on  herself ;  indeed,  by  MemTABEL's  aocoont, 
she  was  very  angry  with  her  interference,  and  received  young  Q^aio 
afterward  with  greater  fondness  than  ever.  The  old  'Squire,  in  confix^ 
mation  of  Mbhitabel's  statement,  gave  a  ludicrous  account  of  his  inter* 
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inew  ivith  Mn.  FLEWifa,  in  which  he  Tentored  to  hint  that  the  young 
suitor  was  mercenary  in  his  -views. 

He  thcraght  he  should  not  intwfeie  in  any  love  matter  again. 

Habkt  ate  his  muffins  with  a  poor  relish. 

'  And  it  was  odd/  continued  tiie  'Squire, '  tbat  they,  so  quiet  people, 
should  hare  taken  just  such  a  fancy  as  that;  now,  I  diouid  have 
thought,'  and  a  geniad  smile  lit  up  the  old  'Squire's  lip,  *  that  an  honest, 
sensihle  young  £^low,  like — Habrt  Fluvt,  for  instance,  would  have  heen 
much  more  to  their  taste.' 

'  Oh !  yes ! '  exclaimed  Mehitabel,  and  thereafter  blushed  in  an 
exteaordinary  manner  at  her  own  enthusiasm. 

Habet  Flint  ate  his  muffins  with  a  poor  relish. 

Finally  the  talk  turned  upon  the  will,  and  upon  the  chances  the 
Fleminos  might  have  of  recovery.  Hasbt  Flint,  if  for  no  other  pur^ 
pose  than  to  make  public  declaration  of  his  having  witnessed  the  instru- 
ment, was  anxious  to  see  the  matter  forced  to  an  issue.  There  was  an 
entry  in  the  will  in  favor  of  the  village  authorities  of  Newtown,  and  in 
this  interest  Mr.  Flint  might  safely  exert  himself  without  trenching 
upon  his  indifierent  humor  with  respect  to  the  Fleminos. 

'Squire  Bivins,  mcweover,  at  the  suggestion  of  Harst,  took  an  early 
occasion  to  call  upon  the  general  legatee,  Miss  Kittt,  and  to  consult 
with  her  about  taking  necessary  measures  for  bringing  the  affidr  to 
trial. 

It  vtras  very  droll,  *  very  droll  indeed,'  said  'Squire  Bivins,  but  Miss 
Kittt  did  not  wish  to  meddle  at  all  in  the  matter.  They  had  accepted 
fiKvcro  frcHn  Mr.  dmn  ;  they  were  even  now  living  in  the  house  to  which 
he  held  legal  claim.  Mr.  duro  had  generously  been  the  first  to  make 
known  the  will,  and  to  place  it  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Bivms.  He  had 
already  made  communication  of  these  things  to  Mrs.  Fleming,  and  had 
been  liberal  in  his  professions  of  regard. 

In  short,  there  were  various  reasons  —  perhaps  more  than  I  have 
named  — jwhy  Kittt,  with  a  strange  delicacy,  without  absolutely  oppos* 
ittg  any  action  for  establishing  a  will,  (which  by  Mr.  Bivins'  own 
account  was  legally  incomplete,)  did  not  wish  to  be  engaged  in  the 
afiair. 

'  It 's  great  nonsense  in  the  girl,'  said  Mr.  Bivins,  and  I  think  I  should 
have  agreed  with  him. 

Haret  Flint  bit  his  lip.  He  thought  she  must  have  loved  him  very 
much. 

The  scruples  of  Mrs.  Flebuno  were,  however,  more  easily  subdued. 
The  case  was  arranged  under  the  joiat  management  of  'Squire  Bivms 
and  Mr.  Haeet  Flint.  The  rumor  which  would  get  about,  that  the 
claimants  under  the  will  bore  a  bitter  grudge  against  the  heir«at-law, 
and  that  the  solitary  witness  to  the  instrument  and  principal  instigator 
of  the  suit  was  a  wooer  of  Mies  Kittt,  did  net  at  aU  contribute  to  the 
success  of  the  cause.  The  plaintiffs  even  were  disheartened ;  the  argu- 
ment was  poorly  conducted.  On  the  other  hand,  the  defence  was  clever 
and  vigorous,  and  no  body  seemed  surprised  at  the  speedy  decision  of 
the  court,  which  threw  out  the  will,  as  being  informal  and  utterly 
ivorthlesi. 
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The  decision  was  legal,  perhaps  ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  it  was  veij 
unjust.  Indeed  I  am  inclined  to  think  there  is  a  great  distinction  often- 
times between  law  and  right;  the  same  distinction  obtains,  in  the 
opinion  of  many  people,  between  lawyers  and  thoroughly  honest  men. 

Mr.  QrUm,  senior,  in  a  moment  of  enthusiasm,  proposed  to  le-om&r 
the  life-lease  of  the  old  Bodoers'  mansion  upon  Mrs.  Flemino  and 
daughter ;  but  Mrs.  Flemino,  under  the  advices,  I  dare  say,  of  Kittt, 
decHned  to  accept  this  overture  ;  and  gathering  together  the  renmants 
of  her  little  property,  she  prepared  to  go  out  from  the  Bodgbrs'  house, 
and  to  occupy,  with  Kitty,  a  humble  cottage  in  the  village. 

Mrs.  Dtke,  relenting  somewhat  from  her  usual  dignity,  hoped  Kittt 

*  would  soon  come  back  again,  and  '  of  right,*  to  the  old  house.* 

But  Kitty,  thinking  of  Mr.  QLtjvd,  and  wounded  at  the  thought,  said, 

*  the  time  would  be  very  far  off.* 

The  little  village  troop  of  girls  followed  her  to  the  cottage,  and  made 
it  joyous  with  their  voices  ;  and  newly-planted  vines,  taken  from  the 
old  stock  at  home,  grew  fastly  in  the  sunshine,  and  braided  shadows  on 
the  cottage-porch.  There  was  one  voice  wanting  to  the  school  choir ; 
it  was  that  of  Bessie  Fust,    She  was  ill. 

Except  for  this,  Harhy  Flint  would  before  that  have  been  again  on 
his  way  to  his  home  by  the  Pacific.  But  there  was  something  in  the 
eye  and  in  the  voice  of  Bessie  which  bade  him  stay  —  to  the  end.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  she  was  going.  The  physician  gave  little  hope  ;  so 
he  waited.  It  was  a  dreary  stay  for  him  —  now  by  the  sick  bed  ;  now 
in  the  dull  village  street ;  now  walking  in  the  wood. 

Miss  Flemino  sometimes  came  to  the  house  where  Bessie  lay  ill,  on 
little  errands  of  kindness,  and  the  sufierer  always  greeted  her  heartily  ; 
and  the  old  aunt  was  never  tired  of  speaking  her  praises.  She  wondered 
very  much  why  Habry  took  such  pains  to  avoid  her  ! 

But  Harry  said  to  himself,  walking  in  the  wood,  *  Let  me  have  a  fiesh 
heart  and  a  whole  one,  or  none  at  all.* 

So  it  seems,  that  with  all  his  manliness,  his  sentiment  is  i^ot  wholly 
gone.  There  are  few  men,  indeed,  in  whom  it  does  not  sometimes 
break  out,  whatever  professions  they  may  make. 


CHAPTER  FORTIBTII. 
IK     WHICH     AN     IRISH     FRIEND     APPEARS. 

*  Oca  best  friends  oftentimes  wear  homclj  clothes ;  and  the  fine  speech  of  a  gallant 
is  less  worth  than  a  poor  boy's  bluntness.*  Old  Satisq. 

Mr.  Bi\uns  was  sitting  over  his  office-stove,  reflecting  on  the  untoward 
course  of  events  —  wondering  what  disposition  Mr.  Qivw  would  make 
of  his  Newtown  estates  —  wondering  if  the  will  could  not,  after  all,  be 
established,  in  so  far  as  related  to  personal  property  —  when  he  was 
startled  by  a  smart  little  rap  at  the  door ;  and  who  should  appear,  in 
answer  to  the  summons  to  enter,  but  our  short-haired  friend,  Mr.  Bloc- 
mer's  Irish  boy ! 

*  'Squire  BrviNS,  Vlieve,  Sir?  *  said  Jerry,  very  promptly. 

'  Yes,  my  name  is  Bivins,'  sidd  the  'Squire  ;  '  what  do  you  want,  my 
lad?' 
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*  I  *ve  come  about  that  will,  Sir/  (very  promptly.) 

*  About  what  will,  my  boy  ?  * 

'  BoDGESs  versus  dum/  said  the  boy. 

'  Oh !  ho  ! '  said  Bivins,  growing  somewhat  interested,  *  and  what  do 
you  know  about  it  ?  * 

'  Pretty  considerable,*  said  Jekbt. 

'  Well,  my  lad,  let's  hear.' 

The  boy,  with  his  characteristic  promptitude,  put  his  thumb  to  his 
nose,  and  gave  his  fingers  a  dexterous  twirl: '  There  *s  them  that  would 
pay  me  to  hold  my  tongue,'  said  he. 

'  Oh  .^  so !  and  so  you  want  me  to  pay  you  to  talk ; '  and  the  'Squire, 
after  reflection,  slipped  a  half  dollar  before  the  boy. 

'  't  's  not  enough,'  said  Jebbt  ;  it 's  cost  a  dollar  coming  out  here  to 
Newtown,  and  if  I  sponge,  I  s'pose  I  lose  my  place,  which 's  as  good  as 
three  dollan  to  me.' 

The  'Squire  was  not  a  man  to  spend  money  recklessly,  especially  in 
so  awkward  a  case  as  this  had  proved. 

'  You  can  tramp,  my  lad,'  said  he. 

'  Very  good,  Sir,'  said  Jebbt,  *  but  if  you  wants  to  hear  o'  Bldocbb's 
boy,  I  '11  be  about  the  tavern-stable  till  four  o'clock.' 

The  name  of  Blixmeb  arrested  the  'Squire's  attention. 

*  What 's  the  will,'  said  he,  *  you  could  tell  me  about,  my  lad  ? ' 

*  BoDGEBs'  will,'  said  Jebbv. 

*  What  makes  you  think  it 's  the  BoDOEBa'  will  ? ' 

The  boy  made  his  previous  expressive  sign,  followed  by  rapid,  lawyer- 
like queries  of  this  sort :  '  Did  n't  the  old  hos  come  near  burning  on  the 
Eclipse  ?  —  and  was  n't  old  Bodgebs  aboard  ?  —  and  did  n't  old  Bodgebs 

say  to  the  Governor  —  says  he .     But  I  s'pose  it 's  no  matter  ;  not 

if  you  knows  all  about  it  now.' 

*  1  '11  tell  you  what,'  said  the  'Squire,  now  thoroughly  interested,  and 
drawing  a  ten-dollar  note  fiom  his  pocket,  *  if  you  tell  me  enough  to 
make  the  will  good,  you  shall  have  this  note.' 

'  Half  down  ? '  said  the  boy. 

Mr.  Bivins  hesitated  ;  but  his  curiosity  got  the  better  of  him,  and  he 
yielded  to  the  lad's  wish.  *  Now,  then,'  said  he, '  let 's  hear  what  you 
know  about  the  will  ? ' 

'  Well,'  said  Jebbt,  coolly  putting  the  five-dollar  note  in  his  waist- 
coat-pocket, *  they  've  burnt  it  I ' 

*  Why,  you  precious  scoundrel ! '  said  Bivms,  '  do  n't  you  know  it's  all 
up  then  ? ' 

*  Not  exactly,'  said  the  boy, '  for  they  made  a  copy,  and  I  put  my  fist 
to  it.' 

Mr.  BiviNS  took  the  document  firom  his  drawer  to  test  the  boy.  '  Is 
this  your  copy  ?  '  said  he. 

Jebbt  looked  scrutinizingly  at  the  names;  shook  his  head  in  a 
puzzled  manner.  '  No,'  said  he,  *  this  is  the  bony-fidy  document ;  they 
must  have  made  a  mistake  between  'em,  and  burnt  the  copy.' 

And  thereupon  the  boy,  in  reply  to  the  queries  of  the  'Squire,  gave  a 
detailed  statement — how  he  had  done  special  copying  on  one  occasion 
fi>r  Mr.  Blimmeb,  particularly  a  great  many  proper  names  and  such  like 
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and  ended  with  making  a  '  fac-smile '  of  the  name  belonging  to  the  will ; 
how,  when  the  gentleman  came  again,  who  took  the  copy,  he  leeted 
himself  a  bit  outside  the  ofEce-door,  ocoaaionally  looking  thxongh  the 
key-hole ;  and  how  he  saw  the  will,  then  and  there,  burnt  up,  as  he 
supposed,  and  heard  the  whole  story  about  it,  and  saw  the  cash  paid 
over  to  Blimmer  ;  and  how  he  heaxd  them  talk  of  *  fighting  shy '  of 
'Squire  BnriKS,  who  lived  at  Newtown ;  and  how  he  hiimself^  for  a  long 
time,  wasn't  able  to  find  out  where  Newtown  was,  not  having  dis- 
covered that  name,  nor  lir.  Bivms's,  in  tiie  '  Directory ; '  and  how  he 
thought  he  might  make  an  honest  penny  by  coming  oat  to  tell  just 
how  matters  stood,  when  they  might  do  as  they  liked,  and  settle  it  all 
among  'em. 

The  'Squire  took  careful  notes  of  all  this ;  he  advises  the  boy  to '  keep 
on  hand '  for  the  other  five,  and  to  have  a  sharp  watch  on  Blimmer. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  this  communication  gives  a  new  aspect  to 
the  state  of  afiairs.  Heiotofore  Mr.  dmn  has  seemed  to  wear  a  com- 
mendable generosity  throughout  the  proceedings ;  his  fraud  in  the  caie 
is  a  noteworthy  fact.  His  error,  in  resqpect  to  Mr.  Bldocek's  copy  of 
the  will,  explains  in  a  happy  manner  to  'Squire  Bivins  his  air  of 
benevolence. 

The  details  prove  equally  satisfactory  to  Mrs.  Fleming,  to  whose  cot- 
tage the  'Squire  now  pays  firequent  visits. 

Having  placed  Irish  Jerrt  in  a  secure  situation,  out  of  the  reach  of 
Mr.  Blimmer,  'Squire  BrviNS  opens  a  cautious  series  of  negotiations  with 
that  individual ;  and  by  an  amicable  arrangement,  to  the  efiect  that  the 
dues  upon  the  Biimmersville  lots,  now  standing  in  the  name  of  the 
Clums,  should  be  paid  up,  out  of  th»  Bodoers'  property,  the  friendly 
interference  of  the  proprietor  of  Biimmersville  is  secured.  Indeed  that 
talkative  gentleman  professes  to  be  greatly  rejoiced  at  the  accident 
which  has  brought  to  light  the  fraud  of  the  Ctums,  and  makes  every 
atonement  in  his  power  for  his  connivance  therein.  He  vows  that  the 
Biimmersville  property  has  not  prospered  since  the  purchase  of  the 
duiDS.  He  expresses  a  determination  to  restore  the  church*lot  to  its 
original  destination ;  and  is  every  day  on  the  look-out  for  an  enterpris- 
ing clergyman  to  build  up  a  parish  in  that  village. 

The  testimony  of  Mr.  Blimmer  to  the  receipt  of  the  will  fix>m  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Bodgers  himself — who  delivered  it  to  him  under  solemn 
mention  of  the  fact  that  it  contained  his  last  will  and  testament  —  was 
an  important  fact ;  so  important,  indeed,  that  an  eminent  lawyer  of  the 
city  declared  the  Fleming  interest  to  be  of  the  safest  possible  character, 
and  volunteered  services  for  the  plaintifii  with  fees  contingent  upon  the 
success  of  their  application. 

Ha&rt  Flint,  consulted  on  occasions  by  the  'Squire,  givies  his  advice 
freely,  and  engages  to  do  all  in  his  power  toward  pushing  the  afiair  to 
a  successful  issue.  But  yet  there  is  not  much  warmth  in  his  action ; 
his  indifierence  to  the  Flemings  appears  almost  to  be  growing  into 
pique.  Where  there  is  dignity  on  one  side  and  distance  on  the  other,  it 
is  apt  to  grow  to  this,  more  especially  if  there  be  some  remnant  of  early 
warm  feeling  glowing  under  the  dignity  and  the  distance. 

Beside  this,  Harry's  duties  and  afiections  seem  now  all  centered 
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around  the  bed  of  his  Bu£[eriiig  Bessie.  A  sister's  aim  could  not  be 
kinder  or  more  gentle  than  his.  A  sister's  step  could  not  be  lighter, 
when  the  sick  one  sleeps. 

The  aunt  is  watchful  as  a  mother  ;  and  Kitty  will  find  her  way  to 
the  sick  chamber  at  times,  but  oftenest  when  she  knows  that  Harry  is 
away,  and  they  will  not  meet.  Then  she  lingers  for  hours  together  by 
the  bed-side. 

Sometimes  Harbt  and  Bessie  talked  of  SlITTY,  whom  the  little  girl 
kred  almost  as  fondly  as  she  loved  her  brother,  and  was  never  tired  of 
saying  how  much  she  loved  her,  and  how  badly  she  thought  of  that 
villain,  1&.  QrUn>. 

'  She  is  a  very  nice  peiaon/  Harry  was  used  to  say,  only  to  humor 
Bessie. 

'  Nice !  Harry  !  oh !  she  is  perfect ;  you  ought  to  know  her  better, 
Harry.' 

*  Why  so,  Bessie  ?  *  for  the  topic,  afler  all,  does  not  seem  unpratcful. 
'  Because  —  because,  Harry,  and  yet,'  said  Bessie,  puzzled,  *  perhaps 

it 's  as  well  not.' 

What  can 'the  little  girl  mean?  *  Did  you  ever  think,  Bessie,'  says 
Harry,  puzzled  in  his  turn,  '  that  I  liked  her  very  much  ? ' 

*  Sometimes,'  said  Bessie. 

'  And  yon  thought  it  fi>ol2sh  2 ' 
'  Not  foolish.' 

*  Useless,  then  ?  ' 

*  Perhaps  so,'  says  Bessie,  reluctantly. 

*  Why  ? '  said  Harry,  piqued  perhaps. 

<  From  what  she  said  to  me,  Harry.' 

'  When,  Bessie  9 '  and  Harry  seems  to  be  eager  in  questioning. 

*  When  I  asked  her  once.' 

*  What  did  you  ask  her,  Bessie  f '  (his  eagerness  appears  to  increase.) 

<  Whether,'  said  Bessie,  '  she  loved  my  brother  Hjlbry  ? ' 

*  What  did  she  say,  Bessie  ? '     Harry's  tone  is  remarkably  quick. 

*  She  was  angry,  Harry,  and  turned  very  —  very  red,  and  asked  why 
I  talked  so  strangely,  and  came  near  crying,  and  begged  me  never  to 
talk  so  again.' 

If  I  had  been  in  Mr.  Harry's  place,  I  think  I  should  have  felt  flat- 
tered by  such  a  story.  Lovers  they  say  are  blind  ;  but  a  sensible  fellow 
like  Harry,  perfectly  indifierent  to  sentiment  and  to  young  ladies 
genemlly,  ought  certainly  to  have  shown  more  legal  shrewdness,  and 
not  gone  on  harping  in  his  thought  upon  the  old  bugbear  of  Adolphus 
QrUm,  and  wondering  how  Ktfty  could  ever  have  loved  him  so  much, 
and  feeling  very  sure  in  his  own  mind  that,  having  loved  him  so  muchy 
she  could  never  love  any  body  else  —  most  of  all,  himself —  so  unlike 
as  he  was  to  that  gay  gentleman ! 

In  short,  he  made  hhiiself  very  kiUingly  distant  to  Kitty,  as  a  revenge 
upon  her,  and  gave  himself  the  air  of  a  man  who  thought  very  little 
about  her,  and  roally  thought  very  little  of  any  body  else,  except  poor 
Bessie,  whose  end  is  near ! 


468  The  Fudge  Papers.  [Noyember, 

CHAPTKn  F0ftTy-F18ST. 

11^      WHICH     TWO      CA.SBS      AKQ      BROaaET     TO      ▲     DSGIftlOK. 

'  Hb  shall  keep  the  simple  folk  by  their  right,  defend  the  children  of  the  poor,  and 
punish  the  wrong-doer.'  Psalms  81 :  4. 

The  paralytic  old  man,  Mr.  Solomon  Fudge,  has  been  xemoTed  to  a 
small  house  in  the  village  of  Newtown.  It  is  cheaper  living  in  the 
country,  and  the  physician  (perhaps  doubtful  of  his  fees)  has  reoom- 
mended  country  air.  Mrs.  Fhcbbe  chafes  greatly  at  the  narrowed  house, 
(she  will  have  a  narrower  one  in  the  end,)  and  looks  down,  even  in  her 
poverty,  upon  the  vulgar  townVfolk. 

Mrs.  Fleming  and  Kittt  are  watchful  and  kind,  and  their  brighten- 
ing hopes  do  not  break  up  the  old  ties  of  kindred.  Indeed  Mrs.  Solo- 
mon talks  more  often  of  the  approaching  trial  than  they.  Perhaps  she 
founds  hopes  upon  it  of  seeing  one  day  again  a  claret  carriage  in  the 
family. 

'Squire  3ivins  is  busy  all  day  long  with  papers  and  witnesses,  and 
what  not  —  growing  very  proud  of  his  business  connection  with  an  emi- 
nent attorney  of  the  city,  and  brushing  up  his  wig,  from  time  to  time,  for 
a  visit  to  *  the  Hall,*  or  to  the  grand  Wall-street  office  of  his  colleague. 

Kitty,  seeming  indifferent  to  the  issue  of  events,  relieves  her  school- 
hours  with  visits  to  the  bed-side  of  Bessie,  or  with  a  reading  of  the 
morning-papers  to  the  old  paralytic  uncle  ;  for  he  can  understand  voices, 
though  he  can  say  nothing  intelligibly  himself ;  yet  he  stammers  about 
the  '  will '  and  the  '  trial '  and  *  Bodgers,'  in  a  pitiable  way. 

The  Countess,  his  daughter,  sometimes  ventures  upon  a  visit,  but  the 
old  gentleman  seems  to  take  little  comfort  in  his  daughter ;  he  certainly 
never  did  before  her  marriage,  and  there  is  no  more  reason  for  it  now. 
Washington  for  a  time  was  subdued  into  leal  tenderness,  and  for  weeks 
after  the  fearful  stroke  which  his  own  action  had  dniwn  upon  the 
father's  head,  he  hung  about  his  chair  and  hia  room,  learning  little 
offices  of  charity  and  kindness,  which  were  unknown  to  bis  earlier 
years.  But  he  wearied  of  this  ;  the  appetites  he  had  fed  so  long  were 
stronger  than  the  sudden  impulses  which  quickened  a  thought  of  duty. 
The  old  man  missed  him  at  first,  for  his  heart  had  warmed  toward  him 
as  suddenly  as  his  affliction  had  come.  He  prated  sadly  about  his 
absence.  But  Washington  did  not  hear,  or  if  he  heard,  it  was  easy 
not  to  understand  his  gibberish ;  and  he  only  came  now  at  sadi  far 
away  intervals  that  the  &ther  scarce  knew  his  son. 

Meantime  the  trial  drew  on.  Mr.  Brazitt  was  retained  fay  the 
CluiDS.  He  discovered  strong  points  in  their  case  yet.  Blimmer  and 
his  evidence  were  good  subjects  for  his  art.  He  liked  to  dissect  the 
character  of  a  man  who  had  sold  his  trust,  first  to  his  client,  and  then, 
for  larger  pay,  doubtless,  to  the  plaintifis.  It  was  a  pretty  scheme  lor 
raising  funds,  in  the  proprietor  of  a  stagnant  township.  He  thought 
Blimmersville  would  not  grow  under  such  auspices.  He  feared  he  had 
gone  too  far.  He  did  n't  think  the  proposed  church  would  save  him. 
He  gave  a  severe  cross-questioning  to  the  boy  Jerrt  ;  he  wished  to 
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know  if  he  had  not  received  little  dainties  from  Mr.  Blihmer  ;  he 
wished  to  know  how  long  he  had  heen  in  his  pay ;  he  thought  it  must 
be  a  cuiioiis  office-door,  thiongh  which  so  much  could  be  seen  and 
heard ;  he  was  particular  about  the  size  of  the  key-hole. 

Then,  as  regarded  the  document  itself,  of  which  this  enterprising  vil- 
lage proprietor  had  efiected,  as  it  were,  a  double  sale,  there  was  an 
extraordinary  fact  in  relation  to  it,  to  wit,  that  the  most  intimate 
adviser  of  Mr.  Bodgebs  had  declared  the  signature  a  fergery  :  it  waa 
very  droll ;  indeed,  as  he  would  take  the  liberty  of  demonstrating  to  the 
court,  the  signature  teas  wholly  unlike  the  hand-writing  of  the  deceased 
gentleman.  And  it  happens  naturally  enough  that  the  legal  adviser  of 
the  deceased  gentleman  at  once  fastens  his  suspicions  upon  his  office- 
clerk  as  a  party  to  the  forgery  of  the  paper.  It  appeared  that  the  sus- 
pected clerk  was  a  suitor  for  the  hand  of  the  legatee,  an  extraordinary 
eoincidence. 

Now,  what  happens  ?  The  repulsed  suitor  takes  himself  out  of  the 
way,  and  says  nothing  ;  but  after  the  conspiracy  is  ripe  between  our  vil- 
lage proprietor  and  the  Newtown  Justice,  he  suddenly  comes  back, 
threatens  the  amiable  Justice  with  a  prosecution,  and  induces  him  to 
change  his  mind,  and  to  swear  that  the  signature  is  good. 

An  Irish  boy  is  suborned  to  make  observations  through  a  key-hole,  and 
sweara  that  a  certain  will  is  burnt ;  but  on  arranging  stories  with  the 
Justice  of  Newtown,  is  of  opinion  that  it  was  not  a  will,  but  a  copy  of 
a  will! 

*  These  are  certainly  extraordinary  tales,'  says  Mr.  Brazitt.  And  the 
attorney  goes  on  to  make  himself  eloquent  in  defence  of  his  client, 
against  the  accusations  of  j&aud ;  he  recites  the  charge  against  him  of 
having  paid  a  large  sum  of  money  for  the  privilege  of  burning  the 
written  copy  of  a  will,  and  the  equally  astounding  charge  of  having, 
with  an  honesty  wholly  accidental,  placed  the  alleged  true  instrument 
in  the  hands  of  the  plaintiff*. 

*  Never  was  there  a  set  of  stories  more  absurd,'  says  Bbazitt,  '  enough 
in  themselves  surely  to  throw  great  discredit  upon  the  instrument,  and 
upon  all  the  parties  concerned. 

*  Next,*  continues  Brazftt,  *  under  the  supposition  —  a  very  extra- 
ordinary one,  may  it  please  your  honors  —  that  this  instrument  is  genu- 
ine ;  that  the  deceased  gentleman  at  that  precise  epoch  of  time  did  have 
a  lame  arm,  which  compelled  a  total  change  in  his  style  of  writing ; 
that  Mr.  Flint  did  attest  it,  without  once  mentioning  to  the  old  gentle- 
man the  necessity  of  a  second  witness  ;  that  Mr.  Bodgebs  did  chance 
to  have  it  in  his  pocket  upon  a  certain  lamentable  occaaion  ;  that  he 
did  deliver  it  in  form  to  Mr.  Blimmer  ;  that  Mr.  Blimmer  did  make  a 
bargain  to  deliver  it  to  my  client ;  that  my  client  did,  with  unheard-of 
stupidity,  make  further  bargain  for  the  destruction  of  a  copy,  and 
finally  deliver  the  original  into  the  hands  of  the  plaintiff —  what  is  it 
worth? 

*  Is  it  executed  according  to  law  ?  '  (in  a  very  solemn  tone.)  *  And  if 
not,  do  the  court  propose  to  make  an  exception  in  its  favor,  in  view  oi 
the  extraordinary  net-work  of  stories  —  of  baigain  and  sales ;  of  bum- 
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ings  and  key-holes  ;  of  forging  and  lame  anns,  which  aoeompanies  the 
▼erification  of  this  document  ?  ' 

And  Mr.  Brazitt  wiped  the  penpiiation  from  hia  forehead,  and  sat 
down. 

For  the  Flebono  interest  it  was  urged  : 

First,  in  respect  to  the  attesting  witneas,  that  his  character  had  been 
always  unimpeachable  ;  that  as  he  left  the  country  previous  to  the  loss 
of  Mr.  BoDGERS,  there  could  have  been  no  object  in  forging  the  paper 
in  question ;  and  that  furthermore,  the  allegation  of  his  having  been  a 
suitor  for  the  hand  of  Miss  Fleming  was  utterly  unfounded. 

Second,  as  regarded  the  discrepancy  between  the  signature  to  the  will 
and  the  usual  hand-writing  of  li^r.  Bodoebs,  it  was  shown  by  abondant 
testimony,  independent  of  the  subscribing  witnees,  that  the  deceased 
gentleman  was  at  the  time  suffering  from  a  disabled  arm ;  lettera  of  even 
later  date,  under  his  hand,  exhibiteid  the  same  discrepancy.  The  teati- 
mony  of  Mr.  Brvms  was  fall  in  respect  to  the  body  of  the  will,  drawn 
up  by  him  under  the  advices  of  Mr.  Bodobrs,  and  demonstrating  his 
intentions  with  respect  to  the  legatee;  and  finally,  the  memoranda 
produced  to  the  courts  and  attested  by  Mrs.  Dtke,  showed  conclusively 
that  he  had,  at  some  time  not  fax  firom  the  date  of  his  death,  caused  his 
will  to  be  drawn  up  and  executed. 

Third,  with  respect  to  BLDfMEit,  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  his  hav«> 
ing  been  in  company  with  Mr.  Bodoebs  when  he  was  last  alive ;  a 
casual  notice  had  appeared  in  the  papers  of  only  the  following  day,  and 
before  concert  could  have  been  arranged,  that  he  had  received  fkon  the 
deceased  commissions  of  iipportiuice.  The  defendant  evm  did  not  deny 
interviews  with  him  upon  matters  connected  with  the  estate.  What 
were  these  interviews  about,  and  what  could  the  important  commiasion 
be,  unless  the  will  in  hand  ?  Or,  if  Mr.  Q,t7m  did  not  receive  the  inatm* 
ment  from  that  source,  whence  did  he  receive  it  ?  If  not  from  Mr. 
BoDOERs  himself,  whence  could  Bltmiier  have  received  the  will  ? 
And  if  fh)m  Bobgebs  himself,  with  what  reason  could  the  paper  be 
counted  a  forgery  9 

Fourth,  with  respect  to  the  execution  of  the  will :  The  law  indeed 
required  two  witnesses.  There  were,  however,  exceptional  cases,  in 
which  so-called  nuncupative  veills  were  sound.  Such  were  the  only 
testaments  of  mariners  dying  at  sea,  or  of  soldiers  on  the  field  of 
battle. 

The  spirit  of  the  exception  was  clear ;  indeed  the  famous  statute  of 
Charles  the  Second's  time,  for  prevention  of  frauds,  and  quoted  by  all 
law  writerrs,  extended  the  exception  in  this  language ;  '  No  nuncupative 
will  is  good  except  *  (war  cases  follow)  *  or  the  party  be  surpriaed  with 
sickness  on  a  journey,  or  firom  home,  and  dies  without  returning  to  his 
dwelling.* 

The  deceased  gentleman,  in  the  present  instance,  had  intended — 
as  shown  by  abundant  proof — the  actual  disposition  of  the  property 
under  the  will ;  it  bore  the  attestation  of  an  unimpeachable  witness. 
The  deceased,  as  his  memorandum  shows,  was  not  quite  certain  if  a 
single  witness  was  sufficient ;  he  determined  to  inquire,  and  if  need  be. 
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to  supply  the  deficiency ;  he  is,  however,  surprised  upon  a  burning 
hoat ;  he  has  the  instrument  with  him ;  he  delivers  it  to  a  party, 
(bearing  testimony  to  the  fact,)  under  the  solemn  avowal  that  it  is  his 
last  will  and  testament ;  he,  in  fact,  by  that  very  averment,  under  the 
circumstances,  made  him  a  witness,  and  completed  in  equity  the  execu- 
tion of  the  will. 

Day  after  day  the  trial  drags  on.  It  seems  uncertain  which  way  it 
will  turn.  Meantime  the  litUe  village-school,  with  its  choir  of  voices, 
goes  on  joyously.  News  oome  down,  day  after  day,  from  the  court, 
but  they  do  not  seem  to  disturb  the  quiet  xmstreas  of  the  cottage,  where 
the  hum  of  the  children  is  heard,  axid  where  the  birds  twitter  in  the 
▼ine  upon  the  porch. 

It  was  on  a  summer  evenings  after  the  school  had  broken  up  for  the 
day,  that  the  tidings  at  length  came  that  the  case  was  decided,  and 
decided  in  favor  of  the  Flbionos. 

The  court  had  given  an  order  by  which  immediate  recovery  of  all 
the  BoDGBRs'  piupearty  might  be  made,  in  the  name  of  the  successful 
puty  to  the  suit. 

And  KiTTT  was  suddenly  made  rich.  Old  Mrs.  Fudge,  her  worthy 
aunt,  paid  her  a  visit  of  gratulation,  and  kissed  her  afiectionately,  and 
treated  her  almost  as  considerately  as  she  had  once  treated  the  Sfhoxles. 
Even  the  Countess  Salle,  firom  her  unknown  quartets  in  the  city,  sent 
her  card  to  Krmr,  (with  a  crescent  at  the  top,^  wishing  her  joy,  and 
inviting  herself  to  come  and  see  her  *  dear  Kittt  in  the  summer  time, 
and  sending  the  Count's  regards. 

Hasbt  Flint  called  to  say  to  Mrs.  Fi^SMma  that  he  was  glad  of  their 
good  fortune ;  but  be  would  not  accept  the  old  lady's  invitation  to 
remain  to  tea. 

Indeed,  little  ^asiE  was  very  badly ;  the  fever  had  left  her,  but  she 
was  feeble.  Habat  had  grown  so  weary  with  watching  that  he  fell 
asleep  that  very  night  wi&  the  little  girl  lying  on  his  shoulder. 

It  was  two  hours  after  when  the  aunt,  who  had  grown  nervously 
frightened,  came  in  and  finmd  him  sleeping  with  the  child  -—  dead  in 
Imianns. 

He  was  wakened  by  the  cry  of  the  old  lady,  and  was  bitterly  afiected 
when  he  knew  how  it  was.  He  could  not  tell  when  the  child  died. 
She  seemed  to  have  leaned  toward  him  as  if  to  speak ;  perhaps  she 
feared  to  waken  him,  and  so  kept  silent :  —  always  silent  now ! 

Harbt's  heart  had  twined  round  that  of  Bessie  lovingly.  A  little 
sister  s  afiections,  before  they  have  found  range  in  a  home  of  their  own 
making,  warm  up  wonderftdly  those  of  a  brother  who  is  battling  the 
world  alone.  Most  of  all,  when  parents  are  gone ;  and  when  the  me- 
mory of  father,  and  mother,  and  fire-side  all  centre  in  the  one  we  call 
aster. 

Harbt  lifted  the  hair  from  the  tranple  of  the  dead  girl,  and  kissed 
her,  and  went  out. 

When  he  saw  her  next  she  was  in  white,  with  a  fresh  flower  in  her 
hand,  ready  for  the  coffin.  She  was  lying  straightly  and  stiffly  ;  had  it 
not  been  for  that  one  would  hardly  have  thought  her  dead. 
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CUAPTSR    rORTT««GCOVI>. 
IN      WniCH      THE      8T0RT     ENDS. 

*  I  CHOOSE  not  mv  daughters  should  be  married  to  earthly,  covetous  kindred,  aod  of 
cities  and  towns  of  concourse  beware :  a  oountiy  life  and  estate  I  like  best  for  my  child- 
ren.'—Pexn's  Letter  to  his  Wife. 

Miss  Kitty  Flebqng  had  leally  forgotten  how  many  friends  she  had 
left  behind  her  in  the  city  till  the  recent  decision  brought  them  to  mind 
by  cards,  and  letters,  and  visita  in  troops.  A  vast  number  of  pleasant 
young  ladies,  of  whom  she  never  expected  to  hear  again  in  ihe  world, 
had  been  '  long  waiting  for  an  occasion  to  write/  and  to  tell  her  how 
dearly  they  were  attached  to  her,  and  how  very  much  they  missed  her 
firom  the  town  circles. 

Among  the  other  young  people  who  found  a  recollection  of  their  old 
intimacy  pleasantly  reTived  by  the  recent  decision  of  the  court  was  Mr. 
Adolphus  Q,nm.  He  set  about  a  speculative  comparison  of  the  wea- 
zen-faced Miss  Arabella  Spindle  with  the  blooming  country  counte> 
nance  of  my  cousin  Kitty.  He  recalled  his  father*s  pleasant  mention 
*  that  he  might  do  worse.' 

Miss  Spindle  thought  him  less  piquant  than  usual,  and  expressed 
herself  to  the  efiect  *  that  he  was  very  slow.' 

Mrs.  Spindle  ^aid  he  was  —  very. 

He  turned  his  mind  more  and  more  in  the  direction  of  Newtown ;  and 
at  length  —  it  must  have  been  ten  days  and  more  after  the  decision  of 
the  court  —  he  turned  his  trotter  in  that  direction. 

It  may  be  a  source  of  suiprise  to  many  that  he  would  have  made 
such  a  venture.  But  Adolphe  was  one  of  those  happily-constituted 
young  men  —  of  whom  the  number  is  myriad  —  who  never  had  a  doubt 
of  his  powers  of  fascination.  He  never  once  questioned  the  fact  of  his 
holding  undisputed  empire  still  over  the  afiections  of  the  innocent  Miss 
Fleming.  He  had  re^ed  himself  not  infirequently  upon  the  thought 
of  her  misery  under  his  recent  neglect ;  he  regarded  his  present  dispoa- 
tion  to  renew  advances  as  an  act  of  clemency  ;  he  looked  upon  her  for- 
tune as  a  probable  and  sufficient  reward. 

Now  it  happened  that  just  before  Mr.  dun)  drove  up  gaily  to  the  cot- 
tage door  where  the  village  school  was  held,  another  triend  of  ours,  Mr. 
Harry  Flint,  had  gone  in  to  fulfil  certain  last  commissions,  and  to 
make  his  final  adieux  before  leaving  his  native  town  fer  ever  for  a  hcsne 
upon  the  shores  of  the  Pacific. 

The  commissions  were  small ;  among  others  a  little  pacqnet  that 
Bessie  had  put  in  his  hand  the  day  before  her  death  to  be  given  to 
Kitty  :  she  said  it  contained  her  book  of  prayer. 

It  was  a  sombre  interview ;  for  Harry  had  not  shaken  oflT  his  giief, 
and  could  not ;  and  the  sympathy  of  those  he  met  and  with  whom  he 
parted  was  deep  and  tender.  The  next  day  morning  he  was  to  leave  ; 
he  had  told  them  this,  and  was  hurrying  the  words  of  parting  when 
Mr.  dxnD  entered. 

Mrs.  Fleming,  the  plain  country  lady,  was  sadly  embarrassed,  and 
the  cheek  of  Kitty  took  on  suddenly  a  deep  scarlet  tinge. 
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Hasbt  Flint  waa  watchM  of  thb — sadly  watchfiil;  but  he 
assumed  a  quick  composuie,  and  bade  them  a  sudden  adieu,  mother  and 
daughter,  and  left  the  cottage  for  ever. 

The  old  grievance  of  the  love  of  Kittt  fiir  the  stranger  from  the  city 
flashed  upon  him  anew,  and  added  a  pang,  it  may  be,  to  the  grief  that 
flihionded  nis  desolate  home.  I  do  not  think  that  he  acknowledged  this 
even  to  himself.  I  am  sure  he  would  have  denied  it  stoutly.  But  still, 
through  the  dark  cloud  of  his  home  affliction  that  lay  heavy  on  him, 
there  did  flash  fitful  thoughts  of  the  inconstancy  of  women,  of  the 
vanity  of  all  earthly  ties  ;  and  gleams,  more  fitful  still,  of  the  selfish 
pride  with  which,  and  with  which  only,  he  would  face  henceforth  the 
world,  and  conquer  a  name,  and  die ! 

He  did  not  know  that  Kittt,  trembling,  with  only  the  weight  of  that 
little  Book  of  Prayer  in  her  hands,  withdrew  herself  suddenly  —  never 
to  meet  him  again  —  from  the  confident  AnoLPmrn.  And  in  her  cham- 
ber the  impatient  walk  firom  door  to  window  and  from  window  to  door, 
the  eager  struggles  with  a  feeling  which  at  length  gained  mastery  and 
spent  itself  in  tears,  told  plainly  that  Kitty,  with  all  her  new  wealth, 
and  with  no  dead  sister  to  mourn  over,  had  yet  her  share  of  the  trials 
which  come  some  day  near  to  all  of  us. 

Eottt  opened  the  pacqnet :  she  found  between  the  leaves  of  the  book 
a  withered  flower ;  die  knew  it  by  the  faded  ribbon  that  tied  the  stem. 
Bessie  had  written  upon  a  slip  of  paper,  in  pencil,  '  I  send  you  back  a 
flower  which  you  gave  long  ago  to  Habey.  He  will  be  sorry  to  lose  it, 
but  it  is  not  right  he  should  keep  it,  since  all  is  at  an  end  between  you. 
How  I  wish  it  were  not  so  I ' 

Kitty  kept  the  flower  in  the  book,  and  the  slip  of  paper  on  which 
Bessie  had  written.  And  she  found  comfort  in  the  half-line  of  Bes- 
sie's :  *  He  will  be  sorry  to  lose  it !  * 

When  Mr.  Qajtd  drove  back  to  town  (his  trotter  never  made  better 
time)  he  tried  to  think  that  the  pinched  lace  of  Miss  Ababella  Sfini>le 
was,  after  all,  prettier  than  the  sad  one  of  Miss  Fleming  ;  and  he 
hummed  some  Imes  from  Shebidan  (for  he  was  read  in  the  play-writers) 
about 


'  I  kb'bb  could  «ny  lustre  aee 
In  eyes  tliat  would  not  look  on  me.' 


Accident  detained  Habbt  Flint  over  the  next  day.  No  one  knew, 
however,  that  he  had  not  gone.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  say  adieu  twice ; 
he  remained  throughout  the  day  at  the  cottage  of  his  aunt. 

As  night  fell,  a  soft  summer's  night,  with  crimson-tinted  clouds  hang- 
ing late  and  high  upon  the  sky,  he  set  off  to  repeat  one  adieu  again. 
It  was  no  mortal  that  he  sought ;  only  a  leave-taking  with  the  spirit  of 
his  dead  sister.  For  this  he  went  to  the  grave-yard  where  her  body  lay. 
The  moon  had  come  up,  and  threw  the  shadow  of  a  little  copse  of  cedars 
upon  the  mound.  He  did  not  see  until  he  came  very  near  that  some 
one  was  lingering  by  the  grave. 

Sympathy  is  a  very  quick  bond  of  the  affections,  and  the  heart  of 
Habby  warmed  toward  the  stranger  who  shared  his  grief ;  nor  did  he 
relent  when  he  found  in  his  felk>w-moumer  his  old  friend  Kitty. 

VOL.   XLIV.  31 
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She  would  have  slipped  away  uxinotided  even  now  if  it  were  poasiUe, 
for  she  had  come  with  Bessie's  book  in  her  hand,  only  to  say  a  prayer 
at  her  grave. 

But  Harry  called  after  her. 

'  I  thought  you  were  gone/  said  she. 

Harrt  explained  that  he  had  been  delayed.  He  was  glad,  he  said, 
it  had  happened  so,  if  it  wexe  only  to  learn  that  there  were  otheis  who 
mourned  with  him. 

*  I  do/  said  Kitty,  and  in  a  tone  so  rich  and  earnest,  that  Harrt  was 
glad  6f  the  twilight  to  hide  the  tear  which  came  in  his  eye  blindingly. 

He  thanked  her,  in  a  kinder  tone  than  she  had  heard  fiom  him  in 
many  a  day. 

'  You  go  away  soon  ? '  said  she  inquiringly. 

'  To-moirow ; '  and  added,  bitterly,  *  there  is  little  to  keep  me  here.' 

Kitty  trembled ;  she  knew  not  if  it  were  best  to  go  or  to  stay.  She 
ventured  to  say,  *  You  have  friends  left  among  us,  Harry.* 

'  I  have  little  need  of  fiiends  now,*  returned  he,  with  a  proud  sorrow 
in^histone. 

'You  have  need  of  friends,'  said  Eotty,  her  girPs  heart  warming  in 
her,  <  we  all  have  need  of  them.'  And,  emboldened  by  her  own  tone 
and  truth,  she  told  him  of  what  she  had  found  in  the  book  Bessie  had 
given  her,  and  of  what  she  had  written.  She  could  not  understand  it 
'  wholly,  nor  wholly  the  distant  manner  he  had  guarded  so  long.  She 
hoped  they  would  be  friends  always,  if  it  were  only  in  memory  of 


Harry's  pride  was  half  yielding ;  but  he  recovered  himself  and  said, 
with  an  easy  indifference,  (that  hurt  him  keenly,)  *  Oh !  yes ;  always 
friends.'     And  his  foot  played  idly  with  the  sod  upon  the  grave. 

'  Good-bye ! '  said  Kitty,  '  God  bless  you  always ! '  and  she  turned 
to  leave  him. 

Harry  lifted  his  eye,  and  saw  that  she  was  earnest  and  tender  in  hear 
parting. 

He  reached  out  his  hand  to  take  hers ;  he  mu^  speak. 

*  Kitty,  I  could  wish  to  stay,  but'  —  (the  thought  of  the  morning 
and  the  morning  visitor  crossed  his  muid)  and  he  ended  abruptly — '  I 
cannot.' 

Kitty  turned  to  leave  him,  this  time  with  an  assured  air  of  womanly 
dignity,  and  yet  with  tenderness  in  her  bok.  '  Grood-bye !  Harry/ 
repeated  she ;  '  since  you  go  so  soon,  we  shall  hardly  see  you  again.' 

He  was  conquered.     '  Kitty,  can  I  stay  ? '  said  he  in  a  nervous  tone. 

'  For  shame,  Harry  ! '  and  she  said  it  very  meaningly. 

•And  your  visitor  of  this  morning,  Mr. f ' 

*  Well  ? '  (is  Kitty  growing  impudent  ?) 
'Are  you  to  become  his  wife,  Kitty  ? ' 

'  That  is  a  very  strange  question,'  says  Kitty,  with  eyes  wide  open ; 
but  with  a  mischievous  smile  upon  her  lips  that  provokes  Harrt  to  ask 
a  stranger  question  still  —  if  she  would  become,  what  he  had  long 
dreamed  might  be,  but  feared  could  never  happen,  his  own  true  wife ! 

Ejtty's  eyes  were  not  wide  open  now,  or  if  they  were  he  could  not 
see  it ;  and  in  a  tone  by  half  less  brave  than  before,  she  tdd  him  be 
might  come  for  his  answer  to-moirow. 
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Here  came  HassV  s  tnm  to  rebel ;  and  nith  a  quick  courage  he 
compelled  a  reply  before  they  had  left  the  shade  of  the  cedar-copse. 

In  short,  it  is  my  opinion  that  they  went  on  talking  after  this  in  a 
very  absuid  manner,  and  that  Kittt  presently  fell  to  crying,  for  no 
reason  in  the  world. 

Habbt  went  with  a  light  heart  to  his  aunt^s  home,  and  he  marched 
straight  toward  that  old  lady,  looking  very  melancholy  in  her  trimly 
plaited  mourning-cap,  and  without  one  word  of  warning  kifised  her 
between  the  eyes. 

Now  Habry,  although  he  entertained  a  reasonable  afiection  for  the 
aunt,  was  not  used  to  such  demonstrations  as  this. 

'  God  bless  me ! '  said  the  old  lady,  in  surprise, '  what  on  airth  is  the 
matter  with  the  boy  ? ' 

'  Well,  I  'm  to  be  married,  aunt  Peogt,  that 's  all ! '  said  Haery. 

'  For  ^ame,  Harry  ! '  said  the  aunt. 

'And  you,  aunt  Peqoy,  will  come  and  be  our  house-keeper.' 

'  I  'U  do  no  such  thing,  master  Harry  I ' 

'Tut,  tut  r 

*  I  bve  you,  Harry,*  continued  the  aunt,  *  but  your  wife !  —  no, 
Harry,  you  must  live  apart  from  me.* 

'  Tut,  tut,  aunt  Peggy  I  suppose,  now,  you  were  to  love  her  as  much 
or  more  than  myself  ? ' 

'  I  ca  n't  and  I  sha  n't,'  said  aunt  Peggy,  tartly. 

'  Not  if  it  were ' 

'  No  matter  who,*  said  aunt  Peggy.  • 

*  Not  if  it  were  little  Kitty,  your  own  Kit?  ' 

'  God  bless  me,  Harry  I  is  it  true !  will  you  marry  Kitty  f ' 

*  I  will,'  said  Harry. 
'And  will  she  many  you  ?  * 

'  She  says  she  will,'  said  he. 

'  I  will  go  with  you,  Harry,  wherever  you  like.' 


I  don't  think  the  wedding-cards  were  sent  to  the  Ctmne,  although 
they  are  connected  with  our  family ;  nor  do  I  think  they  were  sent  to 
the  Pinkertons  or  the  SpmnLEs,  although  Mis.  Solomon  Fudge  sug- 
gested it,  and  thought  they  might  be  induced  to  come. 

The  two  Miss  Fudges  came  to  the  reception,  and  enjoyed  it  highly. 
Blihmer  too  was  there,  much  to  the  surprise  of  Miss  Jemdia  ;  and  he 
aook  occasion  to  remark  to  Mr.  Flint  that  in  case  he  thought  of  chang- 
ing his  residence,  one  or  two  highly  eligible  lots  were  still  left  in  Blim- 
mersville. 

Mebitabel  Bivms  was  present,  although  she  had  expressed  her  disap- 
proval of  the  match,  and  knew  it  was  a  scheme  of  Harry  Flint's  from 
the  beginning. 

Mr.  BiviNS  had  ordered  a  new  coat  for  the  occasion,  and  flirted,  peo- 
ple said,  with  aunt  Peggy.  I  do  not  think  this  can  be  true,  since  I  had 
occasion  to  observe  that  old  lady  seated  beside  my  uncle  Solomon,  who 
was  propped  up  with  pillows  in  a  comer-chair,  and  trying  very  hard 
to  oomprehend  his  broken  twaddle  about '  Miss  Kjtty  and  miser  Flint.' 
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Jeery,  by  special  request  of  Kittt,  was  served  with  an  extra-siaed 
box  of  the  wedding-cake,  and  is,  I  understand,  to  be  installed  as  clerk 
in  the  office  of  Ha&rt  Flint,  attomey-at-law.  I  am  happy  to  obserre, 
indeed,  that  this  gentleman,  unlike  many  who  many  foxtones,  has  n«t 
given  up  his  profession,  or  his  disposition  to  work. 


SUVPLSmNTABT  OHAPTKB. 
IN    WHICH    TOKT    FUDGE    TAKES    HIS    LEAVE. 

'  Hoc  sit  premium  in  preceptis  meis,  ut  demonBtremos  qoem  imitemur/ — Cicbbo. 

{Crassw  loquens.) 

Among  all  these  personages  I  hare  tried  to  show  whose  course  was  best  worth  fol" 
lowing.— Tyanslatwnf  hy  Tont  FanoB. 

It  is  now  about  two  years  since  I  completed  the  foregoing  record  and 
commenced  its  publication  in  that  respectable  old  journal,  ^e  KmcKBR- 
BOCKER  Magazine.  I  have  only  a  few  observations  to  add.  My  health 
remains  good,  and  I  am,  I  fear,  as  susceptible  to  the  influences  of  pretty 
women  as  I  ever  was  in  my  life.    I  do  not  think  that  I  appear  any  older. 

The  Count  Salle  lives,  I  scarce  know  where  ;  but  it  must  be  in  a 
retired  quarter ;  and  there  are  hints  that  he  maintains  himself  and  wife 
by  improper  practices ;  gambling  is  spoken  of  I  know  nothing  of  it.  I 
should  say  he  was  not  a  man  for  a  family  to  boast  of. 

Mr.  PiNKERTON  has  failed,  but  occupies  his  old  house.  His  wife  b 
understood  to  be  rich. 

Mr.  Jekkins,  to  whom  I  have  casually  alluded,  continues  to  give  sap- 
pers at  his  house  in  Paris,  where  he  has  decoyed  a  large  number  of  the 
reduced  French  gentry.  There  was  a  report  that  he  had  succeeded  in 
making  an  engagement  of  his  daughter  to  a  Count  some  body  who  was 
in  straitened  circumstances,  but  of  one  of  the  very  first  old  tamilies  in 
France.     I  hope  it  is  true. 

Mr.  Q^uiD,  senior,  through  the  influence  of  Bkazitt,  has  now  a  eheer- 
ful  place  in  the  '  Customs,'  though  I  fear  that,  being  a  '  Soft,'  he  may 
lose  it. 

Mr.  Bloocer,  still  retaining  his  old  interest  and  enthusiasm  for 
Blimmersville,  has,  I  learn,  made  proposals  to  Mehitable  Bivncs,  and 
been  accepted. 

How  oddly,  to  be  sure,  her  long  nose  will  look  under  a  bridal-hat !  I 
hope  when  ^e  comes  to  have  children  of  her  own  —  if  she  ever  has 
any  —  that  she  will  show  a  little  more  charity  to  those  of  other  people. 

As  for  my  aunt  Solouon,  she  frets  in  her  extravagant  way  still :  fiets 
about  the  PmKERTONs'  living  upon  money  which  they  owe ;  fiets  about  the 
Count  Salle,  who  is  undutSiil,  and  does  not  show  her  as  much  attention  as 
a  son-in-law  should.  She  frets  about  Wilhelhina,  who  dresses  shabbily, 
and  makes  no  eilbrt  to  avail  herself  of  the  distinguished  connection  she 
has  formed.  She  lays  the  blame  of  her  own  failure  upon  the  drivelling 
old  man,  whose  mind  is  now  beyond  the  reach  of  her  gibes.  '  If  she 
could  have  managed  the  property,  as  she  managed  her  household,'  she  is 
accustomed  to  say, '  things  would  have  been  diSerent' 

Perhaps  they  would. 

As  for  the  old  gentleman  himself,  his  cravat  is  not  so  tidy  as  it  Qsed 
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to  be  when  he  Bat  over  his  office  table  in  the  Wall-street  bank,  turning 
his  gold-bowed  spectacles  end  for  end. 

He  sometimes  mumbles  out  an  obseiration  or  two  about  the  *  Dau- 
phin stock '  and  the  '  dips/  but  less  of^n  than  formerly.  He  is  grown 
much  quieter.  The  physician  says  he  is  failing.  I  see  him  sometimes 
bobbling  about  the  street  on  my  drives  into  that  neighborhood,  dragging 
his  paralytic  limb  after  him,  and  looking  very  vacantly  upon  the  faces 
he  meets.    No  body  stands  ia  awe  of  bun  now. 

He  insists  upon  going  every  Sunday  to  the  parish  church,  though 
iumt  Ph(EBE  objects  to  the  noise  he  makes  in  clattering  up  the  aisle.  I 
am  told  too  that  he  makes  stammering  efiorts  to  say  after  the  clergy- 
man, '  We  have  left  undone  those  things  which  toe  ought  to  have  done, 
and  we  have  done  those  things  which  we  ought  not  to  have  done,  and 
there  is  no  health  in  us*  His  feeble  mind  cannot  follow  any  farther, 
but  he  bows  his  head  reverentially  to  the  end.  Mrs.  Fudge  too  repeats 
this  portion  of  the  service  very  emphatically,  to  prevent  listeners  from 
-catching  the  stammering  voice  of  the  old  man. 

There  are  people  who  think  she  might  have  a  better  reason. 

Washengtov  holds  some  position  in  connection  with  one  of  the  down- 
town theatres,  and  has  generously,  on  one  or  two  occasions  favored  me 
with  tickets  on  nights  of  benefit.  I  cannot  learn  that  he  visits  now 
either  the  Spiin>LBS  or  the  Joneses.     He  is,  however,  still  unmarried. 

It  is  doubtful,  I  sometimes  think,  if  I  ever  marry  myself.  If  not,  the 
Pudge  name  will  very  likely  expire  with  this  generation.  But  I  am 
happy  in  being  able  to  state  with  confidence  that  a  vigorous  branch  of 
our  connection  (though  remote)  is  growing  up  in  the  country. 

Flint  is  the  name. 

Mrs.  Flint  is  as  pretty  a  mother  as  pu  will  oflen  see.  She  looks 
something  older,  to  be  sure,  than  she  did  two  years  since  ;  but  I  do  not 
object  to  a  look  of  that  sort  when  there  are  young  people  in  the  house. 

As  fer  Haket  —  I  call  him  Habkt  in  a  cousinly  way  —  he  is  a  lad 
in  all  his  feelings  still. 

I  sometimes  go  out  to  take  tea  at  his  cottage.  I  cannot  deny  that  it 
makes  me  melimcholy  to  see  his  bright,  cheerful  face  over  against  the 
blooming  one  of  Eittt.    I  scarce  know  why. 

Then  there  is  a  little  fellow  with  a  bib  around  his  throat,  who  sits  in 
a  high  chair  over  opposite  to  me,  and  who  seems  to  shake  a  waming  at 
me  every  time  he  lifts  his  dimpled  fist.  They  call  him  Teuiian  ;  and 
judging  fix>m  the  attentions  they  show  him,  he  seems  as  much  a  visitor 
as  myself.     However,  I  am  not  jealous. 

They  have  promised  to  name  their  next  boy  afler  me.  I  hope  he  will 
make  his  appearance  upon  the  theatre  of  the  world  sooner  than  the 
Blimmersville  church.     Indeed,  I  think  he  will. 

I  have  promised  to  leave  him  my  estate,  consisting  mainly  of  a  share 
in  the  Society  Library,  a  copy  of  Smollett's  novels,  and  a  pair  of  silver- 
mounted  razors. 

I  wish  I  could  leave  the  little  fellow  the  cool  philosophy  with  which 
I  have  witnessed  these  changes,  and  seen  the  vain  pursuit  of  fashion 
recoil  upon  itself,  and  steady-working  honesty  prove  its  own  reward. 

This  last,  by  the  by,  is  the  best  American  legacy  a  man  can  inherit. 
At  least,  that  is  my  opinion. 
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LAST    OF    THE    8UUMEB    DAYS, 

Last  of  the  summer  dajst 
Slow  floating  toward  the  west, 
Like  genial  parting  gaest, 
Who  brightest  aeems  and  beet 
To  farewell  gaze  I 

Last  of  the  sammer  days  I 
Thj  soft  ambrosial  hours, 
All  redolent  of  flowers ; 
Thy  flky,  that  tempered  with  no  showers 
The  sun's  broad  blaze: 

All  merged  in  ev'ning  now, 
Last  of  the  summer  days  1 
Thy  latest  breathing  plays 
Faintly  o*er  vines  and  linden  sprays, 

And  aspen's  whisp'ring  bough! 

Last  of  the  summer  daysl 
How  have  the  swift-winged  throng, 
Thy  kindred,  swept  along, 
With  mirthful  carol,  tend^rest  song  — 
A  mingled  maze 

Of  light  and  flitting  shade, 
Of  lily  and  of  rose, 
Of  happy  pensiveness,  that  goes 
To  muse  where  Nature  grows 

More  sweet  and  less  afraid  I 

In  these  secluded  dells 
The  blithe  bird  flies  more  near. 
And  pipes  a  welcome  loud  and  dear, 
While  all  the  life  that  thickens  here 
Of  keen  enjoyment  tells  I 

Last  of  the  summer  days  1 
Such  were  thy  brethren's  looks. 
And  such  their  tones  in  woods  and  brooks, 
Their  smiles  and  nods  in  shady  nooks, 
Their  noonday  gaze  I 

And  now,  with  buskined  foot 
And  sober  mien,  the  calmer  Autumn  comes ; 
Still,  summer-like,  the  wild  bee  hums ; 
Not  yet  in  copses  dense  the  partridge  drums^ 
Nor  round  the  twisted  root 

Of  forest  tree  the  red  leaves  clust'ring  lie ; 
And  still  a  golden-tinted  haze 
Wraps  the  horizon's  distant  ways : 
Naught  to  the  vision  yet  betrays 

That  summer  hath  gone  by ! 
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So  fleets  Life's  stunmer,  like  the  empurpled  wing 
Of  this  bright  season,  flrom  our  wishful  gaze ; 
And  Aatumn  oometh  with  its  chastened  rajs. 
Like  this  glide  onward  all  our  summer  dajs, 
And  such  sweet  lessons  bring ! 
Augutt  81«f,  1854  Wm.  W.  Morlaxd. 


MY     CAMPAIGN     REMINISCENCES. 


PAPBE     FOVBTH. 


Among  the  best  known  of  the  members  of  my  company  was  O'G , 

whose  christened  appellation  coincided  with  that  of  the  patron  saint  of 
the  isle  of  his  nativity.  From  the  instant  the  service  became  so  highly 
honored  as  to  obtain  his  entry  into  it  he  proved  as  fruitful  a  source  of 
discomfort  to  his  best  friends  as  to  his  mortal  enemies.  I  well  recollect 
with  what  a  flourish  he  entered  the  depot  for  troops,  preparatory  to  our 
embarkation  for  the  land  of  promise  ;  that  country  where  a  pugnacious 
spirit  would  not  for  its  gratification  be  under  the  necessity  of  trailing 
lus  coat  to  induce  a  melee,  as  at  Donnybrook  Fair  in  the  olden  time. 

Two  men  entered  the  fort  late  at  night,  heavily  laden  with  trunks, 
caipet-bags,  and  a  huge  valise,  all  of  which,  pursuant  to  the  authorita- 
tive mandate  of  a  foreign-looking  gentleman,  they  dumped  into  a  cor- 
ner, picked  up  the  coin  tossed  to  them,  and  left. 

Foreign  the  stranger  was  beyond  the  remotest  shadow  of  a  doubt ; 
for,  in  addition  to  the  stiff  hirsute  appendage  which,  like  a  brush  made 
from  the  bristles  of  the  whitest  of  the  porcine  race,  projected  from  his 
upper  lip,  his  accent  smacked  of  the  turf  of  what  the  natives  thereof 
delight  to  term  the  *  land  of  the  ready  heart  and  the  flashing  blade.' 
He  administered  several  hearty  rebukes  up(Hi  such  of  his  compatriots 
as  manifested  an  undue  degree  of  curiosity ;  but,  to  the  infinite  diver- 
sion of  the  by-standers,  themselves  soldiers  whom  he  for  the  first  time 
then  saw,  all  his  rebufls  recoiled  upon  his  own  head  with  ten-fold 
fixrce. 

It  was  one  of  the  most  frigid  nights  of  December,  and  the  keen  atmo- 
sphere had  crystallized  the  brooks  and  ponds  into  glass,  firm  as  marble, 
fuid  the  frost-winged  gale  rendered  an  out-door  sojourn  any  thing  but  a 
matter  of  pleasure ;  nay,  so  intensely  acute  was  the  cold  that  the  sen- 
tinels, dropping  the  usual  dignity  of  their  office,  trotted  and  cantered 
back  and  forth  to  keep  the  sluggish  blood  in  circulation ;  while  in-doors, 
to  generate  caloric,  fagots  were  heaped  up,  yet  hardly  kept  the  tem- 
perature above  the  freezing 'point.  The  travelled  individual  had  regis- 
tered his  name  in  ahold,  dashing  hand,  hotel-fashion,  which  sign-manual 
duly  enlisted  him  as  a  warrior  £»  an  indefinite  term,  when  he  turned 
ap  his  nose  at  an  angle  of  more  than  seventy  degrees,  declared  that  the 
effluvia  of  the  crowded  sleeping-room  was  highly  ofiensive,  and  the 
coarse  food  unfit  for  a  savage,  at  which  damnable  heresies  there  arose  a 
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great  uproar.  Such  a  speecli  was  calculated  to  raise  a  mutiny,  and  it 
almost  led  to  a  justifiable  homicide  as  the  enraged  orderly-sergeant 
defended  the  honor  of  sour  bread  and  fat  pork  ;  but  when  the  fomenter 
of  discord  set  the  outer  door  of  the  dormitory  wide  open  and  admitted 
the  searching  blast  the  out-cry  became  genend. 

*  What !  lave  my  mother  and  a  feather-bed  to  slape  on  straw  —  and 
sich  straw  I    Och,  my ! ' 

'  If  you  do  n't  like  your  bunk,  you  can  sleep  on  the  soft  side  of  a  plank/ 
answered  a  provoking  corporal. 

'  Not  for  the  commander  of  all  the  foorces.  Where  's  the  liftinant 
who  listed  me  ?  1 11  complain  to  him,  so  I  will,  for  sich  purty  thieat- 
ment  to  a  gintleman.     Ye !  ye  !  * 

'  Take  him  to  the  guard-house !  *  roared  the  enraged  orderly.  To  that 
receptacle  for  culprits  the  disobedient  person  in  black  was  straightway 
lugged,  though  not  with  his  entire  approbation  nor  tame  submission ; 
for  all  the  way,  as  his  captors  scuffled  along  with  him  over  the  fioosen 
ground  and  ice,  he  reared,  kicked,  and  plunged  to  free  himself,  vainly 
calling  upon  the  name  of  his  supposed  friend  the  recruiting  officer,  ks 
we  afterward  learned,  he  soon  became  the  very  life  of  the  guard-honae 
by  his  jollity,  his  rage  and  appetite  having  subsided ;  and  he  so  ingra- 
tiated himself  into  the  afiections  of  the  men  there  stationed  that  when 
a  permit  for  his  release  arrived  none  was  willing  that  he  should  leave. 
His  jocular  manner  and  almost  inexhaustible  supply  of  songs  and 
roof-splitting  recitals,  and  his  ludicrous  way  of  telling  and  doing  every 
thing  completely  captivated  his  auditors,  and  materially  abbreviated 
the  tedium  of  night.  So  great  was  the  noise  raised  by  his  quintessence 
of  humor,  his  whimsicalities,  his  inimitable  ballads,  that  the  officer  of 
the  day  was  obhged  to  send  an  order  for  silence  ;  and  some  people  who 
resided  half  a  mile  from  the  fort  the  next  day  deposed  to  their  belief 
that  there  had  been  some  out-break  in  the  night  among  the  troops,  and 
all  agreed  that  if  the  military  guard  were  keepers  of  the  public  peace, 
they,  at  all  events,  did  not  keep  it  in  the  guard-house.    From  that  time 

Mr.  P.  O'G was  quite  a  popular  favorite  with  his  fellows,  an 

attachment  that  was  by  no  means  impeded  in  its  growth  by  his  generous 
prodigality.  Among  those  whom  he  particularly  fancied  he  pa^rted  his 
raiment,  of  which  he  had  a  replete  wardrobe  in  his  trunks,  carpet-bags, 
and  valise,  amply  sufficient  to  decently  attire  half  a  score ;  and  so 
pleased  were  a  couple  of  recruits  with  the  genteel  citizen-dress  that  one 
dark  night,  on  the  strength  of  it  they  defied  the  livery  of  war  and  retired 
into  private  life. 

Not  to  seem  to  deprive  the  newly-fledged  soldiery  of  all  their  municipal 
rights  at  one  fell  swoop,  the  encroachment  was  gradually  tapered  oS 
from  the  full  enjoyments  of  the  privileges  of  civil  life ;  and  a  new  sys- 
tem of  rewards  and  punishments  was  laid  open  to  them,  eventuating  in 
strict  discipline.  First  came  the  actual  mustering  into  service,  during 
which  process  the  commander  informed  the  gentlemen  that  in  becom* 
ing  soldSers  they  did  not  put  off  the  citizen  —  a  pleasant  fiction,  inas- 
much as  the  soldier  does  too  often  put  ofi*  the  citizen ;  then,  in  a  strain 
of  apparently  unmingled  fervid  patriotism,  he  continued  his  address  until 
the  trap  was  sprung,  and  actual  service  b^;an  in  earnest.    Then  his 
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stem  voice  came  back,  and  with  a  cold,  fonnal  wave  of  the  hand,  he 
said :  *  Now,  soldiers^  to  your  duties !  *  The  last  civic  right  which 
remained  inviolate  was  the  elective  franchise,  as  far  as  went  the  desig- 
nation of  non-commissioned  officers ;  and  even  that  remained  intact  but 
for  a  week  or  two.     By  an  almost  nnanimous  vote  of  his  constituency, 

0*G was  returned  as  one  of  the  duty-sergeants,  though  no  more 

qualified  for  the  post  than  for  that  of  minister  plenipotentiary.  The 
farce  of  election  was  soon  entirely  disregarded,  he  by  a  smnmaiy  pro- 
ceeding reduced  to  the  ranks,  and  his  chmtms  transferred  to  the  sleeves 
of  one  more  competent.  His  proneness  to  egregious  blunders,  and  wit, 
and  comicality,  which  flowed  from  him  like  a  natural  spring  and  bub- 
bled and  frothed  out  at  each  word,  made  him  at  each  ebullition  the 
observed  of  all  with  whom  he  came  in  contact.  Yet  few  more  really 
accomplished  men  took  the  goose-step  than  himself,  witii  all  his  oddities. 
With  a  university  education,  the  heir  expectant  of  a  wealthy,  infirm 
collateral  ancestor,  he  was  the  erratic  darling  of  his  maternal  parent. 
Having  come  into  possession  of  worldly  pelf  to  the  snug  amount  of 
three  hundred  pounds  sterling,  he  left  his  mother  and  a  feather-bed  to 
seek  his  fortmie  in  '  perfidious  Albion ; '  but,  as  ill  fortune  would  have 
it,  a  witch  in  angel  form  caught  and  arrested  his  attention.  He  pur- 
sued the  ignis  fatuus  on  board  of  an  American-bound  steam-ship,  tak- 
ing it  as  a  tacit  arrangement  for  him  to  go  along ;  and  although  the 
fair  inamorata  paid  no  attention  to  him  on  the  passage,  he  ascribed  that 
to  modesty  and  sea-sickness  ;  and  he  did  not  come  to  his  senses  until  the 
steamer  reached  her  dock,  and  a  bold  British  officer  claimed  the  lady  as 
his  wife. 

A  volatile  disposition  led  0*G into  the  society  of  divers  gay  fel- 
lows, who  relieved  him  of  the  care  of  any  superfluous  cash,  and  in  three 
months  he  was  as  penniless  a  private  as  ever  embarked  on  foreign  eer- 
vice  —  the  most  glorious  service  imaginable,  say  the  recruiting-agents. 
He  used  to  console  himself  with  the  idea  that  he  had  severed  all  con- 
nection with  and  allegiance  to  the  government  which  makes  it  a  capi- 
tal felony  to  imagine  the  death  of  the  queen,  a  penalty  which  he  patri- 
otically had  incurred  several  times  at  repeal-meetings,  and  whose  laws 
deem  it  as  criminal  to  deface  the  coin  of  the  realm  as  to  deface  the 
figure-heads  of  her  majesty's  subjects. 

During  the  circumvaUation  of  Vera  Cruz  our  hero  was  daily  guilty 
of  so  many  enormities  that  he  kept  his  officers  continually  in  hot  water. 
His  thoughtlessness  made  him  far  more  dangerous  to  his  allies  than  to 
his  fi)e8  ;  for  on  a  patrol  or  a  picket-guard,  when  a  sneeze  was  not  so 
nmch  as  to  be  thought  of,  he  would  titillate  all  near  him,  until  secresy, 
the  life  of  war,  was  completely  set  at  defiance.  Nor  was  that  all. 
We  were  at  one  time  practising  light-infantry  movements,  and  had  come 
to  a  kneeling  position,  each  piece  levelled  at  imaginary  foes  in  the  chap- 
paral.     I  walked  in  firont  of  the  line  to  correct  any  inaccuracy  of  aim 

or  handling,  when  bang  went  the  musket  of  O'G ,  the  ball  barely 

clearing  my  person.  That  narrow  escape  of  a  curtaihnent  of  my  pro- 
per dimensions  impressed  me  with  the  necessity  of  keeping  a  watchful 
eye  on  the  blunderer  who  anticipated  the  order  to  fire. 

One  day  found  me  doing  duty  as  senior  officer  of  the  gaard.    Not  a 
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little  inclined  to  '  magnify  mine  ofEce/  after  my  then  recent  release  from 
the  thraldom  of  student-liie,  to  slide  into  the  command  of  above  eigh^ 
good  men  and  true,  I  exerted  myself  to  the  utmost  to  so  en&rce  disci* 
pline,  that  no  discredit  coidd  in  any  way  alight  upon  us.  Each  button- 
hole was  closed,  each  chin-strap  in  its  place,  the  belts  finely  pipe-clayed, 
and  brasses  shining  their  brightest.  Eandom  shots  occasionally  hovered 
and  sang  over-head,  but  they  were  the  smallest  of  the  troubles  that 
assailed  me.  Of  the  spzinkling  of  Hibernians  who  amply  exercised  all 
the  patience  of  their  officeis,  no  one  coidd,  for  downright  moral  turpitude, 

compare  with  the  black-muzzled  John  McD .    What  was  to  be 

done  with  him  ?  That  question  had  been  asked  and  answered  ao  often. 
that  some  extraordinary  medicine  was  found  to  be  necessary  in  order  to 
afiect  his  moral  health  ;  for  his  roguery  was  deep-seated  in  his  blood* 
and  in  the  marrow  of  his  bones,  and  no  gentle  prescription  ever  satifr- 
fied  him.  That  ingenious  mode  of  torture,  the  buck-and-gag,  had  been 
set  at  naught  by  the  most  incorrigible  of  ofienders.  He  seemed  rather 
to  like  it,  shocking  as  from  a  description  of  it  that  punishment  may 
seem.  The  hands  were  tightly  laahed  together  by  a  cord,  and  the  cul> 
prit  compelled  to  sit  on  the  ground ;  then  the  tied  arms  were  extended 
over  the  knees  and  kept  in  that  position  by  a  long  stick  run  through 
between  the  back  of  the  knees  and  the  arms ;  then  a  bayonet  was 
forced  athwart  his  capacious  jaws  between  the  teeth,  expanding  the 
liberal  natural  dimensions  of  bis  beautiful  open  countenance,  and  the 
cold  iron  was  kept  tightly  wedged  in  and  secured  by  another  cord  back 
of  the  head.  Dear  me  I  that  mouth  was  stretched  until  the  comeis 
nearly  touched  the  bright-red  ears  ;  and  then  he  grimaced  like  one  of 
the  most  grotesque  idols  of  pagan  wonship,  smiling  as  in  soom.  For 
about  twenty-four  hours  he  was  thus  exhibited  on  the  parade-ground,  a 
time  sufficient  to  quell  any  less  rebellious  heart,  or  to  kill  any  weak- 
framed  man.  With  some  thero  is  no  truth  but  bodily  sensation,  but  he 
lightly  regarded  all  coiporoal  suffering.  Might  not  homcoopathic  treat- 
ment effect  a  change  when  other  means  had  failed  ?  It  was  an  expe- 
riment. The  rofractory  fellow  appeared,  wondering  what  was  in  store 
for  him. 

*  McD ,  any  infiraction  of  duty  this  day  will  be  visited  heartily 

upon  the  head  of  the  wrong-doer.  I  am  going  to  appoint  a  lance-cor- 
poral, to  take  the  place  of  one  who  is  sick,  and  orders  shall  be  obeyed. 
Do  you  understand.  Sir  ? ' 

He  did  not  see  the  drift  of  my  remarks  ;  but  prosently  the  scales  fell 
from  his  eyes,  and  his  gruif,  dogged  look  left  him. 

'  I  am  going  to  appomt  a  man  who  can  materially  aid  me.  John, 
you  are  lance-corporal  for  this  tour.* 

He  was  so  elated  at  the  unlooked-for  promjption  as  to  be  half  beside 
himself;  and  to  make  one  redeeming  exception  in  the  auto-biography 
of  a  confirmed  ruffian,  he  was  the  most  vigilant  of  all  the  guard.  The 
sentinels  were  posted,  while  all  the  men  who  wero  not  busy  were  sta- 
tioned in  a  cane-built  rancho,  to  be  ready  at  an  instant's  warning  to 
turn  out.  The  cooks  having  built  their  fires,  soon  many  huge  pots  were 
simmering,  and  the  steam  of  cofiee  and  savory  viands  regaled  our  noa^ 
trils.    Just  as  the  soup  had  been  dealt  out,  and  the  attack  conmienocd 
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with  Bpoon-exeiciee,  notice  was  given  of  the  approach  of  a  general-offi- 
cer. Ere  the  dignitary  had  doubled  the  «and-hill  which  hid  him  from 
us  our  ranks  were  formed,  and  at  the  proper  moment  he  was  received 
by  presenting  arms.  There  could  be  no  mistaking  that  form ;  it  was  Gen. 
Scott.  As  Uie  cavalcade  halted  in  front  of  our  line  we  felt  that  there 
was  no  cause  to  bhish  for  the  appearance,  driU,  and  appointments  of  the 
guard.  With  his  usual  dignified  suavity  the  gener^-in-chief  acknow- 
ledged our  salute  -;  and  as  his  scrutinizing  eye  ran  over  the  ranks,  he 
popounded  several  questions  in  a  kind  tone  of  voice.  How  gratifying 
it  was  to  observe  the  smile  that  lit  his  cheek  1  for  vanity  said  that  he 
was  well  pleased.  With  a  compliment  which  more  than  confirmed  my 
self-gratulations,  he  touched  his  cap,  and  on  moved  the  procession,  to 
catch  my  next  neighbor  naming,  I  turned  to  the  ranks  to  dismiss  them. 
Did  my  eyes  play  me  false  f  Some  seconds  of  time  were  consumed  in 
solving  the  question.  Like  so  many  statues  stood  the  men,  in  erect 
military  attitude.  From  about  the  centre  of  the  front  rank  ascended  a 
convolution  of  what  seemed  like  smoke,  and  the  servant  of  Sir  Walter  Ba- 
leigh  was  not  more  surprised  when  he  saluted  with  a  bucket  of  water  his 
smoking  master  than  was  I  to  see  the  spiral  columns  of  vapor.     It  was 

steam  rising  from  the  left  side  of  O'G His  right  hand  held  the 

nraaket ;  and,  apparently  unconscious  of  fault,  his  left  hand  sustained  a 
hot  soup-can.  At  the  order  to  shoulder  arms  he  dexterously  transposed 
his  burdens.  With  a  single  exception  the  guard  were  dismiased,  and  the 
object  of  our  disgrace  was  pointed  out.  Instantaneously  the  burning 
thought  darted  into  his  feathery  brain  and  stole  away  lus  speech  and 
breaUi.  His  jaws  unceremoniously  parted  company,  and  in  rueful 
contemplation  he  stood,  like  one  entranced,  expecting  the  speedy  ven- 
geance of  the  law.     The  *  Iron  Juke '  had  shot  more  than  one  of  his 

men  for  far  less  an  infraction  of  etiquette  than  that,  as  O'G well 

knew  from  novels.  Expostulations  were  idle.  All  felt  the  shame,  and 
a  victim  was  demanded.  A  thirty-two-pound  cannon-ball  had  been 
mdely  hurled  into  our  camp,  and  now  lay  half-buried  in  the  earth. 
The  o&nder  was  instructed  to  put  that  into  his  knapsack,  to  sling  the 
latter  on  his  back,  and  so  remain  until  further  orders.  Precept  failing, 
example  —  as  rigorous  chastisement  is  called  in  the  army — was  the 
only  alternative  for  the  preservation  of  rule. 

The  half-ruined  rancho  afibrded  a  most  grateful  retreat  firom  the 
fierceness  of  the  solar  orb ;  and  its  larger  compartment  was  hung  round 
with  the  extra  trappings  of  the  men  who  beguiled  the  time  in  song  and 

pleasant  chat.    The  voice  of  O'G was  easily  distinguished,  as  he 

tzoUed  out  a  lilt,  and  the  others  caught  up  the  refrain.  It  almost  dis- 
armed me  of  anger  to  listen  to  him,  and,  but  for  the  necessity  of  disci- 
pline, further  punishment  should  have  been  remitted ;  for  did  it  not 
show  that  his  was  not  a  revengeful  disposition  tormenting  and  corroding^ 
as  the  Toledo  frets  its  sheath  ?  I  looked  into  the  place  from  which 
pioceeded  shrieks  of  merriment,  as  the  listeners  held  their  sides  to  keep 

them  firom  splitting.     There  was  O'G the  radiating  centre  of  a 

circle  of  pl^sant  faces ;  a  fixed  centre,  too ;  for  he  had  anchored  him- 
self on  a  bench,  having,  however,  first  taken  the  precaution  to  loosen 
the  straps  of  his  knapsack,  so  that  the  whole  weight  might  rest  on  the 
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seat.  If  my  angei  had  been  mollified  before  it  now  rose  to  fever-heat. 
He  respectfully  answered  my  interrbgatoiy  by  stating  that  he  had  only 
obeyed  orders.  So  he  had  to  the  letter,  but  not  to  the  spirit ;  and  he 
fartiier  excused  himself  as  he  did  not  belong  to  the  standing  army. 
The  assiduous  lance-corporal,  who  permitt^  no  violation  of  duty  m 
any  one  else,  came  in  bearing  a  ball  much  heavier  than  the  first 

'  But,  Sir,  I  obeyed  orders.' 

*  So  you  did.  Now  continue  your  fidelity  to  the  service  by  patting 
that  additional  token  of  favor  into  your  knapsack.  Take  your  musket ; 
go  on  post.' 

His  incorrigibility  was  superlatively  annoying.  Two.  hours  elapsed 
without  a  murmur  from  him,  as  he  stalked  about  in  the  broiling  sun. 
His  will  was  strong,  and  his  muscles  like  iron.  Another  hour  rolled  on 
without  his  indomitable  spirit  giving  way,  and  he  declined  all  inters 
vention  to  procure  his  release  from  duress,  although  a  single  word  would 
have  accomplished  it.  Attracted  by  the  protuberant  spectacle,  the 
major  of  our  corps  rode  up.  A  sergeant  briefly  explained  matters. 
The  major,  with  a  malison  upon  the  ofiender's  head,  thought  the  pun- 
ishment altogether  too  light ;  and  not  long  after  the  lieutenant-colonel 
showing  himself,  heard  from  the  culprit  his  own  version  of  the  tale, 
became  highly  incensed  thereat,  and  told  him  that  he  ought  to  be 

hanged.    The  meridian  was  past,  and  0*G was  almost  firied  out, 

yet  no  one  could  infer  firom  his  leisurely,  caidess  gait  that  he  was  in 
tribulation. 

'  Well,  0*G ,  you  have  probably  been  sufficiently  admonished  to 

make  you  more  particular  in  future.  You  have  brought  upon  yourself 
exposure  and  fatigue.' 

'  Fatigue,  is  it,  Sir  ?  Sure  this  is  only  a  light  bit  of  walking.  Hope 
we  '11  have  no  worse  in  taking  yonder  hiUs.' 

'  Since  you  like  it  so  much  you  may  try  another  hour  or  so ;  after 
which,  sergeant,  you  will  release  him.' 

'  Very  well,  Sir,'  said  the  wag  of  a  prisoner. 

The  next  morning  Major  General  P received,  among  many  oiher 

documents  and  episUes,  one  which  from  its  remarkably  beautiful  cali- 
graphy  engaged  his  immediate  notice.  The  signature  afforded  no  clue 
to  its  contents.  The  language  of  the  missive  was  polished  and  its  tenor 
highly  respectful,  forcibly  and  eloquently  penned.  It  set  fortli  that  the 
memorialist  had,  as  he  humbly  conceived,  received  at  the  hands  of  divers 
persons  by  him  alluded  to,  including  two  certain  field  officers  and  one 
officer  of  the  line,  grievous  wrongs,  contrary  to  the  usages  and  eustoniB 
of  civilized  nations ;  that  when  appealed  to,  the  said  parties,  unmind- 
ful of  justice,  replied  harshly,  making  use  of  highly  demoralizing 
expressions,  thus  encouraging  a  spirit  of  insubordination ;  and  it  con- 
cluded with  a  prayer  for  relief,  and  an  invocation  to  the  shade  of 
Justice. 

It  was  thought  to  be  an  ingenious  device  of  some  sharp-witted  fellow 
to  bring  himself  into  notice,  perhaps  to  attain  an  appointment  where 
his  abilities  could  be  appreciated  and  remunerated  ;  and,  whether  inten- 
tional or  not,  no  investigation  was  ever  made  of  the  wrongs  com- 
plained of  w.  n.  BBomfK 
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Jlomt  JSmall  porais. 

THE  OOAT-HEBD. 


'  Old  mother  Zanbttb,  I,  Jacqxtes,  am  bold ; 
But  the  Alps  last  night  a  stonn  foretold : 
Go  jon  with  the  herd^  1 11  stay  by  the  fold.' 


Up  the  slope  with  her  goats  and  her  goad  she  crawls ; 
Loudly  she  sings  when  the  dark  torrent  brawls ; 
Loudly  she  laughs  when  the  ayalanche  falls! 


'I'll  eat  up  the  cords  — nol  111  waken  Iselle; 
My  cousin  Iselle  ;  she  shall  come  and  tell 
Old  Lauter-brun's  legend—  *  The  DtviCa  BeUr 


'  I  heard  her  tell  it  when  Hakau  came, 
The  Heidelberg  imp  with  a  bookish  &me : 
Our  chamois  hunters  laughed  him  to  shame  I 


'  1 1\  creep  to  her  door,  and  take  a  sly  peep 
At '  The  Bose  of  the  Alps '  when  folded  in  sleep : 
Why  lies  she  a-dreaming,  and  why  does  she  weep  7 


'  Some  day,  old  mother,  imder  the  thatch 
She  '11  leave  you  alone  1  look  to  the  latch : 
I  '11  go  for  the  goats ;  the  lamb  is  your  match.' 


Oir  this  lone  moor  I  rest  at  last ; 

Beyond  I  see  the  craggy  hills ; 

I  hear  the  whirr  of  distant  mills, 
And  feel  the  bitter  autumn  blast. 


'T  was  summer-time  but  yesterday: 
I  walked  within  my  garden  bowers, 
And  plucked  a  crown  of  bridal  flowers 

To  bind  the  locks  that  now  are  gray. 


I  heard  in  dreams  the  sweet  joy^bells: 
I  woke  to  see  a  woman  pale 
Tear  apart  my  bridal  veil, 

With  flaming  eyes  and  hideous  yells  1 
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FAULT-FINDING. 


BT      STLVIiu 

'  There  is  an  evil  under  the  Bun,  and  it  is  common  among  men/ 
The  evil  pervades  all  ranks  of  society ;  men  and  women  are  tainted 
with  it ;  and  all,  whatsoever  their  condition,  feel  more  or  less  of  its 
efiects.  Though  using  no  stronger  weapon  than  words,  it  reaches  every 
thing  it  is  intended  to  affect ;  and  all  things  beautiful  or  lovely  in 
character,  speech,  or  art,  whether  the  first  be  pure  and  of  good  report, 
the  second  full  of  eloquence,  and  the  last  faultless  as  heaven-bom  genius 
can  make  it,  yield  to  the  influence  of  the  evil  that  discovers  faults,  and 
renders  them  more  marked  than  all  things  else.  The  evil,  too,  is  twin- 
bom  with  the  expulsion  of  our  first  parents  from  Paradise,  and  since 
that  time  has  been  the  sin  most  easily  besetting  our  humanity.  It 
steals  upon  us  unawares ;  we  leam  it  of  our  elders  in  childhood,  and  it 
is  the  easiest  lesson  we  ever  leam.  As  we  journey  through  life,  a 
thousand  trivial  circumstances  further  develop  and  strengthen  the  pro- 
pensity to  commit  it  ^  the  universal  sin  of  fault-finding.  In  another, 
the  sin  is  displeasing,  and  we  instinctively  shun  the  one  most  guilty  of 
it ;  but  disappointment,  dislike,  envy,  and  uncharitableness  wUl  make 
us  as  censurable  as  they  are.  None  of  us  can  escape  the  confession 
that  we  indulge  too  much  and  too  often  in  fault-finding. 

We  are  beings  variously  constituted  —  no  two  of  the  human  species 
being  in  all  respects  alike.  The  mind  is  difierent  in  each  individual ; 
the  afiections  rise  or  fall  in  an  infinite  scale,  and  Heaven  in  its  wisdom 
has  fixed  the  destiny  of  each  by  fixed  and  unchangeable  laws.  The 
eye  of  one  takes  in  fuller  views  of  beauty  and  magnificence  ;  the  ear  of 
another  is  so  exquisitely  attuned  that  it  imbibes  the  fullest  measures 
of  harmony ;  and  a  third  has  all  the  senses  so  refined,  the  thoughts  so 
elevated,  the  mind  so  capacious,  that  he  can  realize  all  the  wondrous 
beauties  our  Father  has  displayed  in  the  skies  above  us,  and  thrown 
with  lavish  profusion  on  the  myriad  forms  of  earth.  To  him  these 
things  are 

*  A  JOT  for  ever ; 

Their  loveliness  increases ;  it  will  never 

Puss  into  nothingness ;  but  still  will  keep 

A  bower  quiet  for  him,  and  a  sleep 

Full  of  sweet  dreams  and  health  and  quiet  breathing.' 

Strange  it  is  that  from  this  infinite  variety  of  the  mental,  moral,  and 
physical  world  there  should  arise  discord.  But  mingled  with  this 
beauty  there  are  many  imperfections.  The  painter  fails  to  embody  on 
canvas  his  glowing  conceptions  ;  the  poet  finds  words  too  feeble  for  his 
ecstatic  thoughts,  and  the  same  imperfections  pervade  all  that  belongs 
to  man.  There  are  imperfections  of  talents  and  vagaries  of  genius ; 
defects  of  taste  and  skill,  feebleness  of  conception,  and  weakness  in 
eflbrt.     None  are  all  good,  and  how  many  failings  have  not  the  best 
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of  men !  The  finest  natures  have  sometimes  commingled  the  most  of 
earthinesB  ;  and  those  who  sumrand  us,  the  longest  known  and  the  best 
loved,  it  may  be,  come  very  far  short  of  what  our  inmost  souls  desire. 
They  are  selfish,  or  perhaps  proud  ;  frequent  intercourse  with  them  has 
let  in  hght  through  many  a  moral  rent  upon  their  true  characters ; 
they  cease  to  excite  our  admiration  for  their  words  and  actions,  which 
they  once  did,  or  we  no  longer  love  them  because  they  have  unwittingly 
or  wilfully  poisoned  the  sweet  charities  of  hfe ;  and  we  whose  spirits 
have  been  chafed  by  their  imperfections,  vent  our  grief  and  displeasure 
in  finding  fault. 

Fault-finders  are  easily  divided  in  three  classes.  First,  the  occasional ; 
second,  the  professed ;  third,  the  inveterate.  The  first  of  these  classes 
comprises  by  far  the  laigest  number  of  fault-finders,  and  they  are  those 
who  are  well  aware  of  the  evil  they  indulge  in,  but  have  not  the  firm 
self-control  to  check  it  always.  There  are  times  in  the  life  even  of  the 
most  amiable  and  forgiving  when  daily  trials  and  petty  vexations  dis- 
turb the  wonted  serenity  of  temper  ;  and  at  such  times  the  memory  will 
be  busy  in  recalling  forgotten  faults ;  the  mind  dwells  on  imperfections 
of  character  which  but  for  trials  and  temptations  had  never  been 
thought  of.  Then  it  is  the  good  man  and  the  mildest-tempered  woman 
will  utter  sharp  words,  and  make  still  more  cutting  reflections.  Faults 
very  trivial  indeed  counterbalance  every  excellence  of  character,  and 
if  liie  object  of  displeasure  does  not  feel  convicted,  it  is  not  because 
words  and  actions  and  acerbity  of  feeling  have  not  all  combined  to 
prove  bow  much  the  real  or  fancied  faults  of  the  offenders  have  occupied 
our  thoughts.  In  better  moments  such  feelings  never  ruffle  the  serenity 
of  our  dispositions,  nor  such  cutting  language  escapes  the  lips.  Charity 
ought  to  cover  a  multitude  of  sins,  and  love  should  efiectually  correct 
many  a  fault. 

The  sole  object  and  aim  of  professional  fault-finders  seem  to  be  to 
carp  at,  sneer  at,  and  deride  the  eflbrts  of  all  others  but  themselves* 
Nothing  that  another  does  ever  suits  them,  though  for  themselves 
they  claim  the  mildest  judgment.  If  an  act  of  charity  is  done,  such  as 
Heaven  dictates  and  approves,  they  discover  some  improper  motive 
in  its  bestowal.  If  a  painter  like  Allston  or  a  sculptor  like  Powers 
exhibit  their  work,  their  penetrating  vision  can  detect  a  hundred  faults.. 
If  a  neighbor  or  a  friend  produce  something  worthy  of  praise,  they  are 
the  first  to  ridicule  its  merits  and  expose  its  weakness.  If  one  is  the 
parent  of  an  original  thought,  they  confidently  assert  its  borrowed  origin ; 
and  if  he  give  an  invention  to  the  world,  they  pronounce  it  overrated  in 
its  usefulness  and  importance.  If  a  good  book  is  written,  they  call  it 
stupid  ;  and  if  a  great  man  claim  our  veneration,  they  wonder  how  such 
a  man  gained  so  much  influence,  and  what  there  is  really  in  his  charac- 
ter to  respect.  They  never  saw  any  thing  or  heard  of  any  thing,  and 
very  much  doubt  if  any  one  else  ever  did.  Call  their  attention  to  a 
landscape,  with  its  sleeping  valleys  and  quiet  plains,  its  sunny  hill-tops 
and  its  placid  river,  like  a  silvery  thread,  binding  all  together  in  one 
radiant  scene  of  beauty ;  and  they  can  only  see  in  it  all  an  aggre- 
gation of  defects.  Tell  them  that  some  poor  unfortunate,  sorely 
tempted,  has  been  guilty  of  a  very  great  sin,  extorting  from  all  the 
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deepest  and  most  heart-felt  pity,  and  the  profesBiona}  fanlt-finder  will  be 
compassionate  too.  It  is  lamentable  that  any  one  ^ould  do  this  thing ; 
it  is  passing  strange  that  any  child,  woman,  or  man  shonld  be  weak 
enough  to  yield  to  temptation.  The  erring  ought  certainly  to  be  more 
virtuous ;  they  should  have  reflected  much  on  the  consequences  of  doing 
wrong  and  going  astray ;  and  the  delinquent  has  impressed  on  his  or 
her  memory  that  though  the  sin  is  great,  the  sinner  is  far  greater.  And 
80  this  class  go  through  life  finding  fa<ilt.  They  are  thems^ires  not 
mxhappy  persons,  nor  viciously  inclined  to  bring  unhappiness  on  othen. 
They  are  fond  of  drawing  cx)mpariBons,  and  sometimes  do  good  by  thdr 
unsparing  exposure  of  faults ;  but  who  does  not  dislike  them,  and  dread 
the  nnfeelingness  with  which  they  treat  you  to  a  recital,  it  may  be,  of 
your  own  short-comings,  or  to  a  lengthened  detail  of  the  fiiilings  d 
every  one  with  whom  you  are  acquainted  ? 

But  of  all  unhappy  persons,  the  inveterate,  perverse  fault-finders  are 
the  most  wretched ;  nor  unfortunately  are  they  by  any  means  few. 
They  are  often  met  with,  and  some  of  us,  perhaps  all  of  us,  have  come 
in  contact  with  them,  either  in  a  firiend  or  in  a  relative ;  at  home  or 
abroad ;  and  everywhere  they  pursue  their  ill  destiny  —  to  find  mieea»* 
ing,  unwearying  fault.  Their  minds  are  always  anxious  ;  nothing  with 
them  goes  right.  Trouble,  misfortune,  and  woe  are  their  portion  in  life. 
The  weather  is  never  to  their  liking ;  to-day  it  is  too  hot ;  to-morrow  it 
will  be<too  cold  ;  and  the  succeeding  day  will  be  neither  hot  nor  eold, 
and  they  wish  it  was  either  one  thing  or  the  other.  The  wind  is  fixr 
ever  radely  blowing  dust  in  their  eyes,  and  in  their  sore  distress  they 
believe  the  wind  was  made  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  eause  them 
discomfort.  To-day  it  is  horridly  rainy,  or  it  is  too  bright ;  the  skies  are 
too  clear,  4)r  the  clouds  too  gloomy  and  lowering.  That  old  scape-goatv 
the  weather,  never  did  and  never  will  please  them ;  the  sun  never 
shines  according  to  their  notions  of  sunshine ;  and  they  console  ikemr 
selves,  if  such  poor,  afficted,  tormented  people  are  ever  consoled, 
that  in  their  young  days  the  hours  flew  by  on  &iry  wings,  and  all  vma 
beautiful,  serene,  and  bright.  Neither  within  nor  without  are  they  at 
ease ;  for  in  addition  to  their  other  causes  of  complaint,  they  are  gene- 
rally walking  hospitals,  eanying  about  with  them  *  all  the  ills  that 
flesh  is  heir  to.^  Now  it  is  the  head  that  is  at  fault ;  no  one  else  ia 
troubled  with  such  poor  weak  heads  as  they  have.  Or  if  the  head  is  few 
once  sound,  the  body  is  racked  with  grievous  pains.  They  delight  ib 
miseries,  and  can  tell  who  i&  sick,  who  is  dead,  and  who  are  dying,  and 
can  enumerate  in  the  dolefiilest  of  tones  how  many  of  their  fiienda  like 
themselves  are  afflicted.  This  one  has  the  rheumatism,  because  he 
would  sit  in  a  damp  place  ;  another  will  certainly  die  with  consump- 
tion, because  he  neglected  the  advice  of  some  amateur  physician  ;  and 
a  neighbor's  children  have  got  the  mumps  or  measles,  because  th^ 
played  with  John  Smith's,  round  the  comer.  If  an  acquaintance 
become  ill,  it  serves  him  right ;  he  had  no  business  to  get  sick ;  if  he 
escape  the  affliction,  he  ought  to  be  sick  a  week  or  so,  that  he  might 
learn  to  prize  more  highly  than  he  does  the  blessings  of  health  ;  but 
should  he  die,  he  might  have  lived  longer,  had  his  physician  been  nuxre 
ddllful,  or  his  nurse  more  careful ;  every  thing  was  done  wrongly  and 
poorly ;  this  potion  was  wrong,  and  that  draught  useless. 
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it  is  at  hoiBB,  howevez,  when  Minaiiiidad  by  those  irlio  patientlj 
enime  the  mifleries  they  cannot  avoid,  that  the  inTeterate  fatilt-find^» 
duplsy  their  moet  peirane  habits.  Self*intei«Bt,  politeneflB,  and  a 
cflctaim  ainoant  of  afiabiUty -vdtich  the  world  demaiids  ahaU  bebi^ 
intsiooarBe  of  men,  will  reftraia  the  too  fieqnrat  manifestation  of  it  in 
flDeiety ;  but  ffbim  the  world  ia  abut  out,  and  evening  oalla  tb»  lovied 
onee  fiom  their  taaka  to  find  a  leating-pkiee,  a  solace  for  every  care,  a 
balm  fiar  every  aonow,  in  the  resort 

'  Of  love,  of  joj,  of  peace  and  pletitr,  where, 
Bnpportiiig  and  supported,  polusbec  friends 
And  dear  rebtknia  miqgle  into  bliaa^' 

then  18  heard  in  all  its  bitterness  the  complaining  of  a  spirit  which 
cannot  be  soothed,  and  will  not  rest  Even  childt^ood  to  such  an  one 
ia  full  of  faults,  and  these  are  pommented  on  so  often  and  so  mueh  that 
one  wonders  if  all  the  stories  told  of  childish  innocence  are  not  fabulous, 
having  no  existence  except  in  the  indulgent  imaginations  of  fond  fathers 
and  aflfeotkmrblinded  modiers.  Hear  the  failings  of  children  discussed, 
and  you  would  fain  believe  them  to  be  miniature  editions  of  wickedness, 
over  whom  it  was  necessary  to  keep  at  all  times  a  lynx-eyed  watchful- 
nesB  and  a  thoroughly-drilled  power  of  scolding,  lest  the  little  innocents 
should  do  any  wrong.  Would  that  the  influence  of  this  class  of  people 
upcfn  children  could  be  UAd ;  how  their  mirthfnlness  is  repressed ;  the 
sun-shine  of  their  nature  clouded  ;  their  afiections  alienated ;  and  they 
made  prematurely  selfish  and  unfeeling.  But  this  is  a  topic  of  itself, 
demanding  more  than  a  passing  allusion. 

As  the  perverse  fault-finder  judges  harshly  and  unsparingly  his  own 
household,  so  he  condemns  all  with  whom  he  associates.  None  so 
eager  to  detect  a  fault,  none  so  ready  to  sneer  at  the  unfortunate  as  he. 
The  erring  is  seldom  encouraged  by  his  kind  look  or  sympathetic  tear ; 
the  admonition  to  *  deal  kindly  witii  their  brother  man '  is  meaningless, 
and  the  angel  who  blots  out  with  a  tear  their  own  and  a  brother's  fail- 
ings, a  myth.  Their  jHrime  belief  is,  whatever  exists  is  wrong,  and 
Heaven,  in  its  wisdom,  made  nothing  good.  Whether  looking  into  the 
calm  blue  skies,  or  over  the  beautiful  earth ;  whether  feasting  their 
eyes  with  the  beauty  and  sublimity  of  a  Creator's  hand,  or  filling  their 
ears  with  the  rich  minstrelsy  ascendmg  day  and  night  from  aU  the  ani- 
mate fi>rms  of  earth ;  whether  mingling  with  their  fellows  in  the  broad 
thoroughfiires  of  life,  or  in  the  sacred  precincts  of  home,  the  dearest  of 
earth's  sanctuaries,  they  see  written  over  all,  in  inefiaceable  characters, 
'  Imperfection.' 

Fault-finding,  like  every  other  evil,  meets  with  its  own  reward.  An 
habitual  fault-finder  is  a  person  to  be  dreaded ;  we  may  tolerate,  but 
can  never  esteem  him.  He  is  shunned  by  all  who  prefer  the  sun-shine 
of  a  good  nature  to  the  Roominess  and  disquietude  of  an  unquiet  spirit. 
In  society  we  avoid  bim  as  we  would  a  pestilence  ;  not  even  the  most 
charitable  care  to  listen  to  the  speech  of  him  whose  mind  is  soured  and 
dwarfed  by  dwelling  too  much  on  fivbidden  subjects.  Who  can  tell 
how  much  of  disafiection  and  how  many  estrangements  he  causes ;  how 
many  young  minds  he  has  embittered ;  how  much  purity  of  charao- 
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ter  he  has  destroyed ;  and  how  many  innocent  naturee  he  hns  made 
precocioosly  learned  in  evil  ? 

Once  there  liyed  among  men  a  perfect  Model  of  character,  tempted 
in  all  points  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin.  During  His  stay  upon  earth  He 
was  never  known  to  speak  harshly  of  the  failings  of  men ;  hut  over  their 
fellies  was  often  seen  to  weep.  For  the  erring  He  had  the  profoundest 
sorrow ;  for  the  deeply  guilty  He  had  words  of  pardon,  to  '  go  and  sin 
no  more.'  Children  He  loyed,  and  made  the  angeU  in  heaven  their 
guardian  spirits.  Full  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief,  yet  no 
complaints  escaped  His  lips.  By  precept  and  example  He  taught  men 
to  love  each  other  as  they  loved  themselves ;  to  lay  aside  '  all  envy,  all 
uncharitahlenesB,  and  all  evil  speaking ; '  to  become  charitable  and  for- 
giving ;  to  treasure  in  the  sacredest  recesses  of  memory  the  good  otheip 
did :  but  to  write  the  injuries  received,  in  the  sand.  For  the  erring  He 
instructed  them  to  have  compassion ;  for  the  fallen  a  tear ;  for  the 
weak  a  supporting  hand ;  and  for  the  wanderer  a  guiding  finger.  He 
bade  them  always  remember  their  proneness  to  error,  and  never,  so 
long  as  they  felt  the  weakness  of  all  human  resolutions,  were  they  to 
forget 

*  Oft  UDknowingly  the  tongue 

Touches  on  a  chord  so  aching 
That  a  word  or  accent  wron? 

Pains  the  heart  almost  to  breaking. 
Many  a  tear  of  wounded  pride, 

Manj  a  fault  of  human  blindness 
Had  been  soothed  or  turned  aside 

Bj  a  quiet  roice  of  kindness.' 


HOPE. 

Hope  is  a  Stab,  which  to  spirit  bowed 

Is  only  hid  in  a  transient  cloud. 

It  twinkles  as  brightly  there  unseen 

As  when  Life's  leaflets  were  fresh  and  green ; 

And  it  lines  that  dond  with  a  silvery  hue. 

Which  gilds  the  world  we  are  paaemg  through. 

Hope  is  a  Flower^  whose  seed  was  given 
To  mortal  man  by  a  TaistO)  from  heaven. 
And  Hb  who  its  tints  and  fragrance  gives 
Imparts  the  spirit  by  which  it  lives. 
Oh  I  blest  the  man  who  has  will  and  powers 
To  bind  his  brow  with  those  precious  flowers  f 

Hope  is  a  Tsar  from  an  angeVs  eye, 
As  it  bends  o'er  our  grief  from  its  home  on  high, 
And  the  glistening  gom  is  endowed  the  same, 
By  the  pure  bright  Spibit  from  whence  it  came : 
How  sweet  to  &i(^,  when  mortal  sleeps, 
An  angel  bends  o'er  our  grief  and  weeps  I 

Hope  is  a  Dew-dbop,  in  Life's  first  mom, 
Br^ht  and  gay  as  the  heart  untom ; 
Holy,  sacred,  and  sweet  at  even, 
Tinged  with  the  parting  smile  of  heaven : 
Raising  the  heart  bowed  down  with  care 
To  all  that  is  holy  and  happy  there. 
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'  Come  here  to  the  lattice,  darling, 

And  cUmb  upon  my  knee ; 
The  Twilight  iF  gently  folding 

Its  arms  around  the  lea, 
And  its  zephyr  yoice  is  singing 

Old  memories  to  me. 

'Oh  1  I  love  to  linger,  darling. 

Here  at  the  even-time, 
When  the  distant  bells  are  ringing 

Their  holy  twilight  chime ; 
And  your  little  hand  is  lying 

So  quietly  in  mine. 

*  But  I  have  no  olden  legend 

To  tell  thee  o'er  to-night, 
Of  the  elves,  or  merry  &iries, 

That  dwell  in  halls  of  light; 
Or  of  fair  and  noble  ladies 

That  loved  then-  fearless  knights. 

'  But  I  'd  hear  thee  utter,  daiiing, 

Thy  heart's  deep,  earnest  prayer ; 
The  one  that  at  this  quiet  hour 

In  silence  whispers  there ; 
The  one  that  is  pure  and  holy, 
And  doth  no  evil  share.^ 

gHie  knelt  at  his  feet^  and  lowly 

She  bowed  her  golden  head, 
While  round  her  the  stars  of  heaven 

Their  dim,  soft  lustre  shed, 
And  all  seemed  cabn  and  silent 

As  the  chamber  of  the  dead. 

'Kind  Father!  '  said  she,  'may  the  twilight 

Of  grand-pa's  life  be  bright. 
With  thy  love  and  thy  grace  to  bear  him 

On  through  the  fearfiH  night  ; 
And  may  the  dawn  of  his  morning 
Be  that  of  Heaven's  light.' 

'  May  the  God  of  my  Ikthers  hear  thee ! ' 

He  clasped  her  to  his  breast : 
'  And  lead  my  little  lambkin 

Just  where  He  thinketh  best  I ' 
Then  he  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven. 

And  whispered  God  the  rest 
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FLEUR      DE      SILLERY. 


PAPKB     TWO. 

Fleur  de  Sillebt  came  up  to  smoke  the  segar  of  peace  when  the 
lights  weie  out  below,  arm-in-ann  with  Prundle.  He  bore  no  malice ; 
as  who  should  that  has  carried  his  point  ?  and  for  myself,  in  the  mean 
time,  I  had  reflected  that  these  Gauls  are  not  to  be  rated  in  morals 
with  us  of  Anglo-Saxon  origin,  and  perhaps  afler  all  the  compliment, 
such  as  it  was,  was  not  unsuited  to  its  subject.  She  has  such  an  Orien- 
tal style  of  face,  such  dusky-black,  gipsy-like  eyes,  looking  at  one  tempt- 
ingly, yet  fi>r  all  the  world  as  if  from  behind  a  Tcil,  and  wears  her 
dresses  so  confoundedly  low  upon  the  shoulders,  that  I  don't  much 
wonder,  on  the  whole,  at  the  comparison.  And  only  to  think,  thought 
I,  that  old  McKr 

'  Mafoi  !  '  said  Fleur  de  Sillery  to  me, '  why  did  you  leaYe  us  so  bochi  ? 
you  did  not  stay  fer  the  German.  This  ioed  punch  is  delicious  afler  that 
last  stampede,  this  sultry  night,  l^ar  exemple  !  I  danced  it  with  the 
bacchante.' 

'  Did  Mrs.  Bo  present  you? ' 

*  No ;  Mr.  Prunelle  here.  Do  you  know,  I  think  she  took  an  imme- 
diate fancy  to  me,  and  for  a  danseuse  who — a ' 

'As  is  a  dantheuse ! '  Prunelle  suggested. 

'  Yes,  that  is  the  idiom  ;  as  f  5  a  danseuse^  why  commend  me  to  her.' 

'  I  thay,'  said  Prunelle  here,  with  his  segar  between  his  teeth,  *  don't 
beUeye  that  about  the  '  fancy,'  my  boy.  It  was  his  title,  cnth  me  !  that 
took  her.  When  I  thaid  '  Monsiegneur  le  Compte  Fleur  de  Sillery,'  I 
thaw  her  make  great  eyes  at  him.  I  thay,'  Prunelle  added, '  between 
ourthelyes,  people  of  that  thort  alwap  run  after  titles,  yon  Imow.' 

Why  will  Prunelle  show  such  anxiety  to  prove  he  has  forgotten  the 
tailor,  his  grand-father,  whose  money  he  is  still  spending  ?  I  always 
ask  myself  this  question,  and  perhaps  Sillery  does,  too,  for  he  is  not 
unacquainted  with  the  facts ;  but  the  Count  on  this  occcasion  only 
showed  his  teeth,  as  customary  with  him,  and  I  remarked  : 

'  My  dear  Ptunelle,  you  should  not  speak  thus,  for  the  Van  Trumps 
are  one  of  our  oldest  families,  and  Mrs.  Bo — though  she  did  in  time 
past  marry  Bobbinet,  a  mere  tradesman  in  the  beginning,  whatever  his 
subsequent  position  on  'Change  —  is  own  sister  to  the  present  distin- 
guished Mrs.  Van  Trump,  and,  of  course,  aa  such,  highly  respectable. 
I  need  not  say  Miss  Angela  Van  Trump  is  the  quintessence  of  all  that 
is  elegant  in  addreffi  or  aristooratie  in  demeanor.' 

'Mafoi J  no  ! '  said  Fleur  de  Sillery,  laughing. 

'  Why  how  you  talk !  Do  n't  you  know,  eh  ?  '  cried  Prunelle,  *  her 
name  ain't  Van  Trump  at  ajl  ? ' 

'Really,  Prunelle,'  said  I,  'though  it  looks  inheritable,  I  think 
you  had  better  drink  no  more  of  this  iced  punch.     It  is  rather  stioog.' 


1854.]  Fkur  de  StOery.  496 

'  I  think  he  drank  too  much  before  he  came  up/  Sillery  remarked, 
coolly.     '  He  certainly  presented  me  to  Misa  Angela  Van  Trump.' 

'  Cuth  it !  tiiLo  I  did  I  What  induthed  me,  I  wonder  ?  Her  nanoe  la 
Angela,  of  oourth,  Mith  Angela  --^-» '  Fninelle  stammered,  and  in  his 
little  brain  vainly  endeavor^  to  eoin  a  somame  which  might  diflgniae 
the  fib  he  meditated. 

'  Here  *8  to  Mifis  Angela  MoKrell,'  cried  I,  bursting  into  a  laugh. 
'  Why,  we  all  know  it,  at  least  I  do,  and  Monfleigneur  le  Comte  here 
'Would  learn  every  particular  to-morrow,  diould  he  so  will  it,  by  exer- 
eise  of  ihni  finesse  which  no  doubt  caused  him  to  be  sent  out  as  attach^ 
to  his  embassage.  (Sillery  bowed  with  his  hand  in  his  vest.)  So  do  n*t 
make  a  mountain  of  a  mde-hill,  Prunelle.  Of  course,  we  give  you 
credit  for  the  admirable  way  in  which  you  keep  a  confidence,  and  it 
was  not  your  fault  that  you  dropped  the  lunt  just  now  which  betrayed 
you,  but  the  fault  of  the  punch,  and  perhaps  a  sheny-cobbler  or  two 
down  stairs.' 

'  Why,  I  am  not  at  all  tipthj,'  retorted  Young  America.  '  But  under 
the  circumstances  I  do  n't  at  sdl  mind  telling  you  what  I  happen  to 
know  —  on  parole,  though,  eh  ? ' 

'  You  may  confide  in  us.   Can  you  distrust  the  friendship  of *    I 

was  going  to  say  years,  but  remembered  myself,  and  substituted  '  weeks.' 
Gome,  in  the  words  of  Mr.  Bat,  '  What 's  it  all  about  ? '  ' 

'  You  know  it 's  thome  weeks  ago  that  I  returned  from  my  tour 
on  the  Continent,  where  I  vithited  and  thaw  the  chief  capitals  of 
Europe,  with  the  view  —  tho  the  gov^nor  thaid  —  of  improving  my 
mind.' 

'Also  the  Bue  Bichelieu,  and  the  —  What  d'  ye  call  the  kind  of  ani- 
mal ? '  asked  Fleur  de  Sillery,  musingly. 


'  Elephant,'  said  I,  parenthetically.    '  Go  on  I ' 
'Don't    interrupt    me,'    said    liti 


interrupt  me,'  said  little  Prunelle,  smirking,  however, 
aecretly,  behind  his  segar.  '  Of  courth  a  man  of  the  world,  who  has 
seen  life  abroad,  may  be  thuppothed  to  be  the  best  of  all  counthillors  in 
thertain  affairs  ;  and  aa  1  happened  to  be  at  Tkaratoga  at  the  time, 
and  in  daily  communication  with  Mrs.  Bobbinet,  it  naturally  followed 
that  I  was  that  counthillor.' 

'  Yes,  no  doubt.' 

'  You  thee  they  —  old  Van  Trump  and  the  family  generally,  I  mean  — 
had  heard  of  a  thertain  perthon's  goingB-on  in  Paris,  how  he  was  mad 
after  the  Signora  Vermicelli,  the  little  danseuse,  fpllowed  her  about,  and 
thwore  he  would  marry  her,  and  was  coming  home  to  ask  the  old  gen-  ^ 
tleman's  consent.     He 's  theventeen,  ain't  he  ? '  with  a  grin. 

'  He 's  as  old  as  you  at  leaat,  Prunelle,'  said  I. 

'At  all  events  the  whole  thing  was  cut  and  dry  before  his  arrival. 
The  old  gentleman  thwore  a  great  deal,  I  'm  told,  but  in  the  end 
adopted  the  propothal  of  Mrs.  Bo,  (and  yoor  humble  thervant,)  which 
waa  merely  this :  to  keep  cool.  He  altho  fell  into  a  plan  of  Mm.  Bo's 
contriving,  but  which  met  with  my  fiiU  approbation,  which  was  to  bad- 
ger our  young  friend  Tulip  into  marrying  a  girl  who  is  worth  a  plum  in 
her  own  right,  and  tho  put  an  end  to  his  extheaees  and  his  purthuit  of 
Signora  Vermicelli.     Of  courth  it  was  essential  to  find  a  fathinating 
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girl,  and  who  more  fathinating  than  the  daughter  of  old  McKiell,  or, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  who  more  likely  to  have  a  half-million  or  thofor 
dower  ?  But  old  Van  Trump  hroke  out  again,  and  thwore  no  Yan 
should  marry  a  Mac.  On  l^e  other  hand,  Mrs.  Bo  thwore  no  Van  should 
have  a  dollar  of  her  money  ufdeth  he  married  a  Mac  —  or  at  least  this 
Mac  —  Krell,  to  wit,  Angela,  you  know  !  It  theemed  she  was  under 
obligatliions  of  thome  kind  to  the  McErell  oonthern,  and  wanted  to 
pay  it  off  in  the  perthon  of  my  young  friend  Tulip.  Exthellent  woman  I 
The  upthot  of  it  all  was  that  the  goyemor  Imocked  under,  and  now 
enters  into  the  project  with  heart  and  thoul,  though  why,  cuth  me  if  I 
can  tell !  Is  it  that  he  is  hard-up  ?  Impothihle  !  with,  I  do  n't  know 
how  many  thouthand  acres  of  tenantry  to  keep  him  afloat.  Oh !  impoth- 
ihle, you  know  ! '  Prunelle  repeated,  lighting  a  firesh  segar,  and  lapsing 
into  contemplative  silence. 

*  But  you  have  not  unveiled  the  whole  mystery  yet.* 
'  Yeth  I  have,  exthept  the  change  of  name.  You  know  how  doothed 
arithtocratical  Tulip  is.  Well,  of  courth  he  would  never  marry  a  Miss 
McKrell,  at  least  until  afler  falling  in  love  with  her  under  thome  nam 
de  guerre  or  other,  and  afler  he  is  in  love,  why  it 's  all  one  whether  it 's 
Angela,  or  Vermicelli,  or  any  body  else,  in  or  out  of  the  firtht  thircles. 
Not  many  people  know  her  real  name,  and  as  she  is  under  Mrs.  Bobbi- 
net's  protection,  and  only  vithits  her  own  family,  it  looks  like  a  mere 
friendship  on  her  part  for  the  latter,  which,  since  the  McKrells  have 
built  that  splendid  house,  is  not  at  all  unnatural,  you  know.  I  think  the 
trap  is  well  thet.  He  thinks  her  name  is  Van  Trump,  and  thinks  it  is 
his  cousin,  (though  he  never  laid  eyes  on  her  before,)  to  whom  he  is 
going  to  be  attentive.  Thee  if  he  do  n't  ethcort  her  everywhere,  and 
end  by  falling  in  love  with  her  and  forgetting  Vermicelli ! '  Prunelle 
concluded  with  a  sigh,  the  first  1  had  ever  heard  from  him,  and  which 
seemed  rather  uncalled-for,  and  suddenly  losing  his  flow  of  spirits. 

Of  course  I  did  not  credit  the  whole  of  this  recital.  There  were 
some  features  slightly  at  variance  with  my  prejudices ;  as,  ibr  example, 
that  Prunelle  should  be  invited  to  confer  with  any  one  in  an  afiair 
requiring  secresy  and  tact,  or  that  Brigadier-General  Van  Trump,  a 
proverbially  proud  and  passionate  old  fellow,  should  follow  the  lead  of 
this  youngster.  '  No,  no,  Prunelle,*  I  thought,  '  you  were  not  invited, 
but  have  fallen  into  this  labyrinth  of  Mrs.  Bo's  spinning  because  you 
could  not  keep  your  tongue  from  running  on  what  pranks  one  of  yoor 
friends  committed  sub  rosa  on  the  Continent.  If  he  suspected  yonr 
agency,  would  he  take  you  by  the  nose,  I  wonder  f  for  the  blood  of  the 
fiery  General  runs  in  his  veins.  And  after  all,  are  you  not  likely  to  rei^ 
the  fruit  of  your  own  conceit  and  ofiBciousness  in  the  upshot  of  this  plot  f 
Has  not  the  possibility  that  little  Tulip  may  be  true  after  all  to  his  Ver- 
micelli, and  be  disinherited  by  Mrs.  Bo,  and  that  your  graces  of  person 
may  avail  in  vrinning  the  regard  of  that  nabob  not  less  than  of  her  pro- 
tegee, possessed  your  brain,  such  as  it  is,  and  made  you  approximate  more 
to  a  poet  in  wealth  of  imagination  during  the  past  week  or  ten  da^ 
than  you  ever  did  before  or  will  again  ?  And  if  you  have  up  to  tms 
time  remained  in  ignorance  of  your  state  of  mind,  and  of  the  growing 
influence  of  that  bewitching  creature  Angela,  backed  as  she  is  in  expect- 
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ancy  by  half  the  fertune  of  old  McKrell,  and  let  us  say  two-thirds  of 
that  of  Mrs.  Bobbinet,  was  not  the  involimtary  sigh  just  now  an  indi- 
cation of  the  dawning  conyiction  that  here  was  a  rival  of  yonr  own  cre- 
ating about  to  supplant  you,  my  young  friend  ? 

Perhaps  Fleur  de  Sillery  entertained  a  like  opinion.  '  Look  there ! ' 
said  he  to  me  with  a  grimace,  two  afternoons  later.  I  looked,  and  saw 
my  young  friend  Van  Trump  actually  driving  Miss  Angela  to  the  beach 
in  his  wagon,  and  in  the  distance  the  stately  figure  of  Mrs.  Bo  in  the 
act  of  ascending  the  Van  Trump  equipage  in  charge  of  the  polite  Bri- 
gadier*General. 

'A  most  dutiful  nephew ! '  said  I,  in  a  tone  of  admiration.  *  No  doubt 
his  heart  is  with  his  Signora,  while  he  strives  to  be  agreeable  to  his 
lovely  companion  yonder,  and  'tis  only  to  gratify  the  whun  of  Mrs.  Bob- 
binet  that  he  thus  sacrifices  his  feelings.  But  where  is  Prunelle,  the 
counsellor  ?  he  should  have  a  seat  in  the  Van  Trump  carriage,  bringing 
up  the  rear  of  the  happy  company,  if  only  to  witness  the  partial  success 
of  their  combined  strategy.' 

Fleur  IB  not  the  man  to  be  misled  by  a  common-place  ;  a  diplomat- 
ist should,  ex  officio^  see  farther  into  a  mill-stone  than  another,  because 
he  knows  best  where  to  find  the  hole.  He  laughed  in  his  agreeable 
manner,  and  said,  'Morbleu  !  what  a  savage  you  are  upon  our  friends  I 
Do  you  ever  wear  my  scalp  at  your  girdle,  ipar  exemjiie  ?  As  for  ce 
petit  Prunelle,  he  drove  his  wagon  back  to  the  stables  five  minutes  ago, 
and  wishes  his  friend  and  ours,  little  Tulip,  had  married  the  amiable 
Vermicelli.  AVhat  does  all  that  mean  \  A  young  fellow  like  Prunelle 
does  not  house  his  grays  so  fine'  an  evening  as  this  without  some  good 
reason.  Is  it  because  he  thinks  no  other  girl  at  the  '  Ocean,'  or  in  its 
vicinity,  worthy  the  honor?  and  since  Angela  is  preengaged,  retires  for  a 
time  firom  the  world  of  gayety  ?  Ma  foi  !  it  may  prove  interesting  to 
watch  the  event  of  this  delightfully  transparent  plotting,  and  I  must 
give  it  my  attention.  Do  you  know  it  is  not  a  bad  school  to  study  diplo- 
macy in,  that  of  the  ball-room  ?  Your  belles  represent  so  many  blank 
treaties  of  amity  and  alliance,  fairly  transcribed  and  full  of  lies,  (par- 
don me,)  only  waiting  for  the  signature  of  the  high  contracting  parties 
to  be  laid  upon  the  shelf ;  and  as  for  such  little  creatures  as  Prunelle, 
or  our  friend  Tulip,  whose  aping  of  good  manners  and  good  dress  are 
ludicrous,  ma  foi  !  they  may  be  considered  in  the  light  of  so  many  pro- 
tocols, hangers-on  to  the  before-named  treaties  of  amity.  Do  you  amuse 
yourself  occasionally  by  filling  the  boots  of  your  neighbors  and  assum- 
mg  their  imaginary  relations  ?  Let  me  tell  you  it  is  the  best  road  to 
their  confidence.  Had  I  been  in  Prunelle's  place,  for  instance,  it  is  pos- 
sible that  after  committing  myself  in  the  first  instance,  I  may  have 
been  brought  like  him  to  fetch  and  carry  until  I  found  a  bone  worth 
picking  in  the  basket,  and  then  and  there  have  forgotten  my  fidelity — 
nomine  mutato  de  Vrvaielle,  fa^ula  narratur,  eh  ? 

'  But  what  a  pity  't  is  that  the  respectable  Mrs.  Bobbinet  should  be 
so  sadly  out  with  foreigners !  "Would  she  ever  consent  to  a  protegie  of 
hers  being  the  Czarina,  or  even  empress  of  the  Grand  Nation?  I 
believe  that  she  has  no  imtipathy  to  Prunelle  or  Van  Trump,  nor  yet  to 
yourself,  mon  ami,  whose  subdued  style  of  costuming  is  quite  at  variance 
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with  that  adopted  at  present  by  your  distinguished  young  eountrymeo. 
With  me  the  case  is  otherwise.  However  faultless  my  toilettei  or  gram- 
matical my  English,  or  moral  my  maimer  of  conducting  my  partner 
through  the  redinvay  I  cannot  escape  the  ban  of  having  been  bom  else- 
where than  under  the  wings  of  your  great  national  bird.  Thus  am  I  ban- 
ished from  a  post  of  observation  which  you  mjy  enjoy,  namely,  the  side 
of  patriotic  Mrs.  Bobbinet,  and  driven  into  making  myself  tolerably 
aeceptable  to  Miss  Angela,  if  I  would  improve  myself  in  social  tactics 
on  this  interesting  occasion  —  what  shall  I  say  ?  —  until  the  game  be 
flushed,  and  all  but  the  bird  singled  out  for  slaughter  take  wing  with 
the  customary  show  of  oonstemation.* 

Indeed,  my  French  Mend  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  in  aocordanoe 
with  the  purpose  declaied  in  this  speech,  paid  court  to  Miss  Angela, 
though  not  at  all  of  a  sort  likely,  I  thought,  to  gratify  that  young  lady's 
vanity.  His  maimer  was  frequently  distrait,  and  always  removed  finsn 
that  of  a  man  who  cares  to  flatter  a  belle  ii^to  a  favorable  opinion  of 
himself ;  he  rather  looked  down  upon  her,  and  ofiended  her,  I  felt  snie, 
more  than  once  by  the  indiflerence  he  betrayed.  Did  she  decline  danc- 
ing ?  fiimporte  ;  after  polkaing  with  duchesses  and  lady  ambassadresses 
abroad,  what  did  a  dance  more  or  less  matter  with  Miss  Angela  Yan 
Trun^,  alias  McKrell  ?  his  manner  said.  Did  she  prefer  her  private 
parlor  to  a  promenade  in  the  long  piazza — would  some  body  join  him 
m  a  game  of  billiards  or  bowls  ?  Did  she  declare  that  the  wagon  of 
Tulip  or  Prunelle,  or  the  family-coach  were  alone  to  be  honored  by  her 
acceptance,  or  profess  herself  ennimke  of  the  stupid  monotony  of  the 
waves,  and  afterward  appear  en  regie  ?  *—  .whom  should  they  encounter, 
chattering  French  and  driving  at  a  slapping  speed,  if  not  Fleui  de 
Sillery  and  one  of  the  Miss  Joneses —  the  rich  Joneses,  you  know —  or 
little  Mrs.  T(»ntit,  who,  as  every  body  knows,  is  in  the  market  again 
for  a  husband  I  In  no  case  did  Silleiy  persecute  her  by  the  unreason^tle- 
ness  of  his  attentions ;  if  he  piqued  her,  it  was  by  his  apparent  cai»> 
lessness  whether  he  oflended  her  or  no.  Why  should  he  care  f  He  was 
not  in  love,  and  to  be  at  the  same  time  attentive  and  unobstrusive  satis^ 
fled  the  conditicMis  upon  which  he  could  hope  to  retain  his  post  of  observ- 
ation without  annoyance  to  himself  or  others. 

For  my  own  part,  I  felt  unusual  concern  in  the  event.  Had  I  not 
watched  this  same  Angela  McKrell  gradually  emerge  from  the  crysa* 
lis  of  school-girl  short-frocks  into  full  womanly  loveliness,  and  now 
beheld  her  talking  place  with  established  belles,  under  the  glory  of  a 
mose  distinguished  surname  borrowed  for  the  purpose  ?  Was  abe  not 
sorrounded  and  followed  by  swaxms  of  admirers,  by  Skipp,  by  Iiovelute, 
by,  in  short,  all  the  most  elegant  of  our  drawing-room  men ;  and  were 
not  my  aristocratical  friend  Van  Trump  and  the  wealthy  and  fashion- 
able Prance  to  be  reckoned  among  her  suitors ;  and  evm  co(d  and 
saturnine  Fleur  de  Sillery,  bewitched  into  resigning  all  other  flirtaticms 
for  the  abstract  pleasure  of  merely  observing  ^  progress  of  this! 
Beside  all  this,  dear  Mrs.  Bobbinet  was  so  delightfully  original,  and 
our  views  so  invariably  coincided  I  When  the  younger  peo]die  danced, 
we  eonversed  and  looked  on  ;  when  Angela  came  back,  I  flatter  mjself 
~  was  not  behind  the  others  in  entertaining  her.    For  a  not-daaoing- 
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man,  it  was,  aa  Fleur  said,  the  beat  of  all  posta.  Angela  is  not  want- 
ing in  a  certain  80rt  of  esprit,  and  when  not  dancing,  which  6he  liked 
better,  consented  to  listen  to  my  bon-mots,  (oareltdly  prepared  in  pii- 
Tate,)  which  I  nsoally  ntter  with  airah  off*hand  bnUiancy.  '  Mafoif 
I  tell  him  he  is  a  deim-sauvage  ! '  Flenr,  saontering  on  tiie  other  dde 
of  Angela,  would  say,  perhaps ;  Imt  he  wonld  say  little  dse,  oontentii^ 
himself  with  listening  languidly  and  occasionally  showing  his  extremely 
white  teeth  xa  a  broader  smile  than  nsuaL  How  we  cut  up  our  friends 
during  our  promenades  in  the  long  piazza  I  What  dull  objects  were 
little  Prundle  and  Tulip  Van  Trump,  going  about  in  their  short-coats, 
and  beliering  themselTSS  irresistible  !  And  then  there  was  diminutiTe 
Mrs.  Tomtit  alwayshangingonthearmof  somebody  with  a  moustache, 
and  90  innocent,  and  so  sweet  and  smiling ;  and  old  Van  Trump,  com- 
porting himself  more  like  a  drum*majarthan  a  Brigadier^eneral,  with 
so  great  a  display  of  his  gold-he$ded  cane,  and  awful  pomp  and  dignity  ; 
also,  Mrs.  Yan  T.  in  a  turban,  and  Miss  Van  T.,  rather  passie^  and  dis- 
posed to  be  mightily  grand,  but  only  too  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  flirt. 
These  two  last  Angela  hated  mortally. 

'La !  now  1 '  said  dbe,  ' only  lodE  at  thai  Isaliella  Van  Trump,  whait 
a  ninny  she  is  making  ofherself !  Did  yon  ever  I '  presenting  a  flower 
to  young  Weakeyes,  just  from  college,  after  putting  it  to  her  lips  -— '  and 
die 's  thirty,  if  die's  a  day  I  I  do  believe  she  tlunks  herself  as  hand- 
some as —  as-——' 

'  Her  cousin,  Miss  Angela  Tan  Trump,'  said  I,  softly,  at  whidi  speech 
both  Miss  Angela  and  Fleur  de  Sillery  laughed,  but  I  think  for  difiereat 
reasons. 

Little  Tulip  meantime,  no  doubt  orerawed  by  the  private  threats  of 
General  Van  Trump,  and  the  awful  certainty  of  disinheritance  on  the 
part  of  Mrs.  Bobbinet,  had  become  first  docile  and  then  evidently  inter- 
ested  in  the  part  he  was  called  upon  to  play.  Once  drawn  into  the 
whirl  of  redowas  in  the  ball-room,  and  of  wheels  on  the  beach,  who 
could  resist  the  intoxicating  influence  of  the  season  and  jdace  t  Not 
little  Tulip,  whose  brain  was  quickly  turned,  of  course.  '  That  young- 
ster,' I  remadEed,  with  lingular  inconsisteney  to  Sillery,  who  eliow^ 
his  gleaming  teeth  in  consequence,  '  betrays  an  absence  of  principle  fiv 
which  it  would  be  diflSeUlt  to  find  excuse.  Do  you  know  he  has  assured 
me  repeatedly  that  Signora  Yermicelli  is  incomparably  more  lovely  than 
any  woman  here,  and  I  gave  him  credit  for  an  attachment  which  did 
him  honor  t  To  resign  fortune,  nay,  to  defy  the  joejudices  of  society, 
would  have  been  to  crown  his  own  brow  with  laurel  and  the  Signora's 
with  myrtle,  and  to  obtain  the  applause  of  all  rig^t-minded  spectaton 
of  his  heroism.  Bnt  instead  of  this,  I  fear  he  is  abont  to  sell  his  happi- 
ness, and  perhaps  that  of  Signora  Yermicelli  also.  Poor  Vermicelli ! ' 
qnotli  I,  with  unusual  sentiment,  recalling  tiiie  likeneai  of  the  actress  aa 
shown  me  by  her  quondam  lover  some  weeks  back,  '  how  1  pity  her 
awaking  from  her  dream  of  love  and  respectability  to  the  protracted 
neeessity  of  a  life  which  Tulip  himself  told  me  is  odious  to  her  in  the 
extreme,  and  worse  than  all,  to  the  loss  of  pexhaps  the  (mly  friend  in 
whom  she  ever  placed  confidence ! ' 

Fleur  de  Sillery  fairly  grinned.     '  Ah !  bah ! '  said  he  in  a  low  tone» 
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eyeing  me  askant ;  '  are  you  really  becoming  sentimental,  num  and  ? 
Mafoi  !  The  Signora  has  plenty  of  lovers  and  plenty  of  faith  in  them 
all,  and  will  marry  the  richest  and  the  biggest  fix)l,  mark  my  words. 
She  thought  at  one  time  our  friend  Van  Trump  capable  of  supplying 
both  conditions,  but  she  prudently  refVised  to  marry  hun  until  something 
more  satisfactory  than  his  assurance  of  the  family  acquiescence  should 
be  forthcoming.  If  Tulip  had  met  with  opposition  here,  I  have  no 
doubt  he  would  have  taken  the  next  steamer  to  return  to  his  Yermi- 
celli,  and  have  married  her — if  he  could  !  But  every  thing  has  been 
well  conducted  and  fallen  harmoniously  into  place.  Was  the  Brigadier- 
General  £)rmerly  an  ambassador  abrosul  ?  His  air  is  very  noble,  and 
his  idea  of  a  strategy  —  for  of  course  I  do  not  believe  the  counter  repre- 
sentations of  our  friend  Prunelle  —  sublime  !  I  see  you  wonder  at  my 
familiarity  with  the  topic,  but  'tis  not  surprising  when  you  learn  that 
'  poor  Signora  Vermicelli,'  as  you  pathetically  term  her,  has  written  to 
interest  me  in  her  behalf.  I  have  given  her  the  best  advice  I  could 
ofier.  I  had  the  felicity  of  her  acquaintance  in  Paris ;  and  to  serve 
one's  fair  friends  in  distress  is  the  most  graceful  of  duties,  of  course. 
I  believe  she  visited  your  great  country  professionally,  some  years  since, 
in  the  first  blush  of  her  fame.  No  doubt  little  Tulip  was  then  at 
school  somewhere ;  but  you  may  have  had  the  honor  of  a  presentation  ? 
No !  Well,  then,  you  cannot  knbw  how  fascinating  she  is,  and  how 
like  this  Miss  Angela  Van  Trump  in  some  rejects,  though  totally 
difiering  in  others  —  as,  for  example,  in  not  being  an  heiress  of  any 
body.  This  is  perhaps  the  true  secret  of  the  easy  transfer  of  afiection 
which  so  surprises  you  in  our  young  friend.  In  Angela  he  saw  a  some- 
thing reminding  him  of  his  Countess,  and  now  is  likely  to  forget  that 
injured  lady,  as  you  think,  in  this  Angela,  to  whose  charms  of  person 
are  superadded  tibe  more  influential  charms  of  purse.  But  has  he  really 
forgotten  the  Vermicelli  ?  It  is  fortunately  easy  to  solve  the  enigma. 
Let  me  see.  Ma  foi  !  *t  is  somewhere  here,'  Fleur  de  Sillery  quietly 
remarked,  running  his  eye  down  the  columns  of  the  Times,  which  he 
held  in  his  hand  and  now  opened,  and  having  found  the  paragraph, 
called  my  attention  to  it  with  the  point  of  his  tegar.  '  Head  it  aloud,' 
said  he. 

'  Glorious ! '  cried  I,  '  we  must  all  run  up  to  town  and  take  tickets 
for  Castle-Garden  — hey,  De  Sillery  ? '  Fleur  nodded  and  knocked  the 
ashes  oETthe  end  of  his  Colorado. 

<  What 's  the  wow  ?  '  asked  Prunelle,  counting  with  his  cue  and  slid- 
ing the  balls  along  the  wire.  We  had  dropped  in  while  Prunelle  and 
his  presumed  rival  were  trying  a  match  at  billiards,  and  while  await- 
ing our  turn  the  conversation  just  given  had  transpired. 

'  The  row,'  said  I,  '  is  this  :  listen.'  And  then  I  read  the  paragraph 
which  related  in  effect  that  the  brilliant,  famous,  and  accomplished 
danseuse  and  Contessa  Vermicelli  had,  for  the  second  time,  consented 
to  accept  an  engagement  on  this  side  the  Atlantic,  and  win  all  hearts 
by  her  exquisite  grace.  That  the  Signora  had  arrived  the  day  before 
and  taken  possession  of  the  apartments  awaiting  her  at  the  '  Clarendon ; ' 
and  that  she  would  appear,  etc.,  etc.,  in  the  usual  form  of  professioiifll 
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The  tkree  occupants  of  the  room,  exclnsiYe  of  myaelf  and  Fleiir  de 
Silleiy,  had  listened  to  this  announcement  with  widely  difierent  emo- 
tion. Tulip  Van  Tramp,  in  act  to  cannon,  stood  sliding  his  cue  nervously 
over  the  back  of  his  thumb,  without  seeing  the  ball  be£>ze  him,  and 
changing  from  white  to  led.  Young  Weakeyes,  seated  on  the  window- 
sill,  dangling  his  legs  and  sucking  the  top  of  his  cane,  endeavorod  to 
look  knowing ;  and  Prunelle  broke  out  into  a  laugh,  which  sounded  yery 
like  one  of  exultation. 

'  Vive  la  Signoia  Yennicelli ! '  cried  that  fine  Fronch  schplar,  giace- 
fblly  waving  a  mace-stick  overhead.  '  Why,  what  a  Thvmmp  she  is 
to  come  over  and  thing  &r  uth ! '  the  young  gentleman  added,  thrusting 
his  tongue  into  his  cheek  to  give  point  to  &e  vidtticism. 

'  I  say,  men  I '  young  Weakeyes  hero  put  in  from  the  vnndow,  '  ain't 
she  —  Vermicelli,  I  mean — uncommodiy  like  Angela  Yan  Trump,  in 
voice  and  manners,  I  mean,  you  know  ?  She  came  dovm  to  rocrnit  in 
the  boat  this  morning  with  me,  and  I  came  devilish  near  speaking  to  her 
for  Angela,  you  know.  When  I  saw  her  at  the  hotel  afterward,  by 
day-light,  by  Jove !  I  was  quite  struck,  and  asked  Smith  who  the  devU 
it  was,  you  know  I  * 

^You  don't  thay  the  gweat  Signora  Yennicelli  is  actually  hereT 
little  Prunelle  exclaimed,  vnth  still  groater  glee.  '  Why,  1  must  go  and 
wenew  my  acquaintance  this  very  morning.  I  thay,  Yanny,  let  uth 
fimsh  this  match  right  away,  and  call  on  her  arm-in-arm.' 

But  Yan  Trump  had  already  dashed  his  cue  dovm.  '  I  give  up  the 
game,'  he  said,  and  turned  to  Weakeyes  with  all  the  composure  he 
could  command.  '  What  hotel  did  you  say  ?  '  he  asked,  a  little  tremu- 
lously, and  went  off  after  obtaining  the  addresB,  without  noticing  Fru* 
nelle's  invitation  in  the  least. 

The  last-named  gentleman,  however,  seemed  not  at  all  disconcerted, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  in  extremely  good  spirits,  and  disposed  to  show 
them.  He  caught  Weakeyes  off  the  vrindow,  and  whisked  him  round 
in  a  redowa  witi^  much  elegance,  and  returning  him  to  his  place,  pro- 
duced his  segar-case,  and  proposed  to  go  and  imbibe  cobblers '  cdl  around.' 
But  before  we  went  he  surveyed  the  table.  '  Bleth  my  thoul !  —  ath 
Mithtieth  Bo  thays — it  viras  no  wonder  he  gave  it  up,'  he  remarked, 
with  a  knowing  grin.  '  Why,  he 's  plumped  every  thu^le  ball  into  the 
pockets,  exthept  mine  !  * 

Two  days  later  it  viras  generally  known  that  young  Yan  Trump  had 
driven  out  in  his  wagon,  on  the  public  beach,  the  notorious  but  lovely 
danseuse  Yennicelli,  and  become,  it  was  supposed,  her  accepted  lover. 
Every  body  knew  now,  too,  that  Angela  was  not,  and  never  had  been,  a 
Van  Trump,  but  only  a  McKrell ;  for  had  not  the  Yan  Trumps  them- 
selves acknowledged  it  everywhere  with  a  very  bad  grace  indeed? 
And  was  there  not  a  feud  establiehed  between  every  member  of  that 
distinguiahed  family  and  the  nabob  Mrs.  Bo  ?  And  was  one  shilling  of 
that  lady's  reputed  million  and  a  half,  for  a  long  time,  likely  to  glad 
the  hearts  of  the  owners  of  the  shockingly  out-at-elbovra  estate,  the 
tenantry  of  which  were  for  ever  at  war  with  their  landlord,  and  paid 
their  dues  with  much  grumbling,  when  they  paid  them  at  all  ?  The 
Brigadier-General  himself  had  begun  it,  when  he  rushed  into  Mrs.  Bob- 
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binet'ff  private  parioT  in  such  ezeitoment  tkat  he  tetnally  ioigut  his 
fltaek,  yAdch.  he  had  lasd  aside  for  ooohieflB,  prior  to  leaming  his  ion'fl 
indiflcxetion,  and  with  only  pieienfle  of  mind  enough  to  grasp  his  gcdd- 
headed  cane,  without  wfal(^  he  wae  never  seen  aibidad,  and  perhaps 
might  have  lost  his  identity;  and  with  IHtle  PnineUe,  who  had 
created  the  disturbance,  following  at  has  heels,  and  loc^ng'  seaied  at  the 
resnlt. 

Mrs.  Bobhinet,  seated  with  one  knee  over  the  ether  in  a  manly 
&shion,  as  her  halnt  is  when  reading  the  daily  papers,  held  a  letter  in 
her  hand,  whieh  hand  was  shaking  more  Uian  nsnal,  while  the  ewnmr 
rocked  to  and  Iid. 

<  Oh!  law  !  law! '  Mrs.  Bo  was  eoDclnuning ;  '  wiio'd  a  thonght  it, 
after  altering  my  will  too !  But  I  '11  change  it  sU  back,  and  give  every 
shilling  to  that  dear  boy  Tnlip,  to  console  him  for  las  loss.  I  '11  make 
a  p'int  of  doing  it,'  {pint  was>  what  Mrs.  Bobbinet  said.)  '  Oh !  don't 
tell  me,'  Mrs.  Bo.  cried  at  the  end,  getting  up  and  padng  distractedly 
across  her  floor,  pursued  and  confronted,  hofmsveiy  at  every  torn  by  the 
Brigadier-Greneral,  who  would  have  burst  had  he  kept  longer  silenoe; 
indeed  he  had  been  growing  redder  and  redder  in  the  fiiee  with 
every  word  of  Mis.  Bobbmef  s,  and  was  getting  fkrt  into  a  towerihg 
passion. 

'  But  I  will.  Madam !  I  m&  tell  you  my  opinion,  Madam  t '  the 
General  roared,  regardless  of  the  thin  partitions  surroundiiig  them,  tad 
of  Pnmelle's  presence  ;  and  thumping  his  cane  upon  the  boaids  to  give 
Mnphasis  to  what  he  said, '  I  submit  my  judgment  to  yours.  Madam,  and 
instead  of  caning  the  young  rebel,  I  pretend  to  take  no  notice  of  his 
falling  in  love  with  ad  —  d  low  foreigner.  I  hand  him  over  to  you,  in 
fact ;  I  even  consent  that  he  shall  marry  —  a  MeKrell,  pooh !  —  to 
Ma^  you.  Madam !  And  what  is  the  end  of  all  your  scheming  and 
lottery,  but  that  your  nephew.  Madam !  yes,  your  nepheWy  I  say !  runs 
away  this  very  morning  with  this  identical  French  woman,  wh0  h« 
ftilowedhim  frmn  Paris!  And  he  sends  me  a  d  —  d  poMte  note  to  that 
effect  by  a  friended  his,  this  youngster  here,  whom  I  luive  two  minds  t» 
cane,  for  his  d  —  d  insolence  in  presuming  to  bring  it  to  Me  ! '  the  fieiy 
General  cries,  wheeling  about  and  confronting  little  PraneUe,  who  pre- 
cipitately backed  towanl  the  doer. 

Mrs.  Bobbinet  dropped  into  her  chair. 

*  With  a  French  tooman  f  —  with  a  FoRSssnEn !  *  guspeA  Mm.  Bo, 
Ufting  both  her  hands  and  rolling  up  her  eyes. 

'  Water  1 '  Prunelle  exelaimed,  fotgettutg  his  alarm^  or  even  to  lisp, 
while  mshing  to  the  rescue  of  the  m&re  than  fHother  of  his  Angda. 

But  Greneral  Van  Tramp,  still  pummelling  the  floor,  and  if  possible 
waxing  more  wroth — it  must  be  admitted  he  interspersed  his  remaito 
with  more  oaths  than  are  here  hinted  at  —  was  not  softened.  *  Witib 
a  foreigner !  —  a  low  play-actress ! '  he  reiterated,  '  and  is  going  to  be 
an  actor  himself.  Madam,  if  I  disinherit  him,  as  I  intend  to  do.  But  I 
suppose  you  will  encourage  him  in  his  undutiful  conduct,  and  leave  him 
your  fortune.  Hey  ?  Do  n't  shidce  your  head.  Madam ;  jtm  said  it  net 
a  minute  ago,  and  your  sending  them  off*  in  your  own  carriage * 

'  In  my  carriage  I '  cried  poor  Mrs.  Bo,  aghast,  beiere  falling  back  into 
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hysterics, '  then  that  ^nretch  of  Angela  did  it  "withoat  my  knywladge ; 
ahe  has  written  to  me  from  New-York ;  she  ran  off  with  a  foreigner  too ! ' 

'  "With  Fleur  de  Sillery ! '  screamed  Pnmellei  '  the  carriage  made  two 
tuzns ;  I  see  it  all  I ' 

Poor  Prunelle  was  in  the  right.  The  carriage  had  made  two  tnms. 
"While  showing  such  dirinteroted  zeal  in  the  serrioe  of  his  late  riral, 
bow  could  he  suspect  him  of  playing  into  the  hands  of  a  rival  still  more 
formidahle  ?  Or  when  he  hunself  h^eld  from  the  window  of  Tulip 
Van  Trump's  late  chamher,  whither  he  had  heen  sent  to  seek  a  watch 
which  was  noC  under  the  pillow,  Mrs.  Bohbinet's  carriage  returning  to 
the  boat  in  such  haste,  what  cause  had  he  to  suspect  that  it  was  not 
merely  some  article  of  the  baggage  of  that  lady's  nephew,  which  had 
been  feigotten?  While  he  was  questioning  the  chamber-maid  and 
calling  for  the  porter  who  had  taken  down  the  trunks,  and  rummaging 
among  the  pillows  for  the  watch,  which  little  Tan  was  about  that  time 
consulting  on  shipboard,  the  steamer,  conyeying  ttco  runaway  couples 
to  the  city,  had  already  got  under  weigh. 

Fleur  de  Sillery,  the  aUachi  of  the  Frendi  Legation^  had  outwitted 
US  all.  I  say  us,  because  I  mys^  oaoe  entertained  certain  hopes 
which — but  no  matter.  I  chatted  with  the  Countess  the  other  night 
at  the  great  masquerade  ball,  given  by  the  McKrells  —  who,  of  coursCf 
in  virtue  of  this  marriage  and  their  great  wealth  have  become  one  of 
our  first  families  —  and  was  not  in  Uie  least  moved  by  her  charms : 
now  that  she  cannot  dance,  she  has  no  choice  but  to  flirt  with  us  talk- 
ing men,  or  to  retire  to  the  obscurity  of  the  dowager  benches.  Prunelle 
has  the  impudence  to  declare  he  was  never  in  love  with  her,  though 
but  for  the  intervention  of  Weakeyes,  who  roomed  with  him,  he  would 
have  doubtless  blown  out  his  feeble  brains  on  a  certain  afllictive  occa- 
rion.  However,  he  is  now  engaged  to  the  elder  sister,  Miss  Geoigiana 
McKrell,  who,  if  quite  stylish  and  immrasely  rich,  is  not  at  all  hand- 
some. Van  Trump  the  younger  has  long  hem  reconciled  to  his  family, 
and  occupies  a  conniicuous  pkce  in  Mrs.  Bobbinet's  will  and  aflections ; 
he  did  not  marry  the  Contessa.  Sillery  did  him  one  good  turn  at  least, 
in  whispering  what  he  did  to  Signora  Yennicelli,  some  time  during  their 
short  voyage  from  Newport. 

'  Tu  m'as  trompee! '  ^e  lady  then  said  in  dudgeon,  and  something 
very  like  a  French  oath  escaped  her  roay  lips.  But  when  the  city  was 
reached,  she  resumed  her  professional  labors. 

'Bah ! '  said  she  to  Tulip,  a  week  later,  who  grew  white  with  rage  while 
she  spoke  ;  hehad  in  vain  been  pressing  her  to  become  Mrs.  Tulip  Yan 
Trump,  or  even  to  assign  a  reason  for  her  sudden  coolness.  '  Shall  I,  Con- 
tessa Yermicelli,  who  have  consorted  with  princes,  many  abeggar  ?  What 
have  you  got  to  live  on  ?  Your  aunt  hate  you ;  your  papa  fling  you  off. 
Do  you  ^m^  to  live  by  my  labor  ?  Qa !  9a ! '  cried  the  Signora,  mock- 
ingly waving  her  white  hand,  but  casting  a  dangerous  glance  upon  our 
friend's  pale  face.  '  You  love  me,  do  you  ?  Bien  !  I  never  loved  you. 
I  thought  you  as  rich  as  you  said  you  were — mats  vous  avez  menti  — 
bete  !    There,  go  1  you  annoy  me — or ' 
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Less  joy  the  bridegroom^s  heart  will  prove, 
To  see  the  torch  and  hear  the  song 

That  take  the  prize  from  rival  love, 

And  crowned  the  hope  that  mocked  so  loug : 


Less  joy  the  youthftil  monarch  knows 
Upon  the  day  that  crowna  hia  head, 

TThen  shouting  crowds  forget  their  woes, 
And  grateful  tears  of  hope  are  shed : 


And  with  a  lees  overflowing  soul 
The  victor  took  his  destined  bays, 

When,  turning  from  the  Pythian  goal, 
Immortal  Greece  awoke  his  praise : 


Than  I  this  hour  to  prove  the  truth 
Of  one  desire  where  thousands  fail : 

To  kiss  thee  ere  thy  bud  of  youth 
Was  spread  to  the  rapacious  gale : 


To  kiss  thee  in  thy  tenderest  prime, 
Before  one  fragrant  breath  h«d  flown ; 

Kro  others'  lips  had  dared  the  crime, 
And  soiled  tlio  smile  no  more  my  own. 


I  've  saved  my  age  ih)m  one  regret, 
Nor  stood  while  pleasures  fade  cacli  hour ; 

I  've  conquered  once  ere  youth  is  set, 
And  dnmk  the  dews  f^m  one  bright  flower. 


I  've  found  one  joy  where  all  is  care ; 

Fulfilled  one  hope  where  all  is  vain ; 
One  violet  from  the  mountain  bare. 

One  gem  from  the  o'erwhelming  main. 
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Thbsb  tunes,  hy  my  unsteadily  bnxmng  taper,  I  have  dipped  this  old 
iteel  point  in  my  ink-stand  ;  thzee  times  I  hare  drawn  it  ont ;  and  like 
an  old  bachelor,  as  I  am,  I  am  still  devoid  of  all  save  a  single  thought. 
That  is  the  interrogative,  *  Wherefine  am  I  an  old  bachelor  ? '  I  i£all 
not  ask  you  to  tell,  reader,  for  it  is  more  than  /  know ;  bat  I  have  con- 
daded  that  certain  events  have  more  or  less  consfored  to  make  me  that 
I  am  — a  rusty,  growling  old  bachelor,  ready  to  apply  a  cold  shoulder  to 
the  wheel  on  wMch  Love  has  spiead  his  &uest  and  chmcest  treasures ; 
afiection,  purity,  peace,  mutual  confidence,  and  that  priceless  eadiet 
which  holds  tli^  all,  woman's  heart.  Once  I  could  have  wished  to 
n^  the  glittering  circle  over  the  morning-meads  of  Time,  and  could  have 
Isnghed  aloud  as  the  brilliant  gems  of  gladness  were  scattered  in  its 
wake.  Now,  since  I  have  recalled  the  past,  my  heart,  even  &om  its 
icy  bonds,  seems  to  burst  and  warm  in  the  sun-light  of  memory. 

Seldom  —  very  seldom  does  it  beat  as  in  the  days  of  my  boyhood ; 
seldom  emerge  from  its  deep  anchorism ;  yet  even  now,  while  the  brown 
locks  are  chuiging,  and  the  white  hain  of  age  are  thickening  over  my 
head,  I  can  feel  &e  grasp  of  one  hand,  hear  one  voice ;  and  as  if  her 
form  were  there,  I  will  fold  my  empty  arms  across  my  bosom  and 
whi^r, '  Addie ! '  Strange  dreams  Uiat  come  to  haunt  me  with  thek 
smiles  I 

However,  this  will  not  inform  you  how  I  became  a  bachelor,  or 
rather,  how  I  became  nothing  else.  Be  patient,  and  I  will  '  a  tale 
nn&ld,'  in  the  acquired  style  of  my  latter  years. 

I  gathered  up  all  my  duds,  as  far  as  was  prac^able,  and  determined 
to  leave  the  dusty  town  and  dusty  boarding-house,  for  all  things  were 
moie  or  less  dusty,  kept  by  the  husband  Drybones  nominally,  and  by 
the  wife  Drybones  in  fact,  where,  in  all  the  glory  of  an  uneophistieated 
yomig  gentleman,  I  had  passed,  or  endeavOTed  to  pass,  a  stray  week 
or  so  pleasantly.    I  had  gone  to  the  big  town  (1  believe  the  people 

ealled  it  a  city)  of  I ,  from  curioraty,  and  came  away  on  accoont  of 

the  dust,  and  may-be  a  little  home-sickness,  of  which  we  will  say 
nothing  ;  but  not  without  an  inward  palpitation,  as  the  landlady  came 
to  bid  me  good-speed.  It  was  not  so  much  herself  I  cared  for,  as  she 
belonged  to  Mr.  Drybones,  collectively ;  but  her  littlcKsrowned  cap,  with 
the  broad-lace  border,  and  the  huge  breadth  of  pink  ribbon  that  lor 
ever  flapped  around  her  ears,  and  &e  sly  and  roguish  emotion  of  the 
dove-tail  ends,  as  they  crept  anon  over  her  white  neck  and  shoulders, 
(white,  indeed,  though  a  landlady's!)  all  these,  I  say,  may  have  caused 
my  lachrymose  disposition  at  parting ;  and  may-be  that  a  tear  is  now 
resting  on  the  old  wooden  steps — on  the  step  next,  to  the  bottom,  if  I 
remember — has  not  some  unkind  foot  trespassed  roughly  upon  its 
sanctity. 
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In  the  pride  of  my  youth,  I  would  burst  from  my  room  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  as  fate  had  fixed,  I  would  always  meet  'iin,  Drybones,  or  the 
cap,  or  the  ribbons,  just  emerging  from  ihe  culinaries.  Oft  when  her 
fingers  were  welded  by  the  dough,  with  a  'Good-morning,  Master 
Thomas ! '  or  some  other  salutation,  she  would  join  her  dress-sleeye  and 
nasal  organ  in  a  yery  peculiar  ^*ay,  and  by  an  ascending  rub,  quite 
relieye  herself  from  any  tickling  i'  ihe  nose,  occasioned  by  the  flapping 
cap-strings.  When  early  I  met  her  in  the  hall,  I  could  always  tell  what 
to  expect  for  breakfast,  from  the  difierant  degrees  of  fierceness  with 
which  the  cap-strings  fluttered  ;  but  I  need  not  recount,  for  we  inyari* 
ably  had  mu^  and  johnny-cake,  and  the  strings  eyerlastingly  went  all 
ways,  and  with  the  same  yelocity. 

On  the  whole,  I  think  her  husband's  half  of  the  matrimonial  baigain 
was  a  little  the  best.  -  He  was  a  little  ahead  in  rotundity,  but  she  was 
a  head  and  shoulders  aboye  him  in  eleyation,  as  well  aa  in  many  other 
respects. 

She  had  been  —  bless  the  change  1 — quite  a  fashionable  lady  in  her 
younger  hours,  and  diamonds  on  her  own  were  as  brilliant  as  on  any 
other  lady's  fingers  of  her  day ;  beside,  in  her  '  silks,'  she  was  as 
supreme  as  any,  though  their  short,  full  waists,  with  at  least  three 
b^adths,  and  plumb  descent  firom  ike  ann-pits,  would,  in  this  wonder- 
fill  age,  meet  with  many  obstacles,  as  unmentionable  as  they  are  bulky 
in  their  nature. 

I  remember  to  haye  seen  her  exhibit  enormous  quantities  of  pendul- 
ous and  other  ornaments,  massiye  with  expense  and  glitter,  as  well  as 
one  most  antique  remnant  of  ladyhood  that  claimed  the  name  of  bon- 
net, whose  coming,  indeed,  cast  a  shadow  before,  and  quite  in  adyanoe 
of  any  types  of  our  day,  which,  as  worn,  will  admit  a  '  quick  camera ' 
to  a  perfect  outline  of  their  contents,  whether  they  be  Grecian,  Boman, 
or  pug. 

But  what  I  wish  to  introduce,  (more  particularly  as  he  has  so  often 
introduced  himself  to  my  unmention'-ems,  and  in  fact  become  so  deeply 
attached  as  to  leaye  an  impression,)  is  a  little  poodle,  the  only  living 
relic  of  her  earlier  days,  except  good  old  Mr.  Drybones,  who  married 
them  both,  as  is  supposed,  and  as  he  was  then  willing  to  think.  My 
leisure  moments  —  and  mine  were  a)l  leisure  moments  then  —  were  fioe- 
quently  dissipated,  as  all  time  must  be,  in  the  parlor  of  Mts.  Drybonea, 
and  in  the  company  of  Miss  Drybones. 

Truly  there  was  such  a  lady,  and  with  such  a  name,  though  I  could 
neyer  discover  how  she  merited  it ;  and  I  may  add,  with  tnith,  what 
most  writers  are  apt  to  add  any  how,  she  was  young  and  handscmie. 

Why  I  chose  to  stay.in  the  parlor,  I  can 't  myself  say ;  but  I  knew 
and  had  in  view  certain  facts  which  I  am  xiot  disposed  to  conoeal  firom 

any  body.    Mies  D was  of  the  remarkably  showy  age  of  seventeen 

years,  though  1  can  not  explain  how  I  found  out.  She  possessed  a  deal 
of  prattle,  touched  with  a  deal  of  sense,  of  which  I  drank  deep  draughts, 
with  the  eagerness  of  a  bride  at  the  well  of  St.  Keyne. 

These  flowings  of  spirit  I  relished  the  more,  as  they  wevailrawn  for 
me  and  directed  to  me  individually,  from  between  the  stitches  of  her 
knitting-work.     She  would  round  her  sentences  as  beautifiilly  as  abe 
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did  the  stocking-heel,  and  narrow  them  down  with  a  logic  as  pointed 
and  unique  as  the  toe  of  the  same ;  and  when  she  finished,  the  whole 
fabric  of  her  speech  seemed  to  hang  by  the  conclusion,  as  secure  as  the 
aforesaid  stoclang  by  its  last  thread.  When  she  extracted  the  needles, 
they  were  not  trained  to  run  back  and  forth  through  her  dark  curls,  as 
oft  old  ladies'  needles  do,  for  comfort ;  but  she  would  endeavor  to 
initiate  me  into  the  '  mysteries,'  and  '  miseries,*  I  thought,  so  far  as  the 
work  was  concerned,  of  knitting.  Beader,  my  old  heart  does  bum !  and 
I  can  not  trifle  with  my  feelings,  but  must  grow  serious.  Although 
thirty  years  have  since  fled,  I  can  see  her  by  my  side,  with  youth  and 
beauty  limned  in  every  glance,  and  all  amiability  and  virtue  carved 
upon  her  features ;  but  again  it  is  a  vision,  for  in  truth  I  see  her  not  I 

The  rose  seemed  bending  on  her  cheek  as  on  its  stem,  with  many  a 
IQy  peeping  from  behind  it,  and  her  curls  would  fall  as  she  bent  beside 
me,  and  seem  a  cloud  above  a  bed  of  flowers.  Who  has  not  seen  the 
shadow  of  Heaven's  misty  traveller,  as,  unguided  and  free,  it  flew  over 
flower-beds  and  fields,  and  passing,  left  sun-shine  on  their  roses  and 
aaemones  ?  Just  so  those  dark  ringlets  swept  over  her  maiden  cheek  ; 
and  oft  have  I  seen  her  dew-drop  eyes  sparkle  on  mine,  as  the  shadow 
passed,  and  she  turned  smiling  toward  me. 

'  There ! '  she  would  exclaim,  *  if  you  are  as  apt  in  your  studies  while 
at  home  as  yon  are  in  learning  of  me,  I  can  confidently  anticipate  your 
success.'  And  then  continuing,  'What  charm  has  the  law,  that  it 
should  engage  your  attention ;  you  who  seem  so  illy  constituted  in  mind 
and  body  for  such  dry  and  uninteresting  matter  as  I  have  conceived  it 
to  be  ?    Do  tell  me.' 

As  if  my  heart  were  talking  as  it  leapt,  in  the  stead  of  my  lips,  I 
would  firame  my  boyish  answer,  eager  to  display  my  knowledge  of  the 
profession  I  had  chosen,  while  she  threw  herself  down  carelessly  on  a 
little  stool  by  my  feet,  to  hear  why  I  had  chosen  so  uncongenial  a 
pursuit. 

*  There  is  much,'  I  would  say,  *  so  inseparably  connected  with  the 
study  of  law  as  to  be  almost  unattainable  elsewhere,  that  is  both  amus- 
ing and  useful.  Where  in  olden  time  oflenders  against  the  law  were 
condemned  or  purified  by  magic ;  where  in  one  instance  the  test  of 
innocence  was  certain  death,  and  in  another  sure  immaculation  was 
attained  by  the  merest  farce  ;  these  laws  of  *  ordeal '  contrast  strangely 
and  greatly  with  subsequent  laws,  improved  and  modified  unto  the 
present  day,  to  the  extinction  of  witchcraft  and  superstition  in  the  foun- 
tains of  government.  While  perusing  the  wise  provisions  of  our  emi- 
ment  judiciaries,  as  soldered  by  their  decisions  into  our  very  constitutions, 
one  can  but  look  back  and  laugh,  with  distended  cheeks,  at  the  state  of 
Ae  Norman  and  Saxon  codes  under  ecclesiastical  dominion.  Some 
flowers  like  these,  Addie,  appear,  by  force  of  contrast,  in  the  otherwise 
dry  and  unsavory  bed  of  law-study.  As  a  whole,  I  acknowledge  that  it 
is  far  less  congenial,  far  less  interesting  than  many  other  occupations  I 
could  mention ;  but  at  this  moment,  to  the  skillful  practitioner,  it 
aflbrds  the  best  returns.' 

As  I  had  told  her  some  things  quite  new  to  herself  concerning  the 
law  as  a  study,  she  felt  mote  reconciled  to  the  profession  that  had 
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obtained  nothing  but  her  prejudices,  as  it  must  those  of  any  who  view 
it  only  externally. 

'  True,  there  is  more  rdief  to  the  monotony  than  I  supposed ;  but 
yet,  methinks,  fiom  your  musings  in  that  old  arm-chair,  sometimes,  that 
the  labyrinths  of  law  antiquity  were  far  from  being  welcome  to  yon. 
What  your  dreams  consisted  of,  I  can  not  tell ;  but  now  a  shadow  and 
then  a  smile  would  pass  over  your  face  ;  your  eyes  Would  sparkle  with 
that  variety  of  expression  which  I  supposed  only  a  Shak^are  or  a 
Dickens  possessed.  Your  face  has  been  in  as  many  shapes  as  I  should 
imagine  theirs  to  have  assumed  in  sketching  their  Othellos  and  Budges, 
Falstafis  and  Quilps,  Romeos  and  Twists.'  At  this  juncture  would 
the  little  poodle  turn  over  upon  the  rug  and  stretch  lumself  as  only  a 
poodle  can,  when,  with  an  inquiring  look  at  my  face,  he  would  com- 
mence his  sallies  up(«i  my  trowsen,  run  off  and  upset  poor  puss,  who 
was  never  free  firom  his  insults,  and  then  mount  upon  Addie's  dress  to 
hear  her  further  remark. 

*  So  methinks  the  study  of  law  must  sufier  greatly  at  such  times  as 
you  see  fit  to  ponder  your  strange  native  theme.'  Then  poodle  hfts  up 
his  ears,  grown  thick  with  age,  more  easily  to  discover  my  answer. 

'  I  know  not  what  has  caused  my  singular  formation.  Either  Nature 
must  have  felt  melancholy  when  I  was  developed,  or  a  connection  with 
this  strange  world  has  produced  a  radical  and  unusual  change  in  my 
native  structure,  both  of  heart  and  mind.  If,  in  my  younger 
hours,  I  was  indeed  a  brother  to  the  idiosyncrasies  of  my  fath^'s 
first-bom,  there  has  been  a  perceptible  change  in  favor  of  mis- 
anthropy during  my  few  years  of  existence.  He  was  an  independ- 
ent, wild,  and  preoocious  youth,  with  vast  supplies  of  assuranoe 
and  a  deal  of  presence  of  mind,  which  latter  is  a  necessary  attendant 
of  a  temperament  so  cool  and  calculating  as  his  own.  I  say  wild,  for 
in  truth  he  was  so,  if  a  studied  dislike  of  parental  control  admits  that 
untamed  adjective.  Whereas  I,  less  prone  to  be  obstinate  in  the  pleas- 
ing slavery  of  parental  obedience,  grew  perhaps  more  unlike  my  brother 
each  succeeding  day.  In  a  corresponding  manner  my  course  was  moie 
reflective,  his  more  thoughtless ;  mine  grave  and  serious,  his  light  and 
hilarious  :  yet  does  he  possess  a  heart  than  which  there  is  not  one  more 
noble,  more  foigiving.' 

*  I  presume,  on  the  whole,'  she  would  say,  laughingly, '  he  was  as 
gay  as  light,  and  lighter  too,  while  you  vrore  as  calm  as  the  grave,  and 
graver  too.' 

Then  the  conversation  naturally  turned,  and  my  peace  of  mind  came 
to  me  in  a  manner  I  could  not  account  for,  as  with  a  similar  purpose 
(to  enjoy  the  out-door  air  in  the  large  garden  at  the  rear  of  the  board- 
ing-house) we  left  the  parlor ;  I  tsdcing  good  care  to  confine  poodle 
therein,  much,  as  I  hoped,  to  my  comfort.  We  had  scarcely  reached 
the  arbor  —  finely  shaded  and  situated  in  a  side  walk  —  when  the 
landlady  appeared,  cap-strings  and  all,  as  large  as  life,  with  an  immenae 
dinner-bell,  calculated  to  arouse  the  clerks  and  students  to  a  sense  of 
the  time  of  day  and  the  landlady's  pleasure.  '  Ding-clap!  ding-dap! 
ding-clap !  went  the  old  cracked  bell :  she  swung  it  long  and  she  swung 
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it  well,  and  I  saw  the  cap-stringB  heare  and  swell ;  bat  she  stopped  as 
the  poodle's  serateh  and  yell  were  heaid  at  the  parlor  door. 

'  W-e-M  p-o-w  !  if  that  ainH  too  bad/  she  dniwled,  'to  diut  np  my 
poor  little  pet  I '  and  she  turned  the  knob,  more  to  poodle's  relief  than 
mine ;  for  the  reader  may  imagine  I  was  not  in  a  xnood  to  be  disturbed. 
As  the  '  pet '  attacked  my  cloth  in  a  manner  ezpressiire  of  his  delight, 
I  was  forced  to  subdue  my  tender  expressions  after  the  fashion  of 

'Addie,  I  hare  always  lo ,'  (although  I  never  saw  her  before,)  and 

console  myself  with  the  fiu;t  that 

'Th«  oonne  of  true  love  nerer  did  nm  imooth,' 

in  order  to  suj^ness  my  indignation,  which  would  have  shortened  either 
tiie  breath  or  life  of  poor  poodle. 


PA«T     two. 
LCAVS8      ME     A     BACHELOR     STILL. 

I  HAD  but  little  to  do  with  the  other  boardeis,  and,  as  it  is  unnecessary, 
I  need  not  tax  my  powers  in  describing  indescribables.  There  was  one, 
liowever,  whose  good  opinion  I  had  gained,  and  with  whom  I  was  as 
intimate  as  could  be  advised  on  so  short  an  acquaintance.  We  will 
ieare  him  for  a  moment  to  inform  the  reader  that  it  is  unnecessary 
(and  would  be,  were  it  proper)  likewise  to  particularize  every  meeting 
between  myself  and  Miss  Dry-bones  in  the  old  bower  in  the  back-gar- 
den :  to  tell  how  oft  our  hands  were  unclasped  to  chastise  poor  poodle ; 
how  oft  he  returned,  with  a  sadder  wag  but  moie  determination  ;  and 
how  many,  many  times  I  was  forced  to  leave  her  side  by  the  deafening 
invitations  of  the  old  bell,  that  any  hasty,  envious  old  churl  would  have 
compared  to  me ;  it  being,  I  repeat,  slightly  cracked.  With  a  grace, 
however,  I  could  have  denied  that  unsoundness  in  myself ;  for  my 
mother  had  sent  me  sound  into  the  world,  and  to  this  busy  village ; 
and  I  had  received  naught  since  my  arrival  but  the  gentlest  handling. 

By  my  side  at  table  sat  Miss  Drybones,  and  always  oppomte  me  sat 
my  friend  Lewis,  to  whom  I  have  alluded. 

He  was  open-hearted,  and  his  open-heartedness  seamed  to  dwell  in 
his  features  ;  lor  his  ^es  twinkled  and  his  mouth  curled,  as  in  a  per- 
petual smile ;  and  mose  than  all  was  his  frankness  indicated  by  his 
clear,  fidl  voice,  that  seemed  more  like 

'A  Dieny  peal  of  bells ' 

than  a  noise  from  the  dusty  tenement  of  a  spirit. 

'  Sow  now>  Addie  ?  In  late,  as  usual ;  and  not  alone  either !  I 
fear  you  would  change  a  warm  dinner  hi  a  warm  heart  any  day.  Shall 
I  clip  a  wing  from  this  chicken  lor  you  ?  *  he  would  say,  and  add,  as 
ha  thrust  the  chosen  piece  on  her  plate  : 

*  *  Thottoh  the  wings  of  Lore  win  brightly  plaj 
When  first  be  comes  to  woo  thee. 
There  *s  a  chance  that  he  may  fly  away 
AsiiutasfaeflieBtothea''^ 
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'  Indeed  1  You  are  apt  with  your  quotations ;  but,  pray,  is  Love  then 
so  Yolatile  that  power  of  beauty,  wealth,  worth,  or  wisdom  cannot 
stay  his  wings  t  Is  that  the  part  your  Cupid  plays  ? '  said  Addie, 
quickly. 

'  My  Cupid  I  Now  that 's  too  good,  when  he  has  not  even  perched 
in  my  heart  long  enough  to  build  a  nest !  Verily,  that 's  too  good ! '  he 
replied. 

'  Then  your  heart  must  be  a  thorn-bush,'  rcjcHued  Addie,  *  or  he  ner^ 
would  have  passed  the  shadow  of  its  buoyant  branches.  You  liken 
him  to  a  bird :  a  handsome  simile.* 

As  plumply  as  though  he  had  gained  his  point  he  continued  the 
simile  :  '  Yes,  and  a  very  humming-bird,  that  ^ts  and  flutters  firom  one 
bud  to  another,  and  from  the  locust  to  the  honey-suckle ;  but,  mind !  he 
never  leaves  them  until  he  has  enriched  himself  with  aU  their  sweets.' 
His  eye  twinkled  brightest  then,  and  I  thought  that  my  turn  had  come 
to  defend  some  body  with  the  accumulated  weapons  of  iive  minutes, 
which  I  suspect  my  client,  Love,  was  guilty  of  barbing  and  pointing. 

*  You  hold  him  *  a  very  humming-bird,'  I  replied ;  *  that 's  very 
true,  and  he  stops  the  longest  over  the  sweetest  flower ;  and  if  perchance 
he  finds  one  with  sweets  inexhaustible,  he  is  not  always  willing  to  for- 
sake it,  when  he  knows  that  the  petals  will  be  closed  against  his  return, 
or  that  the  flower  will  have  died.* 

Addie  blushed  and  smiled,  1  colored,  and  Lewis  attacked  his  dram- 
stick  more  ferociously,  as  he  said,  trying  to  suppress  a  broad  grin : 

'  You  seem  like  that  happy  humming-bird ;  but  *  where,  oh !  tell  me 
where,*  is  that  pretty  flower  —  lovely,  inexhaustibly  sweet  ?  ' 

I  buried  my  talons  in  a  napkin  and  said  nothing  more,  while  mj 
heart  leapt  so  quick  and  strong  that  I  thought  of  my  watch-crystal  in 
the  left  vest-pocket.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dry-bones  seemed  unmerciful,  for 
they  exchanged  glances  of  surprise  and  wonder  that  set  aU  the  clerks 
a-tittering ;  and,  strangest  of  all,  the  uneasy  cap-strings  were  composed, 
and  stuck  out  behind  in  a  dead  calm. 

The  next  day  I  was  to  depart,  and  as  I  had  met  with  such  cordiality 
on  all  hands  —  even  from  Addie  —  I  called  to  my  mind  and  detennined 
to  profit  by  the  advice  of  Bums  : 

*  To  catch  dame  Fortiroe's  golden  smile^ 

Assiduotn  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  bv  erery  wile 

That  *8  juBtffied  by  honor ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  bedg^ 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant ; 
But  for  the  ^lorioos  priTJIege 

Qi  being  independent.' 

Hence,  ere  I  started  I  had  arranged  a  correspondence  with  Addie, 
and  progressed  thus  in  '  gathering  gear '  for  the  future,  and  in  *  being 
independent.'  With  a  heavy  and  reluctant  tread  I  crossed  the  threshold ; 
and  it  was  then  that  I  dropped  the  tear  upon  the  old  wooden  steps, 
which,  I  doubt  not,  some  shoe  has  rudely  trampled  upon. 

Once  more  I  was  at  home  in  the  quaint  old  country  village,  all  aitmnd 
which  com  was  mellowing,  and  the  fidds  of  crther  grain  were  waviiic 
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lig^t  and  aiiy.  It  was  just  the  place  to  inspize  my  young  aflectiona, 
and  make  the  heart  ache  -with  joy's  repletion. 

I  had  written  to  Addie ;  an  answer  came ;  bat  swifter  than  the 
winged  mail  came  also  Rnmor  — 

'Fami,  malnni,  quo  non  alind  Telocios  olliim/ 

and  an  hundred  gossips  bent  their  can  to  hear  all,  and  more  than  I 
knew  myself. 

Then  came  the  trial  of  my  independence ;  for  my  mother  came  and 
whiroered  in  my  boyish  ear  that  I  had  erred ;  that  a  thousand  things 
testified  to  my  rashness ;  that  my  elder  brother  had  long  been  gone, 
no  one  knew  where,  and  that  I  alone  was  left  to  honor  and  obey  the 
voice  parental. 

Like  ice  in  son-light,  all  my  visions  of  romance  disappeared.  The 
later  bond  of  love  must  give  way  —  and  it  did — before  the  elder  claim. 
The  tie  was  severed  as  completely  by  one  letter  as  before  its  union ;  and 
all  that  now  is  left  me  is  the  tear  upon  the  page  that  set  me  firee. 

Soon,  wearied  with  his  tarrying,  my  brother  came  again  into  our 
midst.  I  knew  him  not  as  brother,  for  he  had  been  long  away  ;  but 
n^n  his  bed — alas!  the  last!  —  I  recognized  my  boarding-house 
friend.  Pallid  were  his  cheeks,  and  his  pulra  grew  daily  weaker ;  bnt 
ere  he  died  he  called  me  to  his  side,  and  drawing  a  ring  from  his  fin- 
ger, placed  it  in  my  hand  saying,  *  Take  that ;  you  will  remember  her.' 

These  were  his  last  words.  The  ring  bore  the  simple  inscription* 
'Addie.' 

This  was  enough.  My  brother  had  been  a  successful  suitor,  after  the 
barrier  to  my  hopes  had  been  interposed.  Now,  firom  the  world^s  buf- 
fetings,  all  the  actors  in  the  above  scene  save  myself  are  fi»e,  and 
around  my  head  the  storm  gathers  thick  and  fast  Wonder  not  that  I 
am  still  an  *  old  bachelor ! ' 


O      O      T     O     B      E      &     • 

OvE  summer  night  I  saw  the  moon  go  down, 

With  eyes  uptomed  in  grateftd  joj  to  Heayen ; 

0*er  the  glad  hope  that  fOled  my  heart  that  even 

The  young  ort)  floated  like  a  silver  crown. 

But  now,  in  autumn  vapors  almost  hid, 

It  seems  a  ftmeral  um  <k  bumidbed  gold, 

Gliding  fiir  downward  to  the  waters  oold, 

With  that  sweet  hope  beneath  its  closed  lid. 

Still  downward,  imaged  in  the  moumM  river, 

To  the  slow,  solemn  music  of  its  roar, 

Till  the  long  sloping  hiUs  close  darkly  o*er. 

Shutting  it  out  from  my  fond  gaze  for  ever. 

Only  the  stars  adown  die  western  wave 

Follow  that  dear  hope  to  its  autumn  grave.  s.  Maxib. 
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THE        UNKNOWN        BRAVE 


A  BOLDOB  lay  low  on  the  field  of  his  pride, 

Lifers  bAid  battle  o*er,  and  a  long  peace  before  him ; 

And  he  who  so  often  grim  Dbath  hiul  defied 
Pelt  the  swift^  chlllj  blast  fix>m  his  wings  roahlng  o^er  him. 


The  dark  crimson'  tide  burst  in  deadlier  stream, 
As  with  his  last  strength  his  faint  body  he  raised ; 

And  the  light  of  his  eye  gave  a  flickering  gleam 
As  for  the  last  time  on  the  fair  world  he  gazed. 


How  lovely  it  seemed  to  his  sights  waning  dim  I 

Though  around  him  the  dead  and  the  wounded  were  lying; 

And  oh  I  't  was  a  thousand  times  dearer  to  him, 
When  he  thought  of  his  oouniry,  for  which  he  was  dying. 


Then  came  the  sad  thoughts  of  his  home — of  his  ?rifc^ 
Loving  children,  and  niends  he  should  never  see  more; 

And  a  tear  streamed  adown  his  wan  cheek,  not  for  life, 
But  for  those  left  behind  him,  his  death  to  deplore. 


He  turned  his  last  look  to  the  bright  golden  West, 
Where  the  sun  and  the  world  were  just  bidding  fJEtfewell ; 

With  his  last  murmured  breath  his  dear  country  he  blest, 
Then  in  Death's  peacefbl  sleep  on  the  battle-field  felL 


Ah  I  many  a  true-hearted  hero,  and  brave 
As  any  whom  Fams'b  migh^  trumpet  hath  blown, 

Has  sunk,  thus  unhonored,  alone  to  his  grave, 
His  name  and  his  deeds  to  his  fellows  unknovm. 


Green,  green  grow  the  grass  o*er  his  cold,  earthy  bed  t 
May  the  wild-flowers  of  Nature  the  monument  be 

Of  the  patriot  who  thus  for  his  country  has  bled, 
And  drawn  his  last  breath  in  the  cause  of  'the  flreel  * 


LITEHAET     NOTICES. 


PoKHs  BT  Thomas  William  Pabsonb.    In  one  Tohinie,  of  one  hundred  and  «igiit7Huiit 
pages.    Boston:  Ticnvos  ahd  Fiilds. 

Tm  readers  of  this  Magazine  are  not  unacquainted  with  the  rare  gifts  of 
the  author  of  this  modest  but  most  meritorious  volume.  Thej  will  call  to 
mind,  in  turning  oyer  its  fair  pages,  with  the  Boston  stamp  of  beautiful  typo* 
graphical  execution,  many  a  poetical  gem  which  first  saw  the  4ight  of  type  * 
through  the  Knickebbockbr.  The  volume  opens  with  four  *  Poetical  Let- 
ters,' originally  addressed  through  our  pages  to  Samuel  Rooebs,  Chablbs 
KBmn.B,  Edwabd  Moxon,  and  Waltbb  Savagb  Lasbob.  In  a  playful  pre- 
fmce  to  these,  the  author  says : 

'  Tbn  yesrs  and  more  I  —  it  seems  a  weaiy  time 
Since  first  these  fiudes  took  their  shape  of  rhyme ; 
And  some  who  praised,  and  many  more  thai  read 
The  trifling  lines  are  written  witn  the  dead. 

What  was  their  drift?  —  A  whim,  without  a  plan, 
To  feign  myself  a  wanderinff  Englishman : 
To  imagine  how  he  felt,  ana  what  he  thought ; 
How  toe  had  felt,  perchance,  if  English  tanght : 
flad  we  at  Harrow  or  at  Eton  learned 
That  fine  freemasonnr  that  is  not  earned 
By  bookish  toil  in  colleges  at  home, 
Nor  all  the  schools  from  Gottinffen  to  Rome: 
Something  ftstidions —  call  it,  u  you  will. 
Insular  j>nde — hut  something  genial  still; 
Somethmg  satirical  —  yet  common-sense  — 
That  sees  through  pedantry,  puts  down  pretence, 
Knows  its  own  nonsense,  and  forgiTeth  yours, 
Galls  folly  by  its  name — and  yet  endures : 
Oood-haroored  wisdom,  that  can  read  the  lie 
Of  the  &lee  world,  nor  be  enraged  thereby, 
But  keep  its  temper  and  its  truth  unmoved,    « 
Though  boobies  triumph,  and  the  quack 's  approved.' 

In  the  epistle  to  Landob,  at  Florence,  occur  these  stanzas,  contrasting 
our  present  America  with  the  'dead  past '  of  Italy,  her  enchantments  of  art, 
and  her  'storied  seas.'    Thev  have  often  struck  us  as  being  veiy   racefnl : 
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'No  such  a  spell  the  charmed  adventurer  guides 

Who  Bcelu  those  ruins  hid  in  Yucatan, 
Where  through  the  tropic  forest,  silent,  glideSi 
Bj  crumblisd  fane  and  idol,  slow  Copan. 

'  There,  as  the  weedy  pyramid  he  climbs, 

Or  views,  mid  groves  that  rankly  wave  above. 
The  work  of  nameless  hands  in  unknown  times. 
Much  wakes  his  wonder  —  nothing  stirs  his  lore. 

'  Art's  rude  beffinnings,  wheresoever  found, 

The  same  dull  chord  of  feelinjg  faintly  strike ; 
The  Druid's  pillar,  and  the  Indian  mound, 
And  UzmaVs  monuments,  are  mute  alike. 

'  Nor  here,  although  the  gorgvous  year  hath  brought 

Crimson  October's  beautiful  decay, 
Can  all  this  loveliness  inspire  a  thought 
Beyond  the  marvels  of  the  fleeting  day. 

'For here  the  Present  overpowers  the  Past; 

No  recollections  to  these  woods  belong, 
(O'er  which  no  minstrelsy  its  veil  hath  cast,) 
To  rouse  our  worship  or  supply  my  song. 

'  But  this  will  come ;  the  neoromanoer  km 

Shall  round  the  wilderness  his  g^ry  throw ; 
Hudson  shall  murmur  through  the  poet's  page. 
And  in  his  numbers  more  superbly  flow. 

'  Enough  —  't  is  more  than  midnight  by  the  dodE ; 

Manhattan  dreams  of  dollars,  all  abed: 
With  vou,  dear  Waltbb,  'tis  the  crow  of  cock, 
And  o'er  Fi^sole  the  skies  are  red. 

'  Good-night  I  yet  stay — both  longitudes  to  suit. 
Your  own  returning,  and  my  absent  lights 
Thus  let  me  bid  our  mutual  salute ; 
To  yon,  Imcm  giomo — to  myself,  good  night  I ' 

Many  of  our  readers  have  encountered  the  stanzas  '  On  a  Brut  o/DcaUe^ 
already,  for  thej  appeared  in  the  Rnickerbockbr  jears  ago ;  but  for  the 
enjoyment  of  those  who  have  not  seen  them,  we  re-produce  them  here.  And 
we  are  the  more  glad  to  do  this,  because  we  perceive  the  same  exquisite  lines 
in  journals  of  wide  circulation,  wrongfully  attributed  to  the  pen  of  Okrald 
M ASSET,  a  young  English  poet^  just  rising  into  honorable  renown : 


'  Sai,  from  this  counterfeit  of  him 
Whom  Amo  shall  remember  long. 
How  stem  of  lineament,  how  grim. 
The  fatber  was  of  Tuscan  song. 
There  but  the  burning  sense  of  wrong, 
Perpetual  care  and  soom.  abide ; 
Small  friendship  for  the  lordly  throng ; 
Distrust  of  all  the  world  beside. 

'Fkuthful  if  this  wan  image  be, 
No  dream  his  life  was  -—but  a  fight; 
Could  any  Beatricb  see 
A  lorer  in  that  anchorite? 
To  that  cold  Ghibeltne's  gloomy  sight 
Who  could  have  gUMsed  the  visions  came 
Of  Beauty,  veiled  with  heavenly  light, 
In  circles  of  eternal  flame? 


'  The  lips  as  Cumse's  carem  dose. 
The  cheeks  with  fiut  and  sorrow  thin. 
The  rigid  front^  almost  morose. 
But  for  the  patient  hope  within. 
Declare  a  liie  whose  course  hath  been 
Unsullied  still,  though  still  severe. 
Which,  through  the  wavering  days  of  sin. 
Kept  itself  icy-chaste  and  clear. 

'  Not  wholly  such  his  haggard  look 
When  wandering^  once,  forlorn,  he  strayed^ 
With  no  companion  save  his  book. 
To  Corvo's  hushed  monastic  shade; 
Wher^  as  the  Benedictine  laid 
His  palm  upon  the  pilgrim-guest. 
The  single  ooon  for  which  he  prayed 
The  convent's  charity  was  Test* 


*  *  It  is  told  of  Dantb  that  when  ho  was  roaminff  over  Italy,  he  came  to  a  certain  monasteiT, 
where  he  was  met  by  one  of  the  Man,  who  blessed  nlm,  and  saked  what  was  his  desire;  to  whieli 
the  weaiy  straoger  eimply  answered,  'Pace.*  7 
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'  Peace  dwells  not  here:  this  rugged  fiioe 
Betrays  no  spirit  of  repose; 
The  BuUen  warrior  sole  we  traoe^ 
The  marble  man  of  many  woes. 
Such  was  bis  mien  when  first  arose 
The  thouffht  of  Uiat  stranse  tale  divine, 
When  heu  he  peopled  with  his  fi)es, 
The  Boouige  or  many  a  guiltj  line. 

'  War  to  the  lost  he  waged  with  all 
The  tyrant  canker-worms  of  earth ; 
Baron  and  duke,  in  hold  and  hall. 
Cursed  the  dark  hour  that  gaye  bim  birth : 


He  used  Rome's  harlot  for  his  mirth : 
Plucked  bare  hypocrisjr  and  crime : 
But  valiant  souls  of  knightly  worth 
Transmitted  to  the  rolls  of  Time. 

*  O  Time!  whose  verdicts  mock  our  own. 
The  only  righteous  Judce  art  thou ; 
That  ^r  <ud  exUe,  sad  and  lone. 
Is  Latium*s  other  Yxboil  now : 
Before  his  name  the  nations  bow ; 
His  words  are  parcel  of  mankind, 
Deep  in  whose  nearts,  as  on  his  brow, 
The  marks  have  sunk  of  Daxtb's  mind.' 


Among  the  miscellaneous  poems  is  one  upon  the  *  Hudson  River ; '  and  as 
we  look  out  upon  it  at  this  moment,  at  its  widest  part,  through  the  soft 
October  haze,  and  its  banks  of  manj-colored  woods,  with  white  villas  gleam- 
ing among  the  trees,  we/^reZthat,  as  the  old  maid  said  of  Niagara,  it  desertm 
to  be  '  highly  spoken  of.'  Referring  to  the  hook  for  the  poem  in  its  entirety, 
we  content  ourselyes  with  the  subjoined  passage.  The  previous  stanza  has 
allusion  to  Scotland : 

'A  FBW  of  Hudson's  more  miotic  hills 

Might  furnish  forests  for  the  whole  of  thine, 
Hide  m  thick  shade  all  Humber's  feeding  rills, 
And  darken  all  the  fountains  of  the  Tyne. 

'  Kame  all  the  floods  that  pour  from  Albion's  heart, 

To  float  her  citadels  that  crowd  the  sea, 

In  what,  except  the  meaner  pomp  of  Art, 

Sublimer  Hudson  I  can  they  rival  thee  ? 

'  Could  boastful  Thames  with  all  his  riches  buv, 

To  deck  the  strand  which  London  loads  with  gold. 
Sunshine  so  bright  —  such  puritv  of  sky  — 
As  bless  thy  sultry  season  ana  thy  cold  ? 

'  No  tales,  we  know,  are  chronicled  of  thee 
In  ancient  scrolls ;  no  deeds  of  doubtful  daim 

Have  bung  a  history  on  everv  tree. 
And  given  each  rock  its  fiwle  and  a  fame. 

'But  neither  here  hath  any  conqueror  trod, 

Nor  grim  invaders  from  barbarian  climes; 
No  horrors  feigned  of  giant  or  of  god 
Pollute  thy  stillness  with  recor&d  crimes. 

'  Here  never  yet  have  happy  fields  laid  waste, 
The  ravished  harvest  and  the  blasted  frui^ 
The  cottage  ruined,  and  the  shrine  defaced. 
Tracked  the  foul  passage  of  the  feudal  brute. 

' '  Tet,  0  Antiquity  t '  the  stranger  sighs, 

'  Scenes  wanting  thee  soon  mil  upon  the  view ; 
The  soul's  indifference  dulls  toe  sated  eyes, 
Where  all  is  fair  indeed— but  all  is  new.' 

'  False  thought !  is  age  to  crumbling  walls  confined  t 

To  Orecian  fhigments  and  Egyptian  bones? 
Hath  Time  no  monuments  to  raise  the  mind, 
More  than  old  fortresses  and  sculptured  stones  f 

'  Call  not  this  new  which  is  the  only  land 

That  wears  unchanged  the  same  primeval  fiice 

Which,  when  iust  dawning  from  its  Makxb's  hand, 

Gkddened  the  first  gnat  grandsire  of  our  nuse. 
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*  Kor  did  Eqphrates  with  an  etriier  birth 

Glide  past  ^reen  Eden  toward  the  nnknown  south. 
Than  Hudson  broke  upon  the  infiuit  earth. 
And  kissed  the  ooean  with  his  nameless  mouth.' 

With  much  that  is  tender  and  touching,  there  are  yet  playM  elAuioiis, 
which  we  should  be  hi^py  to  quote,  did  our  limits  permit  Of  tiiese 
the  *IAnm  to  a  Ladyyioitha  Mead  qf  Pope  Piut  Ninth;  and  ^  Saint  Peray^ 
are  good  examples.  But  our  tether  begins  to  pufl,  and  we  must  dose ; 
simply  adding  that  our  readers  will  be  doing  theraselTes  a  very  great  pkasure 
by  tiie  acquisition  of  this  tasteful  Tolume. 


Captaiv  Gaitot:  <m,  Twbitt  Tkabs  of  an  Afbicah  Slaybb  :  Being  an  Aoooimt  of  his 
Career  and  Adrentures  on  the  Coast,  in  the  Interior,  on  Shipboa^,  and  in  the  West- 
Indies.  Written  out  and  edited  from  the  CAPTAnr's  Journals,  Memoranda,  and  Oon- 
Tersation.  Bj  Brants  Hatbr,  Esq.,  of  Baltimore.  Inoneyolume:  pp.  448.  New- 
York:  D.  Applbton  and  Compant. 

Im  a  long  and  interesting  dedicatory  epistle  to  N.  P.  Willis,  Esq.,  of '  Idle- 
wild,'  on  the  Hudson,  Mr.  Matbb — a  spirited  writer,  whom  we  have  regret- 
ted not  to  find  more  frequently  before  the  public — giyes  an  account  of  the 
manner  in  which  he  came  to  prepare  the  yolume  before  us.  He  was  intro- 
duced to  its  hero  by  Dr.  James  Hall,  the  distinguished  founder  and  first 
governor  of  the  colony  at  Gape  Palmas,  who  pronounced  him,  aside  from  his 
profession  of  slayer,  as  a  man  of  unquestionable  integrity.  So  striking  were 
the  incidents  of  his  adventurous  life,  and  so  true  its  delineations  of  African 
character,  that  at  the  advice  of  Mr.  Hall,  a  copious  memorandum  was  pre- 
pared, from  which  the  present  work  has  been  written  out  by  Mr.  Matbb  for 
the  public.    The  author  says : 

'  Entbbtainino  as  the  story  might  hare  been  for  a  Uove  cUms  of  readers.  I  would  not 
hare  composed  a  line  for  the  mere  ^ratification  of  scancutlous  curiosity.  My  oonrersa- 
tions  with  Canot  satisfied  me  that  his  disclosures  were  more  thoroughly  candid  than 
those  of  anj  one  who  has  hitherto  related  his  connection  with  the  traffic.  I  thought 
that  the  evidence  of  one  who,  for  twenty  years,  played  the  chief  part  in  such  a  drama, 
was  of  Tslue  to  society,  which  is  making  up  its  mind,  not  only  aoout  a  ereat  political 
and  domestic  problem,  but  as  to  the  nature  of  the  race  itself  I  thought  that  a  true 
picture  of  aboriginal  Africa — unstirred  by  progress  — unmodified  by  reflected  ctTilin* 
lion — foil  of  the  barbarism  that  blood  and  tradition  hare  handed  down  from  the  begin- 
ning, and  embalmed  in  its  prcgudioes,  like  the  corpses  of  Ggjrpt — could  not  foil  to  be 
of  incalculable  importance  to  philanthropists  who  regard  no  people  as  beyond  the  leadi 
of  enlightenment. 

'  The  completed  task  rises  before  me  like  a  moving  panorama,  whose  scenery  and 
background  are  the  ooean  and  tropics,  and  whose  principal  actor  combines  the  astute- 
ness of  FoncHB  with  the  dezterify  of  Gil  Blas.  I  hare  endearored  to  set  forth  his 
story  as  plainly  as  possible,  letting  erents  instead  of  descriptions  derelop  a  checkered 
life  which  was  incessantly  connected  with  desperate  men  of  both  colors.  As  he 
unmasked  his  whole  career,  and  gave  me  leave  to  use  the  incidents,  I  haye  not  dared  to 
hide  what  the  actor  himselr  displaTed  no  wish  to  conceal.  Beside,  the  sketches  of  cha- 
racter which  fomiliarize  us  wi£  the  aboriginal  n^ro  in  Africa^  there  is  a  good  moral 
in  the  resultless  life,  which,  after  dl  its  toils,  hazards,  ana  successes,  leayes  the 
adrenturer  a  stranded  wreck  in  the  prime  of  manhood.  One-half  the  natural  capacity, 
employed  industriously  in  kwfol  commerce,  would  have  made  the  Captain  comfortable 
and  independent.' 

Mr.  Matbb  is  right  in  the  assumption  that  *  there  is  not  much  to  attract 
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in  the  angular  ftlmegati<m  of  dvilised  happineBS  in  a  slayer's  career,*  or  thai 
*  his  story  is  likely  to  sednce  or  educate  a  race  of  slayers.'  The  numerous 
extracts  from  this  *  Twenty  Tears  of  an  African  Slayer/  which  haye  appeared 
in  the  Journals  of  the  United  States,  attest  the  great  interest  of  the  yarious 
and  exdtmg  adyentures  €i  which  the  work  is  composed.  We  haye  only  to 
add  that  Mr.  Matsb's  style  is  singularly  well  adapted  to  be  the  amanuensis. 
He  catches  the  spirit  of  a  scene  and  records  it  with  as  much  naturalness  as 
if  he  himself  were  the  actor  whose  deeds  he  is  depicting.  The  illustrations, 
of  which  there  are  seyeralt  are  yeiy  good. 


PoBMS  AXD  Ballads  bt  Gbbald  Habset.    Printed  from  the  Third  Loodon  edition* 
In  one  rolome :  pp.  228.    Kew-Tork :  J.  C.  Derbt,  Kaasau  street    Boston  :  Pbil- 

*LIP9,  SaXPSOX  A^D  COXPAITT. 

We  mention  this  yolume,  (which  contains  seyeral  new  poons,  and  is 
reyised  and  corrected  by  the  author,)  not  so  much  for  criticising  or  quoting 
from  it,  since  that  has  been  sufficiently  performed  by  the  public  press 
generally,  as  to  present  a  few  facts  connected  with  the  history  of  the  author, 
who  is  now  only  twenty-fiye  years  of  age.  His  &ther  was  and  still  is  a 
canal-boatman,  near  London,  working  for  ten  shiUings  a  week.  His  mother 
was  a  noble,  intelligent  woman,  but  her  'struggles  of  the  poor'  are  oyer. 
Gerald  Masset,  at  eight  years  of  age,  went  into  a  silk  manufactory,  rising 
at  fiye  o^clock  in  the  morning,  and  toifing  there  tall  half-past  six  in  the  eyen- 
ing;  up  in  the  gray  dawn,  or  in  the  winter  before  Hght,  and  trudging  to  the 
fikctory  through  the  wind  or  in  the  snow,  seeing  the  sun  only  through  the 
fibctoiy  windows,  and  breathing  an  atmosphere  laden  with  ruik  oily  yapor. 
'What  a  life  for  a  childl*  sure  enoughl  —  'what  a  substitute  for  tender 
prattle,  for  childish  glee,  for  youthful  playtime  I '  —  and  all  for  sometimes 
less  than  a  shilling  a  week!  The  mill  was  at  length  burned  down,  and 
poor  Geralo,  who  had  neyer  known  what  childhood  meant,  haying  neyer 
had  any,  became  an  errand-boy.  But  he  had  been  to  a  penny-school,  had 
learned  to  read  the  Bible  and  Buktan's  '  PQgrim's  Vrogreas ;'  then  '  Robin- 
soH  Gbvsoe,'  and  other  the  like  books ;  and  so  on,  until  he  '  read  at  all  pos- 
sible times,  and  in  all  possible  pUces ;'  at  book-stalls,  in  his  bed  till  three 
in  the  morning ;  insatiate  in  his  thirst  for  knowledge ;  and  in  this  way,  by 
toilsome  degrees,  he  came  not  only  to  read  good  works,  but  himself  to  'in- 
dite a  good  matter,'  which  brought  him  before  the  public,  and  onward  to 
his  present  repute  as  a  'teacher  through  the  heart'  And  now  hear  how 
such  a  man  ^schooled  in  adyersity  at  such  an  early  age,  and  still  so  com- 
paratiyely  young —  speaks  of  himself: 

'  Should  the  heart  of  a  poor  man  break  into  song,  it  is  likely  that  his  pOTer^  mar 
turn  into  hailstones  that  wnich  might  hare  fidlen  on  the  world  in  fi'uctifyiDg  ram.  A 
poor  man,  fiehting  his  battle  of  life/nas  little  time  forthenptureof  repose  which  poetrr 
demands.    He  cannot  take  poetry,  like  a  bride,  to  his  heart  and  home,  and  derote  a  liw 


3e  cannot  take  poetry,  like  a  bride,  to  his  heart  and  home,  and  derote  i 
to  her  service.    He  can  onlj  keep  some  innermost  chamber  of  his  heart  saered  for  her. 
from  whence  he  gets  occasional  glimpses  of  her  wondrous  beauty,  when  he  can  steal 
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aw»y  from  tbo  outward  strife,  like  some  child  who  has  found  a  treasure,  aod  steals  aside 
to  look  OB  it  in  secret  and  alone,  lest  rade  and  importunate  companions  should  snatch 
it  from  the  possessor's  hands.  Considering  all  tnings,  it  may  appear  madness  for  a 
poor  man  to  attempt  poetry  in  the  &ce  of  the  barriers  that  surround  him.  So  many 
nearts  have  been  broken,  so  many  Utcs  have  been  wasted,  so  many  lions  are  in  the  way 
of  the  Gate  Beautiful,  and  so  many  wrecks  lie  by  the  path !  And  so  it  is — a  diseased 
madness,  or  a  divine  one.  If  the  disease,  then  there  is  no  help  for  a  man :  if  the  dlTiae^ 
then  there  is  no  hindrance  for  him. 

'  Who  would  not  pity  the  poor  versifier  at  the  outset  of  his  career?  But  who  would 
not  also  rejoice  witn  him  in  the  end^  when  the  world  crowns  him  a  poet  with  pnans 
of  acclaim?  And,  in  spite  of  all  thmgs,  there  will  be  poetry  in  the  midst  of  povertr. 
Even  as  there  is  scarcelv'  a  space  in  the  world  so  barren  but  some  plot  i3t  natural  rioa- 
ness  will  be  running  all  to  flowers ;  some  type  of  loveliness  will  m  starting  up  from 
Earth's  inner  Sea  ox  Beauty,  even  in  waste  and  wilderness,  on  rock  and  ruio,  in  Alpine 
snows  and  sandy  solitudes ;  so  is  it  with  poetry,  the  flower  of  humanitv.  It  will  oon> 
tinually  be  springing,  in  its  own  naturafway,  in  the  most  bleak  and  barren  by-wajs 
of  the  world,  as  well  as  in  the  richest  and  most  cultivated  pastures.  The  winds  of 
heaven,  or  the  birds  of  Goo,  will  drop  the  seed,  and  the  flower  will  follow,  even  though 
sown  amid  the  bushes  and  brambles  of  the  obscurest  hamlet,  or  in  the  crevices  of  the 
city  pavement  .  .  .  Beside,  it  is  not  while  the  fight  is  raging,  and  the  struggle  is 
sore,  that  the  poet  can  sing.  He  must  first  do  battle  and  overcome,  climb  from  the 
stir  and  strife,  and  be  able  to  watch  from  his  mountain  where  he  dwells  apart  The 
fullest  and  rarest  streams  of  poetry  only  flow  throu^  a  mind  at  peace.  The  mirrov 
of  the  poet's  soul  must  be  calm  and  clear :  else  it  will  give  forth  distorted  reflections 
and  fidse  imaginings. 

'Had  I  known,  when  I  began  to  write  verses,  what  I  know  now,  I  think  I  should 
have  been  intimidated,  and  not  have  begun  at  slL  So  many  and  so  glorious  are  the 
luminaries  already  up  and  shining,  that  one  would  pause  before  hoisting  a  rushlight 
But  I  was  ignorant  of  these  things.  4°d  as  I  have  begun,  and  conquered  some  pre- 
liminarf  difficulties — as  I  have  been  sweated  down  to  the  proper  Jockey- weight  at 
which  I  can  ride  Pboasus  with  little  danger  of  spraining  his  wmgs — and  as  a  purpose 
has  gradually  and  unconsciously  grown  upon  me,  I  dare  say  I  shall  go  on,  making  the 
best  of  my  limited  materials,  with  the  view  of  writing  some  songs  that  may  become 
dear  to  the  hearts  of  the  people,  cheering  them  in  their  sorrows,  voicing  their  aspira- 
tions, lighting  them  on  the  way  up  which  they  are  groping  darkly  after  better  thmgs, 
and  saluting  their  triumphs  with  hymns  of  victory  I 

'  I  cannot  conclude  without  thanking  those  cntics  who  have  given  me  so  generous 
a  welcome.  And  I  would  also  thank  wose  who  have  not  spared  my  fiiults,  or  dwelt 
tenderly  on  my  failings.  Tbey,  also,  have  done  me  good,  and  I  am  j^teral  for  it 
Friend(y  praise  is  somewhat  like  a  warm  bath  — ant  to  enervate,  especially  if  we  stay 
in  too  long;  but  friendly  censure  is  like  a  cold  batn,  bracing  and  healfhfui,  though  we 
are  always  glad  to  get  out  of  it  Some  of  the  critics  have  called  me  a  'poet;'  but 
that  wora  is  much  too  lightly  spoken,  much  too  freely  bandied  about  I  know  what  a 
poet  is  too  well  to  fancv  that  I  am  one  yet  It  is  a  high  standard  that  I  set  up  myself 
and  I  do  not  ask  it  to  be  lowered  to  reach  my  stature ;  nor  would  I  have  the  poet's 
awful  prown  diminished  to  mete  my  lesser  brow.  I  may  have  that  something  within 
which  kindles  flame-like  at  the  breath  of  Love,  or  mounts  into  song  in  the  presence  of 
Beauty;  but  alast  mine  is  a  'jarring  lyre.'  If  I  were  a  critic,  I  should  be  savagely 
severe  on  this  subject  The  dearth  of  poetry  should  be  great  in  a  country  where  we 
hail  as  poets  such  as  have  been  crowned  of  late. 

'For  myself  I  have  only  entered  the  lists,  and  inscribed  my  name:  the  race  has  yet 
to  be  run.  whether  I  shall  run  it  and  win  the  poet's  crown,  or  not,  time  alone  will 
prove,  and  not  the  prediction  of  friend  or  foe.  The  crowns  of  poetry  are  not  in  the 
keeping  of  critics.  There  have  been  many  who  have  Wiren  some  signs  of  promise — 
just  set  a  rainbow  of  hope  in  the  dark  cloud  of  their  life  —  and  never  fulnlled  their 
promise:  and  the  world  has  wondered  why.  But  it  might  not  have  been  matter  of 
wonder  if  the  world  could  have  read  what  was  written  behind  the  cloud.  Otbsrs, 
again,  are  songful  in  youth,  like  the  nightingales  in  spring,  who  soon  cease  to  mn^ 
because  tbey  have  to  build  nests,  rear  their  young,  and  provide  for  them ;  and  so  the 
songs  grow  silent ;  the  heart  is  full  of  cares,  and  the  dreamer  has  no  time  to  dream. 
I  hope  that  my  future  holds  some  happier  fiite.  I  think  there  is  a  work  for  me  to  do, 
and  I  trust  to  accomplish  it' 

There,  reader :  you  can  form  your  own  idea  whether  a  man  who  pots 
finch  poetry  in  his  proee,  as  is  contained  in  the  above  noble  and  manly  pas- 
sages, can  write  poetry  or  not  *  Any  way,^  we  are  not  going  to  qaote  a 
single  line  for  you.    Btiy  the  book.    Ton  *11  read  it  *  fast  enough.* 
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DionoNART  or  Exolibh  axd  Fbbkcb  Idioms  :  inastratmg,  by  Phraaes  and  Examples, 
the  Peculiarities  of  both  LAiiffuages.  Bj  J.  Robxeb,  Professor  of  the  French  Lan- 
guage and  Literature  in  the  Ifew-Tork  Free  Academy.  New-Tork :  F.  J.  Hmrnvo- 
TON,  and  Mabon  Bbothbbs. 

Thb  long  winter  erenings  are  approaching  when  the  French  classes  wiD 
be  resumed  in  our  good  city ;  and  we  shall  find  no  better  season  wherein  to 
commend  the  above  excellent  work  to  the  &Tor  of  the  public,  which  has 
been  most  ably  prepared  by  its  accomplished  author,  *  with  the  yiew  of  ena- 
bling the  American  to  translate  his  own  language  into  grammatical,  idioma- 
tical,  written,  and  colloquial  French,  and  of  rendering  it  equally  useful  for 
the  library,  the  parlor,  and  the  counting-house,  as  well  as  the  school-room. 
Such  phrases  have  been  selected  in  preference  as  relate  to  literature,  the  fine 
artSi  and  commerce,  beside  conyersational  expressions,  and  terms  of  etiquette 
in  established  use.  These  haye  been  carefully  classified  and  translated  into 
IVench,  according  to  the  rules  of  grammar  and  the  usage  of  polite  society : 
in  such  cases,  when  the  sense  is  liable  to  be  affected  by  the  context  or  dr- 
cumstances,  the  translation  is  made  in  as  many  forms  or  synonymous  expres- 
sions as  are  necessary  to  illustrate  the  yarious  shades  of  meaning  in  which 
the  term  may  occur.'  In  doing  this  the  compiler  has  brought  together  in  an 
accessible  shape  the  yast  treasures  of  learning  scattered  through  numerous 
and  rare  yolumes  which,  from  their  bulk  and  cost,  haye  hitherto  been  out  of 
the  reach  of  American  students  of  the  language  of  Europe. 


Tbi  Mastsb's  Hoosa :  a  Talb  of  SoDTHiBir  Lifb.  By  '  Looax.'  Illastrated  by 
JDrawingB  from  Life.  In  one  Tolume:  pp.  892.  Kew-xork:  T.  L.  McElrath  axi> 
GoMPAirr. 

'  EysNTS  of  eyery-day  life  are  constantly  occurring,'  says  the  author  of 
this  work,  in  his  brief  preface,  '  which,  if  recorded,  would  make  more  thrill- 
ing histories  than  many  of  the  yolumes  which  aspu-e  to  haye  no  other  char 
racter  than  that  of  romantic  interest,  produced  at  the  sacrifice,  if  needs  be, 
of  eyery  other  quality.  In  the  present  book  a  truthful  story  of  Southern 
life  has  been  conscientiously  recorded ;  one  not  unusual  in  the  country  of 
its  location,  yet  most  deeply  interesting  for  the  many  morals  its  details 
naturally  suggest'  We  haye  read  *  The  Master's  House,'  and  find  in  it 
many  isolated  sketches  which  cannot  fail  to  attract  and  reward  the  attention 
of  the  reader.  The  author,  who  has  written  much  of  the  South  and  South- 
west, where  he  has  long  resided,  and  where  his  sketches  of  life  and  charac- 
ter in  those  regions  haye  become  deservedly  popular,  has  a  keen  eye  for 
nature  and  a  quick  perception  of  strong  and  marked  traits  of  indiyidual  cha- 
racter. We  cannot  say  that  we  greatly  affect  certain  portions  of  the  work, 
which  seem  to  haye  been  suggested  by  the  success  which  attended  similar  de- 
scriptions in  apreyious  yolume  of  wide  celebrity :  we  cannot  but  regard  these 
*  Unde  Tox  '-itudes  as  oyer-done  in  quantity,  if  not  in  execution.  Such  graphie 
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pictures  as  that  of  the  duel  between  Colonel  Lee  and  Mr.  IIildicat,  which, 
from  its  inception  to  its  tennination,  is  most  dramaticallj  wroo^t  oot^  wiD 
to  a  much  greater  degree  arrest  the  attention  and  secure  the  interest  of  the 
reader.  We  have  tried  hard  to  find  space  for  this  exciting  sketch,  but  must 
refer  our  readers  to  the  work  itself,  if  they  would  compass  its  perusal — a 
circumstance  which  they  will  not  regret  The  illustrations  and  the  ezecn* 
tion  of  the  Tolume  are  creditable  ta  the  enterprise  and  care  of  the  publishers. 


LiraB^RT  RKSB4Tiom  and  HnoiLLAinasi.  By  Johx  G.  Whittibb,  Author  of  *  Makoa- 
BBT  Smith's  Journtl/  '  Old  Portraits^'  etc.  In  one  yolume:  pp.  431.  Boston :  Tick- 
VOR  AND  Fields. 

In  a  modest  pre&tory  note  the  author  of  this  excellent  yolume  informs 
his  readers  that  most  of  the  pieces  of  which  it  is  composed  were  origiDany 
written  for  the  newspapers  with  which  he  has  been  editorially  or  otherwise 
connected;  that  they  were  'penned  at  widely  different  periods,  and  under 
every  variety  of  mood  and  circumstance^'  No  '  apology '  was  needed  for  the 
light  and  playful  tone  of  some  of  the  pieces :  they  are  tiie  very  best  portions 
of  the  book,  and  wiU  find  thousands  of  admirers,  and  no  dissentient  voices ; 
but  when  the  author  writes  upon  his  favorite  theme  of  slaveiy,  he  uses  an 
iron  stylus  as  big  as  a  crow-bar,  that  goes  ploughing  through  the  piq>er  on 
which  he  records  his  '  pet  convictions.*  Such  matter  is  not  only  hard  writ- 
ing, but  it  is  hard  reading  to  multitudes  who  would  be  delighted  with  such 
pikers  as  '  Mirth  and  Medicine,'  'My  Summer  with  Dr.  Sutoletabt/  *The 
Great  Ipswich  Fright,'  *  Oharms  and  Fairy  Faith,'  etc  In  one  of  the  best 
and  most  appreciative  reviews  of  Dr.  Holmes'  writings  under  the  head 
we  have  first  named  above,  appears  the  following.  The  passage  commends 
iUelf  ^  ^0  reader : 

'  If  any  of  our  readers  (and  at  times  we  fear  it  is  the  ease  with  all)  need  amnseiiient, 
and  the  wholesome  Rlterative  of  a  hearty  laugh,  we  commend  them,  not  to  Dr.  Holwb 
Uie  physioian,  but  to  Dr.  Uolmbb  the  aoholar,  the  wit»  and  the  l^umorist ;  not  to  theaei- 
entino  medical  professor's  barbarous  Latin,  but  to  his  poetical  prescriptions,  giTen  in 
choice  old  Saxon.  We  have  tried  them,  and  are  ready  to  ffive  the  Doctor  certiflcates  of 
their  efScaoy. 

'  Looking  at  the  matter  from  the  point  of  theory  only,  we  ihoold  say  that  a  phyaictaii 
could  not  be  otherwise  than  melancholy.  A  meny  doctor  I  Why  one  might  as  well 
talk  of  a  Uttghittg  death's-head  —  the  caohinnation  of  a  monk's  mtmewto  mori.  Tliis 
life  of  OUTS  is  sorrowful  enough  at  its  best  estate ;  the  bri^^htest  phase  of  it  is  'aieUied 
o'er  with  the  pale  cast'  of  the  future  or  the  past  But  it  is  the  spesial  vocation  of  tht 
doctor  to  look  only  upon  the  shadow ;  to  turn  away  from  the  house  of  feasting  and  go 
down  to  that  of  mourning;  to  breathe  day  after  day  the  atmosphere  of  wretchedness; 
to  grow  familiar  with  suffering;  to  look  upon  humanity  disrobed  of  Its  pride  and  gloTT, 
robbed  of  all  its  fictitious  ornaments —  weak,  helpless^  naked —  and  undergoing  the 
last  fearful  metempsychosis  from  its  erect  and  god-like  miagei,  the  Urimi  temi^e  of  an 
enshrined  dirinity,  to  the  loathsome  clod  and  the  inanimata^dust  (ra  what  ghastiy 
secrets  of  moral  and  physical  disease  is  he  the  depositarv  I  There  is  woe  before  him 
and  behind  him:  he  is  hand  and  riore  with  misery  by  prescription  —  the  excfeio 
gAueer  of  '  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to.'  He  has  no  home,  unless  it  be  at  the  bed-side 
uf  the  querulous,  the  spl^petic,  the  sick,  and  the  dying.  He  sits  down  to  carve  bis 
turkey,  and  is  summoned  off  to  a  post-mortem  ezaminatiou  of  another  sort  All  the 
diseases  which  Miltok's  imagination  embodied  in  the  lazar-house  dog  his  foot-steps  and 
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pluck  at  his  4oor-beIl.  HoRTiog  from  one  pbce  to  &Doth«r  at  their  beck,  be  knows 
nothing  of  the  qoiet  oomibrt  of  tbe  '  tleek-b^ed  men  who  sleep  o'  nifhta.'  Bis  wfft. 
if  he  has  oo^  has  an  undoubted  right  to  adrertiae  him  as  a  deserter  or*  bed  and  board.' 
His  ideas  of  beauty,  the  imaginations  of  his  brain,  and  tbe  affections  of  his  heart  are 
regulated  and  modified  br  the  irrepressible  assodations  of  his  luckless  profession, 
ll^man  as  well  as  man  is  to  him  of  the  earth,  eartbj.  He  sees  incipient  disease  where 
tbe  uninitiated  see  only  delicacy.  A  smile  reminds  him  of  his  dental  operations;  a 
blushing  cheek,  of  his  hectic  patients ;  pensiye  melancholy  is  drspepsia ;  sentimental- 
ism^  nervousness.  Tell  him  of  love-lorn  hearts,  of  the  '  worm  i'^tbe  bud,'  of  the  men- 
tal impalement  upon  Cupid's  arrow,  like  that  of  a  giaour  upon  the  spear  of  a  janizaiy, 
and  he  can  only  think  of  lack  of  exercise,  of  tight  lacing,  and  slippers  in  winter.  Sbbai- 
DAK  seems  to  hare  understood  all  this,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  Ument  of  his  Doctor, 
in  '  St  Patbxck's  Day,'  oyer  his  deceased  help-mate.  '  Poor,  dear  Dollt  I '  says  he, '  i 
shall  never  see  her  like  again,  Such  an  arm  for  a  bandage  I  veins  that  seemed  to  invite 
the  lancet!  Then  her  skin,  smooth  and  white  as  a  gallipot;  her  mouth  as  round  and 
not  Urger  than  that  of  a  penny  vial ;  and  her  teeth  —  none  of  your  sturdy  fixtures — 
ache  as  they  would,  it  was  only  a  small  pull,  and  out  they  came.  I  believe  I  have 
drawn  half  a  score  of  her  dear  pearls.  \JVe«ps.'\  But  what  avails  her  bei^uty  ?  SI^ 
has  eonc,  and  left  no  little  babe  to  hang  like  a  label  on  pa^*s  neck  T ' 

*So  much  for  speculation  and  theoiy.  In  practice  it  is  not  so  bad  alter  alt.  The 
grave>digger  in  Hamlst  has  his  jokes  and  grim  jests.  We  have  known  many  a  jovial 
sexton ;  and  we  have  heard  clergymen  ku^h  heartily  at  small  provocation  close  on  the 
heel  of  a  cool  calculation  that  thegreat  majority  of  their  fellow-creatures  were  certsm 
of  going  straight  to  perdition.  Wnv,  then,  should  not  even  the  doctor  haye  bis  ftinjf 
Kay,  is  it  not  nis  duty  to  be  merry,  ny  main  force  if  neoessar]r  ?  Solomok,  who,  from 
his  great  knowledge  of  herbs,  must  have  been  no  mean  practitioner  (or  his  day,  tells  us 
that '  a  merry  heart  doeth  good  like  a  medicine ; '  and  universal  experience  has  conflrmctd 
the  truth  of  his  maxim.  Beoce  it  is.  doubtless,  that  we  have  so  many  anecdotes. of 
fhoetious  doctoral  distributing  their  pills  and  jokes  together,  shaking  at  the  same  ti^ie 


on  a  Bort  of  gperilU  war  with  human  maladiea.  Sucb  we  know  to  be  the  case  witn 
Br.  HoLiiB.  Be  was  bom  for  the  '  laughter-cure '  as'certainly  as  Fbhssnitx  was  lor 
the '  water-cure,'  and  has  been  quite  as  successful  in  his  way,  while  his  prescriptions 
are  infinitely  more  agreeable.' 

We  remember  hearing  %  mm  —  and  our  author  has  known  him  iW>m  his 
very  birth  up  to  this  hour — who,  in  crossing  from  Hoboken  to  the  great 
city  one  glorious  autumn  eyening  many  years  ago,  when  the  heftyens  were 
Mrfjixm  with  the  gorgeous  clouds  that  pavilioned  the  setting  sun,  make  use  of 
much  tbe  same  language  that  is  here  emplojred  by  Dr.  Sinolbtabt.  We 
know  *the  Doctor'  well    He  wed  to  write  for  the  Kkickxkbookeb  : 

'  'An  I  yes,'  said  the  Doctor ;  *  I  understand  it  j  it  is  the  voice  of  the  pines  yonder  -^ 
a  sort  of  morning  song  of  praise  to  the  Givkb  of  life  and  Hakxr  of  beauty.  My  ear  is  dull 
now,  and  I  cannot  hear  it;  but  I  know  it  is  sounding  on  as  it  did  when  I  nret  climbed 
up  here  in  the  bright  June  mornings  of  boyhood,  and  it  will  sound  on  just  the  same 
when  the  deafhess  of  the  grave  shall  settle  upon  my  failing  senses.  Did  it  never  occur 
to  you  that  this  deafhess  and  blindness  to  accustomed  bMuty  and  harmony  is  one  of 
the  saddest  thoughts  connected  with  tbe  great  change  which  awaits  us  ?  Have  you  not 
felt  at  times  that  our  ordinary  conceptions  of  heaven  itself,  derived  firom  the  vagne 
Ittots  and  Oriental  imagery  of  the  Sonptores,  are  sadly  inadequate  to  our  human  wants 
and  hopes  ?  How  gladly  would  we  forego  the  golden  streets  and  gates  of  pearl,  the 
thrones^  temples^  and  harps,  fbr  the  sunset  lights  of  our  native  valleys;  the  wood-paths, 
whose  moss  carpets  are  woven  with  violets  and  wild-flowers;  the  songs  of  birds,  the 
low  of  cattle,  toe  hum  of  beea  in  the  apple-blossom  —  the  sweet  familiar  voices  of 
human  life  and  nature  I  In  the  pUce  of  strange  splendors  and  unknown  muaic,  ahouli 
we  not  welcome  rather  whatever  reminded  us  of  the  common  sights  and  soundiii  of  our 
old  home  ? ' 

'  *  You  touch  a  lad  diord,  Doctor,'  said  I.  '  Would  that  wa  could  feel  «»nred  of  the 
eternity  of  all  we  love!  * 

'  'And  have  I  not  an  assnrance  of  it  at  this  yerr  moment?'  returned  the  Doctor. 
'  My  outward  ear  ^ails  me ;  yet  I  seem  to  hear  as  formerly  tbe  sound  of  tbe  wind  in 
the  pines.  I  close  my  eyes,  and  the  picture  of  my  home  is  still  before  me.  I  see  the 
green  hill-slope  and  meadows;  the  white  shaft  of  the  village  steeple  springing  up  from 
the  midst  of  maples  and  elms:  the  river,  all  a-fire  with  sun-shine;  the  brMd,  dark  belt 
of  wood-Utnd;  and,  away  beyond,  all  the  bine  level  of  the  ocean.    And  now,  by  a  sin- 
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I^le  effort  of  will,  I  can  call  before  mc  a  winter  picture  of  the  same  scene.  It  is  moni' 
ing  as  now ;  but  bow  different !  All  niebt  has  the  white  meteor  fallen,  in  broad  flake 
or  minutest  cirstal,  the  sport  and  play-thing  of  winds  that  hare  wrought  it  into  a  thou- 
sand shapes  of  wild  bcauV>  Hill  and  vallej,  tree  and  fence,  wood-sle3  and  well-sweep, 
bam  ana  pig-sty,  fisbing^smacks  frozen  up  at  the  wharf,  ribbed  monsters  of  dismantled 
hulks  scattered  along  the  rirer  side,  all  lie  transfigured  in  the  white  glory  and  sun* 
shine.  The  eye,  wbereyer  it  turns,  aches  with  the  cold  brilliance,  unreliered  sare 
where  the  blue  smoke  of  morning  fires  curl  laxily  up  from  the  Parian  roo^  or  wfafen 
the  main  channel  of  the  river,  as  yet  unfrozen,  shows  its  long  winding^  line  of  dark 
wate^  glistening  like  a  snake  in  the  sun.  Thus  you  perceive  that  ihe  spirit  sees  and 
hears  without  the  aid  of  bodily  organs :  and  why  may  it  not  be  so  herraflerf  Grant 
but  memoTj  to  us,  and  we  can  lose  nothing  by  death.  The  scenes  now  pasting  before 
us  will  live  in  eternal  reproduction,  created  anew  at  will  We  assuredlr  shall  not  lore 
heaven  the  less  that  it  is  separated  by  no  impassable  gulf  from  this  uir  and  goodlr 
earth,  and  that  tbepleasant  pictures  of  time  hnger  like  sun-set  clouds  along  the  hon- 
ion  of  eternity.  Wnen  I  was  younger,  I  used  to  be  greatly  troubled  by  the  insecure 
tenure  by  which  my  senses  held  the  beauty  and  harmony  of  the  outward  world.  When 
I  looked  at  the  moon-light  on  the  water,  or  the  cloud-shadows  on  the  hills^  or  the  sun- 
Bet  sky,  with  the  tall  black  tree-boles  and  waring  foliage  relieved  against  it^  or  when  I 
heard  a  mellow  gush  of  mosio  from  the  brown-breasted  fife-bird  in  the  summer  woods, 
or  the  m^rry  quaver  of  the  bobolink  in  the  corn-land,  the  thought  of  an  eternal  loss  of 
these  familiar  sights  and  sounds  would  sometimes  thrill  through  me  with  a  sharp  and 
bitter  pain.  I  have  reason  to  thank  God  that  this  fear  no  longer  troubles  me.  Nothing 
that  is  really  valuable  and  necessary  for  us  can  ever  be  lost  The  present  will  tire  here- 
after ;  memory  will  bridge  over  the  gulf  between  the  two  worlds ;  for  only  on  the  con- 
dition of  their  intimate  union  can  they  preserve  our  identity  and  personal  conscious- 
ness. Blot  out  the  memory  of  this  world,  and  what  would  heaven  or  hell  be  to  a&? 
Kothing  whatever.  Death  would  be  simple  annihihition  of  our  actual  selves^  and  the 
substitution  therefor  of  a  new  creation,  in  which  we  should  have  no  more  interest  than 
in  an  inhabitant  of  Jupiter  or  the  fixed  ^tars.' 

'  The  elder,  who  had  listened  silently  thus  fiur,  not  without  an  occasional  and  apparently 
involuntary  manifestation  of  dissent,  here  interposed. 

'  'Pardon  me,  my  dear  friend,'  said  he, '  but  I  must  needs  say  that  I  look  upon  spe- 
culations of  this  kind,  however  ingenious  or  plausible,  as  unprofitable,  and  well-nig^ 
'  presumptuous.  For  myself,  I  only  know  that  1  am  a  weak,  sinful  man,  accountable  to 
and  cared  for  by  a  just  and  mercirnl  God.  What  Hb  has  in  reserve  for  me  hereafter  I 
know  not,  nor  have  I  any  warrant  to  pry  into  His  secrets.  I  do  not  know  what  it  is  to 
pass  from  one  life  to  another;  but  I  humbly  hope  that,  when  I  am  sinking  in  the  dark 
waters,  I  may  hear  His  voice  of  compassion  and  enoonragement,  '  It  la  I ;  be  not 
alraidr' 

'  'Amen  I '  said  the  skipper,  solemnly. 

* ' I  dare  say  the  pirson  is  right,  in  the  main,'  said  the  Doctor.  'Poor  creatures  at 
the  best,  it  is  safer  ror  us  to  trusty  like  children,  in  the  goodness  of  our  heareiihr  Faxbii, 
than  to  speculate  too  curiously  in  respect  to  the  things  of  a  future  life ;  anii,  notwith- 
standing all  I  have  said,  I  quite  affree  with  good  ola  Bishop  Hall  :  'Tt  is  enough  for 
me  to  rest  in  the  hope  that  I  shall  one  day  see  them ;  in  the  mean  time  let  me  WKani- 
edly  ignorant  and  incuriously  devout,  silently  blessing  the  power  and  wiadom  of  my 
infinite  Crbatob,  who  knows  how  to  honor  IiiitsBLr  by  all  those  unrevealed  and  glorious 
subordinations.' ' ' 

Our  quotations  are  somewhat  long,  but  we  must  yenturo  upon  one  more, 
which  we  make  from  the  pleasant  piece  entitled  '  Oharme  and  Fairy  J^itA/ 
which  we  have  just  read  by  a  wood-fire  blazing  up  an  old-fashioned  bxvMd- 
backed  fire-place  on  this  rainy  October  day : 

'  In  many  a  sreen  vall^  of  rural  Kew-Kngland  there  are  children  yet ;  boys  and  girla 
are  still  to  be  round  not  quite  overtaken  by  the  march  of  mind.  There,  too,  are  hook- 
ings,  and  apple-bees,  ana  c^uilting-par ties,  and  huge  old-fashioned  fire-plaoes  piled  with 
crackling  walnut,  flinging  its  rosy  light  over  happy  countenances  of  youth,  and  scared  v 
less  happy  ase.  If  it  oe  true  that,  according  to  Oobnclius  AcaxpFA. '  a  wood-fire  doth 
drive  away  ctork  spirits,'  it  is  nevertheless  also  true  that  around  it  the  simple  aupenti- 
tions  of  our  ancestors  still  love  to  linger;  and  there  tiie  half-sportful,  balf-serioos 
charms  of  which  I  have  spoken  are  oftenest  resorted  to.  It  would  oe  altogether  out  of 
pUice  to  think  of  them  by  our  black,  unsightly  stoves,  or  in  the  doll  and  dark  monotony 
of  our  furnace-heated  rooms.  Within  the  'circle  of  the  light  of  the  open  fire  safely 
might  the  young  conjurors  Question  destiny;  for  none  but  kindly  and  gentle  messen- 
gers firom  wonder-land  could  venture  among  them.' 
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'TJhcus  Reubiqi/  the  Joung  Bsfobmbr.  —  We  have  oaotlier  chapter  in 
Che  career  of  old  '  Undo  Bbubbn,'  wherem  that  inTeterate  practical  joker 
tarns  hia  whimsical  propensity  to  a  high  'moral '  accoant: 

'  *  PsAoncAL  jc^es,*  said '  TJncle  Beubkn^  '  are  noYor  to  be  plajed  but  as  a  punish- 
ment lor  ofiencefl^  and  especially  for  thoee  offences  which  there  is  no  law  to  remedy. 
A  Joke  upon  a  desenn'ng  party,  if  carUrary  to  law,  is  not  only  wrong  in  itself,  but 
fbfi^era  the  mob  spirit  which  tarns  law  oat  of  offioei  A  practical  joke,  when 
deeerved  by  the  victim,  for  offences  for  which  the  law  does  not  hold  him  answer- 
able, ia  justice  iisdf^  and  carries  jusUoe  beyond  law,  and  In  a  manner  not  illegal.  If 
the  joke  is  for  an  offence  against  law,  and  the  victim  is  not  punished  by  law,  he 
should  thank  bis  stars  for  it ;  for  his  punishment  is  less  and  yet  more  effective -7  for 
good-natiiro  and  love  of  justice,  with  a  aprinkling  of  mercy  and  a  small  invoice  o< 
fun,  alfvays  prompt  it  If  the  joke  be  earUrairy  to  law,  though  deserved,  the  vic- 
tim has  the  advantage,  for  he  can  deal  with  the  offender  with  the  same  weapons, 
and  also  legally. 

' '  Kow,  suppose  A  B  should  publish  in  his  paper  all  the  particulars  of  agr  offer- 
ing my  hand  to  Hiss  —^  hem!  (excuse  me  not  putting  down  the  initials;)  and 

bow  I no  matter;  suppose  he  publishes  the  whole  story,  and  makes  me  the 

Jaug^iing-Btock  of  all  the  town;  what  am  I  to  do?  He  has  broken  no  law.  The 
Jaw  vnll  not  punish  him  Now,  I  ask  if  I  am  not  permitted,  nay  bound,  to  bring 
that  rascal  of  an  A  B  to  his  senses  by  a  practical  joke^  which  is  not  contrary  to 
law?  I  will  not  take  revenge,  for  revenge  is  justice  run  mad ;  but  why  should  I 
act  mete  out  a  little  justice  to  him  with  proper  spirit? ' 

'  What  a  breeze  it  would  have  ndsed,  and  how  the  kite-strings  would  have  snap- 
ped in  our  village^  if  'Uncle  Reuben'  had  prosecuted  at  law  Dr.  Clabk's  son 
Babxkt,  twelve  years  old,  for  robbing  his  hens'-nestsl  It  was  petty  laroeiiy 
sorely.  A  fine  or  imprisonment  would  have  been  the  result  of  a  triaL  Hens 
might  have  rejoiced  at  it,  and  cackled  with  more  propriety  and  spirit  over  their  eg^i ; 
but  Dr.  Glask  would  have  felt  a  perpetual  blister  on  his  bosom,  and  old  filendships 
would  have  been  dissolved. 
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*  He  aeired  him  thus :  The  readers  of  the  Kniokbrbockeb  may  not  be  aware 
that  in  these  parts,  on  the  first  of  June,  the  boys  have  an  *  election,*  when  the  partj- 
or  *8ide '  that  pxxxluoes  the  smallest  number  of  Tillainous  birds'-egga^  (that  is,  eggs 
of  those  birds  whose  moral  character  stands  bad  in  the  community,)  is  mulct  bj 
agreement  in  a  sumptuous  treat    The  excitement  generally  rages  very  high. 

*  On  such  a  day, '  Uncle '  observed  the  aforesaid  Babnxt  with  his  hat  ftiU  of  egga, 
careftiUy  poised  on  the  top  of  his  head,  cautiously  proceeding  to  the  scene  of  feeti- 
Yities.  Now  Basket  had  robbed  diyere  robins*  nests  in  '  Unde's '  orchard,  and  was 
about  to  swear  in  the  eggs  as  cai4nrda^  eggs,  when  *  Unde '  met  him,  as  a  whaleman 
would  say,  'head and  head.*  With  his  bencTolont  smile  and  courteous  demeanor, 
and  with  a  hearty  and  femOiar  slap  of  his  heavy  hand  upon  the  apex  of  that  hat, 
which  crushed  every  egg  in  it,  and  with  a  pleasant  and  quizzical  look,  he  inquired  of 
Babnet,  *  Whose  boy  are  you? ' 

*The  trickling  eggs  mingled  with  Babnbt's  tears  and  sorrowfully  descended  to 
the  ground,  a  sad  comment  upon  the  crushed  hopes  of  birds  and  boys.  '  The  fondest 
hopes  of  men  and  mice,*  eta 

'  The  only  comftrt  'Unde*  bestowed  upon  Babnbt  was  the  remaik  *  that  sodi 
aecidaUs,  by  a  kind  Providence,  seldom  fell  but  upon  the  deserving;  and  that  if  he 
had  truly  deserved  that  misfortune,  he  hoped  he  would  never  deserve  another.'  To 
add  force  to  the  lesson,  Barney's  side  was  beaten  by  a  slight  majority,  which  would 
have  been  handsomely  overcome  but  fbr  the  acddent 

*  Beader,  are  you  any  body's  boy  ?  And  what  do  you  think  of  ^tlnda  Bbobhi% 
philosophy? 

*Take  another  example.  On  a  000}  November  day,  *  Uncle*  was  repairing  ttie 
flume  of  the  Kdsow  forge,  and  like  others  of  that  day,  carded  with  him  a  bottle  of 
good  Santa-Cruz.  His  BantarCruz  being  known  to  be  of  prime  quality,  Mr.  Cobb 
and  Kr.  Morse  took  occasion  to  borrow  as  much  as  they  bought  they  could  eon- 
veniently  carry  without  '  Unde's*  knowledge.  The  liquor  be'og  of  extra  quaKty, 
got  the  advantage  of  them,  which  *  Unde '  perceived.  Nothin)^  went  rigjfat ;  they 
were  very  cross,  and  cared  little  for  '  Uncle's  directions.  They  insisted  he  was 
domg  things  all  wrong,  and  they  were  alone  right 

'At  last, '  Unde  *  began,  in  a  style  far  beyond  my  powers  of  imitatton,  to  give  an 
account  of  the  sufifbring  occasioned  by  the  continuous  dropping  of  w^ter  upon  the 
head.  That  it  wis  said  people  could  not  long  endure  it;  that  h^M  and  suung- 
minded  men  had  fl^quently  tried,  etc ,  eta  Both  Mr.  Cobb  and  Mr.  Morse  ^SOyr^ 
from  *Unde,'  as  a  matter  of  course.  'Unde*  viraa  ready  to  bet  that  neithef  of 
them  could  endure  a  small  stream  of  water  on  their  heads  fbr  any  lengtti  of  tim»; 
and  it  was  finally  agreed  that  '  Unde '  should  give  a  pint  of  good  Santa-Croz  t> 
the  one  who  stood  under  the  stream  of  water,  of  the  size  of  a  spike-gimlet,  fbr  the 
greatest  length  of  tima  The  hole  was  made.  Mr.  Cobb  stood  it  ten  minutes,  and 
l)ecame  more  sober.  Mr.  Morse  stood  it  fifteen  minutes,  and  was  drendied  through. 
H&began  to  call  for  the  Santa-Cruz ;  but  *  Unde '  dedded  that  Mr.  Oobb  ccnUA  try 
it  agam  if  he  chose ;  and  after  some  joking  and  persuasion  that  none  but  '  Unde ' 
knew  how  to  use,  Mr.  Cobb  again  stepped  under  the  falling  water — time;  twenty 
minutes.  During  all  this  time,  Morse  stood  on  the  bank,  shaking  witti  the  ooUL 
They  were  eflfectually  sobered,  and  now  they  contended  for  the  liquor  to  trico  off 
the  chill  and  prevent  taking  cold.  Cobb  stood  it  twenty-five  mmutes^  and  Mom 
again  stepped  under  the  stream,  when  the  working-hours  being  about  over, '  Unde ' 
quietly  Idl  and  informed  his  employer  of  the  manner  his  journeymen  were  amuring 
themselves. 
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'  Tha  men  iatHfr  fii^  finud  XNit  wliat  wm  going  on^  aad  all  hfiods  iomed  out  W 
see.  Th«'0¥enBer  x)idbrQd-Moan  off  tbe  pramiae^  when  he  had  stood  it  just  tfa» 
tegth  of  time  ICr.  Cobb  had;  and  ae  tbeie  was  no  resisting  the  amount  of  foioe 
actqally  apfilied,  he  wended  hi»  way  home. 

'  Saoh  on  the  fiiUowing  daj  daimed  the  8anta-0niz»  and  '  Uncle'  insistod  that 
both  had  recewed  it.  If  they  would  not  accept  of  what  they  had  actually  reoelved, 
why  he  would  give  them  an  additional  pinty  and  bring  a  criminal  complaint  against 
them  for  petty  larceny,  for  what  they  had  stolen. 

'  They  immediately  came  to  the  condosion  that  the  liquor  had  been  given  them* 

'  The  liquor  was  well  sold ;  and  when  the  question  arose  hi  the  '  Trade-Sale  Ck>m- 
pangr'  wiiether  Mobbb  and  CkmB  were  qualified  for  an  electioii,  (no  one  being- eli- 
gible untess  he  had  been  at  least  tile  sulject  of  om  of  'TTnde  's  jokes,)  a  grave 
discussion  eosoed^  and  various  deflnitioDS  were  given  of  a  praotieal  joke,  wfaidi 
IwreaAKrttay  be  repotted.  It  has,  however,  been  considered  that  tiie  dedsbn  hi 
\  groatiy  dimmed  the  lustre  of  this  famous  institution. - 


*  Pbovessor  Hannibal  '  on  hib  Tbavels.  —  Wb  said  in  our  last'  Gosflipry ' 
dHit  we  should  keep  an  eye  upon  Professor  Juuus  G  jssab  HAmiiBAL,  then 
alMent  on  a  tour  in  Europe,  and  we  have  dons  so.  Here  are  afew  more 
extracts  firom  hu  *•  Obserwations,'  espeeiaUy  among  the  '  li%1ier  circles '  ifi 
Snglaod: 

'I  LiTrr  off  in  niv  last  {>i8tle  to  yon,  when  I  started  to  go  and  find  de  man  dat  hiros 
de  cloae  in  which  mrrioem  hah  to  dram  up  to  be  presents  at  kort.  Well,  arter  sarchin 
up  and  down  de  'tree^  and  gittin'  a  haff  a  dozen  policers  to  read  de  kard  wid  de  adress 
*pon  it,  r  at  IsM  foand  de  place,  de  man,  and  de  close  at  de  same  time.  De  gemman 
WW  beRj  ptrliteb  and  I  fbund  no  dKogaMj  in  fittb  ibj  ahape,  notinstandin'  de  feller  aft 
de  door  ob  de  Buck  ob  Dukingham's  palace  did  n't  like  it.  Kort  did  n't  set  dat  nighty 
or,  in  odder  worda,  Mrs.  Cobubo,  de  raUy  Qvbbm',  did  n*t  reoebe  company  till  free  nights 
arter :  yoa  see  kort  sets  wid  de  gentry  in  de  nite  time;  so  I  made  a  comtract  wid  de 
Ipenunan  to  send  de  dose  to  my  Teging,  so  I  oood  dress  up  dar,  and  go  up  to  de  Dnck- 
ingfaan  Pikiee  in  fall  glorr  ana  a  baadiiome  cab.  He  saia  I  must  present  my  letters  ob 
introeimidnesbuD.  if  Inad  enny,  to  de  noUKty,  'efbre  de  nite  in  dispute.  So  when  I 
got  home  I  looked 'mong  mj  crimdentalft  and  dar  I  found  two,  one  fiom  de  kommittce 
tode  Lord  High  Chandfler,  de  man  what  funriahes  de  pahoe  wid  candles,  and  one  to 
de  Arch-Biship  of  Cranbeny;  and  as  neider  was  sealed,  I  took  de  liberty  ob  readin' 
'em  ober  aibre  I  took  'em  to  de  gemman.  .  .  .  De  truff  hab  better  come  ont,  as  de 
Judge  sed  to  de  t*ief ;  and  I  is  willin*  to  admit  afore  eny  juiy  dat  I  war  mity  proud 
when  I  read  dat  letter.  When  I  finished  it  I  iimiped  into  a  cab  and  took  it  to  de  Arcb- 
Biship  myseff  and  as  soon  as  be  read  mv  cera  he  was  *  hat  'ome,'  so  de  feller  in 
isreecliBa  and  flbur  on  he  had  tole  me  at  de  doe: 

*  I  found  de  Arcb^lKsbip  ui  a  bbek  gown  and  his  studdy :  studdy  was  de  name  on  de 
doe  ob  de  room  he  war  in,  and  dats  de  way  J  node  it  De  Arch-B(sbip  was  berry  kind 
and  talkati£  He  was  ebedently  pleased  wid  de  letter:  kase  he  laft  nte  ont  in  two  or 
«ree  grins  aft  a' time;  and  when  snAn^-Biship  laffyou  may  bet  yonr  pile  dar  am 
Manfinj*  in  db  Wind.  I  'sneokted  he  wood  as  me  'boot  church  matters,  and  I  was  berry 
netbon;  kase  ail  de  ehurcB  matters  I  nose  am  'bout  de  bill  due  de  catipeoter  for  shin- 
gHn^e  skttl^boaee  whir  I  lectured'  on  Long-Hand  lass  summer;  but  I  was  g]ad  'nuff 
to  hollar  rite  out  loud  in  de  house  when  hesunk  de  church,  and  spoke  'bout  de  general 
prodwkob  de  country.  '  I  understand,'  obserbed  de  Bi^ip,  'all  your  lectures,  except 
your  allusion  to  a  peculiar  kind  of  soup,  which  you  seem  to  be  veiy  partial  to,  and 
wlneh  you -might  ■naturallv  ejcoeet  at  my  tid)le^  bat  which  I  could  not  norchase,  the 
asateriato  being  unknown  m  thus  country,  and  it  has  caosed  me  much  anxiety.' ' 

Pirofessor  HANNtBAii  inquires  what  soup  is  referred  to,  and  being  answered 
'damntoupii'  tlie  Arcb-bishop  aaks  *  where  it  fffovbt; '  wiMreapon  ensnes  aa 
«zplanation  touching  *  hard'  and  'softr'  dams,  which  the  noble  prelate  10 
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iikformed  diyides  the'countrj  into  two  great  partieB  —  tlie  ^  Hards '  and  the 

*  Softs.'  The  Professor  praises  the  soup  nntil  the  Arch-bi8hop*s  mouth 
waters :  'If  de  children  ob  Israel  Putnam/  he  says,  'w'en  dtj  war  In  do 
wfldemess  forty  days,  hab  had  on'y  a  few  hundred  clams,  f  ings  would  hab 
been  better  wid  dem  1 '  Professor  Havnibal  attends  a  party  in  his  honor, 
giren  by  the  Duchess  of  Sutherlako,  whose  princely  mansion  was  decorated 
with  paintings  from  scenes  in  '  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,'  and  ('sech  bliss !  *)  a  full- 
length  portrait  of  himselft  painted  for  the  occasion,  over  the  mautle-piece. 
He  was  in  'high  fig:' 

•  'PuTTT  900II  de  rooms  war  iVilL  Dar  was  de  Lord  Hio  Admirer  ob  da  Naby  Tard» 
and  d9  youog  Duke  ob  Wallopbm,  (whose  fader  wallop'd  Briff-a-dig  Gkn.  Bovxtpait 
at  de  battle  ob  Watermelens,  when  ole  BLrcBSB  come  dat  doable  game  ob  oomin  roand 
de  ooroer  on  him,)  but  ha  was  nowbar.  /  was  de  Lion  dat  nite.  De  fitder  was  boid» 
pumkios,  but  be'a  all  sqoash.  De  Lord  Hie  Keeper  ob  Hsa  Hajsstt's  Poodle  was  dar 
too»  wid  a  sore-eyed  wito  puppy  as  a  present  from  de  Qitxsn  to  do  Ducnsss,  but  she 
refosed  de  dog  bekase  he  wusnent  black,  as  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  go  de  eotire 
black  since  I  nab  ribed.  De  Lord  Hie  Poodle  feller  coodent  shine  mong  de  wite  ladies 
oeder,  too :  Itevs  dar  /  Prince  Albxbt  sent  his  *  coddentpcum '  in  a  hU  ob  paper,  wid 
a  feUer  big  naff  to  tote  a  lode  ob  cotton.  De  Qubcn,  she  had  de  flam-flues  and  wu» 
indispensabbr  disposed,  and  she  coodent  cum.  But  dar  wus  crowds  'pon  crowds  widoai 
dem,  and  I'  U  bet  fifty  clams  against  two  biled  crabs,  dat  we  had  more  fan  dan  if  dey 
had  a  bin  dar,  in  all  aeir  stately  state  ob  stat^iness. 

*  Ebbenr  body  dat  wus  eny  oody  wus  present.  Beside  de  home-made  Dukea  and 
Counts,  dar  wus  sebrel  furiners,  dressed  as  if  dey  had  come  a  purpose.  Dar  wus  do 
Ocrman  Count  Loafrounotowk,  Prinee  Noshibtskt,  Count  HARDUpnropp,  and  Baneo 


RAmKUFFHiOBSKTDONDBRMASKBNCusBBorp,  F.R.S.  Dat  F.R.S.  mcaus  iiU,  Xoffftd, 
and  Sassy,  I  tink,  judging  fh)m  de  looks  ob  de  Barron.  At  ten  o'clock  de  band  strock 
up,  and  at  it  we  went.    De  ladies  confessed  dat  de;r  badent  nebber  seen  no  finished 


danoin  till  I  struck  deir  hearts  in  de  true  old  Waxginny  style.    Ebbeiy  yard  ob  calico 
danced  wid  me,  and  I  danced  wid  dem ! ' 

At  the  Qdekn*8  ley^e,  the  '  Professor '  was  even  still  more  honored.  We 
select  a  single  passage  from  his  description  of  it,  which  indicates  a  keen  eye 
for  ^ extemalitia^^  as  Tbeodobb  Hook  phrases  it: 

'As  soon  as  de  possession  commenced  to  mobe  in  de  room,  de  band  up  on  de  bigshali 
begin  to  play,  ana  all  de  pepil  jined  in  de  train,  walked  round  de  room  three  tiinee,  to 
show  dera  close  and  wigs:  den  we  all  open'd  rite  and  leff,  and  lofif  de  Royal  Faatily 
'proach  de  trone,  whero  Hbr  Majistt  tooJc  a  seat  and  a  pinch  ob  snuff.  Den  all  & 
tolks  bowd  to  de  QuBsir,  den  to  each  other^  and  goe'd  and  set  down  asin.  De  Phxcb 
took  his  stand  along  side  Hbr  Hajbstt,  wid  de  snuff-box.  De  Qubbn  don*t  like  him  to 
mingle  wid  de  ladies  at  kort,  kose  he  am  sich  a  debil  ob  a  feller  'mong  dem,  and  d^ 
sFch  dcbil  ob  fellers  'mong  him  too.  She  keeps  him  berry  close  to  her  apron-stringa^ 
and  for  all  dat  dero  am  moro  young  Albbbts  runnin'  round  London  dan-  would  fiUo 
meetin'-house. 

'  As  soon  as  the  Quben  was  cleyerhr  seated,  and  all  the  Royal  hie-aroh  feUers  hftd 
taken  their  stand,  cording  to  Hoile,  ae  presentations  begin:  eljery  body  was  introeoB* 
duced  to  de  Royal  hie^rcn  chambmnaid,  and  he  introoomduced  dem  to  her  Roral  Hie- 


[  pluck'd  up  my  fltein  apperati  

side,  and  de  hie  aron  Bishop  on  de  ouer,  I  walked  up  as  bold  as  a  sheep  to  a  banch  ol> 
dober.  As  I  mobed  up  de  room,  moro  dan  a  hundrM  eye-glasses  took  spod  aim  at  bm^ 
and  de  Qdbbn  herself  leyeled  a  pair  at  me  dat  must  hab  com  more  den  nbe  dolkrsi ' 

'  Arter  axin  me  good  many  questions  bout  my  future  corse  in  futurity,  she  indaeed 
me  to  all  de  children  and  de  Pbincb;  den  I  kissed  her  hand,  like  de  rest  ob  de  crowds 
and  I  fell  back  into  obscurity  to  let  a  hX  Dutch  woman  take  my  place.    As  I  fell  I 


I  seed  a  do'r  open  to  an  adjoinin  room,  and  I  seed  a  long  table  filled  wid  'freahmenta^ 
and  folks  a  gom  into  'em  like  a  hungry  crowd  at  a  poor-house.  I  megitly  bogcd  fiw 
dat  room^  and  do  way  I  laid  in  a  supper  and  shampain  was  a  kaushun  to  big  caters. 
Arter  eatin  and  drinkin  my  full,  I  leo  tru  a  different  hall  to  what  I  eotered^  and  I  wer 
hewed  out  by  at  least  a  doien  big  wigs  and  broad-tail'd  coats.' 
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Tou  will  please  to  obserre,  reader,  that  amusiDg  as  all  '  Professor  Hanmi- 
BAL^s  '  obserwations '  are,  there  is  an  individuality  ot  *  colored  satire 'in 
them  that '  can 't  be  beat'  We  are  alVaid  that  the  *  ^Professor/  since  his  return 
from  abroad,  has  been  presented  by  Mr.  Adolphus  Wolfe  with  a  case  of  his 
*  Schiedam  Schnaapi,^    Hear  him  on  that  topic : 

*  Now  «iim  ob  70Q  wood  like  to  noe  demeanin  ob  Skedam,  and  Snaps,  too ;  and  before  ^ 
Ipreoede  to  ann-^t-lixe  the  stuff  itsetff,  I  'U  ann-a-lixe  da  name.  I  hao  no  dout  dat  you 
4tU  tink  it  a  wicked  name,  but  it  am  n't.  It  am  onlj  named  arter  de  toun  it  am  made 
in,  and  de  ole  feller  dat  miAes  it  It  am  made  at  a  hig  fonndr/  in  Holland,  and  joo 
noe  dat  Holland  am  de  most  damd  conntrT"  wmt  dar  am.  Dar  am  notin  but  dams  aU 
tru  it;  not  mill-dams,  sich  as  wo  hab,  but  wm  places,  sich  as  Bottendam,  Amsterdam, 
Blozerdam,  Skedam,  and  be  dam  ef  I  noe  bow  many  more.  Well,  de  Snaps  am  made  at 
de  foundry  in  Skedam,  by  ole  Skbdam  hersef^  and  data  wat  makes  It  nn-ewine.  Now, 
ito  cnrioos  to  de  foolosefor  to  obserbe  de  names  ob  different  places  and  towns  in.  de  dif- 
ferent countries ;  and  I  offin  tink  wben  I  wake  up  nites  wid  ac  toof-ake,  dat  de  cbarac- 
tumristicka  ob  a  nation  am  sbown  conspickously  by  de  names  de  people  eib  dar  tonns 
and  sities;  for  fnstinJk,  kx)k  at  Incland.  She's  got  her  Plymouth,  her  Yaimoiith,  her 
Portsmouth,  her  Darkmouth,  ana  in  ftck  she 's  all  mouth,  which  plainly  shows  dat  she 
ffoes  in  for  swallerin,  which  am  true  to  dc  letter :  de  people  swaller  witals  four  times  a 
day,  and  beer  forty.  De  nation  swallera  up  de  people  by  tazashun,  and  onoe  it  was 
tort  she'd  swaller  de  whole  United  States,  but  Bomkbb'b  Hill  was  more  dan  eyen  her 
mouth  could  take  in.  Dat 's  a  fack !  It  was  too  big  a  mouthfull  for  her!  You  wiU 
recomlect  dat  she  fast  burned  her  month  wid  a  cup  OD  tea  in  Boston  harbor,  and  not- 
withstandin  her  big  month,  she  got  it  sktpM  on  dat  'easion.  Now,  it  am  different  wid 
floUand.  She  am  as  full  ob  dams  as  dis  'pistle,  and  she  don't  core  for  a  dam  from 
no  body,  bekase  she's  got  miff  ob  her  own.^ 


C0R&E8PONDENCE :  GoBRxcnoN  or  Popular  Ebbobs.  — A  distinguished  fmiid 
snd  correspondent,  high  in  the  judicial  councils  of  the  State  of  Vermont, 
addresses  ns  an  ezoeedmgly  interesting  epistle,  from  which  we  yenture  to 
jcgrogate  the  annexed  passages : 

*I  SAT  down  to  write  a  word  to  oorrect,  in  one  instance,  a  very  common  practice 
of  attributing  a  good  thing  to  the  first  man  you  happen  to  think  of  who  might 
have  been  able  to  do  it,  or  who  would  have  been  likely  to  under  favorable  auspioes. 
Thus  it  occurs  that  all  the  'good  things '  come  to  be  set  down  to  the  credit  of  such 
as  have  enough  already,  and  who  would  rather  chooee  not  to  appear  in  borrowed 
plumes;  verifying  the  Scripture,  'To  him  that  hath  shall  be  given,  and  he  shall 
have  in  abundance.'  Half  tho  staple  of  anecdotes  which  are  going  the  rounds  of 
the  newspapers  either  did  not  occur,  or  occurred  under  such  different  circumstanoefl^ 
as  to  be  substantially  false.  One  of  the  most  glaring  instances  of  this  kind  whidi 
I  ever  happened  to  notice,  occurred  during  the  last  week  in  the  Montreal  corre- 
apondence  of  the  Boston  Boetj  upon  the  Reciprocity  Treaty  or  Convention  with 
Canada  But  I  forgave  the  Post  when,  a  few  days  after,  the  Bditor  said  the  *fiar 
tUng'  of  the  Editor  of  the  Kkicksbbocceb.  Such  a  notice  deservedly  'covers  a 
tnoHitnde  of  sins.*  But  fbr  tho  correspondent  of  the  Fosty  I  can  excuse  him  for 
attributing  all  the  wit  in  Congress  to  Johk  Rakdolph  of  Roanoke,  since  he  is  pro- 
baUy  not  aware  that  Johx  ever  found  his  match  there.  But  the  author  of  the  wH 
quoted  is  a  man  so  little  known  as  Abthub  Litbbmobi^  of  New-Hampshire,  who 
in  his  day  was  <me  of  the  first  men  of  the  age,  and  has  been  long  retired  fiom  pub* 
lie  life,  and  within  the  last  two  years  laid  his  body  to  rest  in  the  retired  town  of 
Holdttness,  among  the  mouniaina  of  his  native  States  lapon  one  of  the  head  branobea 
of  the  beantilhl  Merrimack. 

'  J  recollect  to  have  noticed  this  anecdote  many  years  ago,  almost  in  my  ocdlege* 
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days,  and  have  often  wondered  that  it  attracted  no  more  attention.  It  must  bare 
ooeurred  nearly  forty  years  ago,  in  the  United  States  House  of  Representatiyes. 
The  parties  concerned  were  the  late  Mr.  Sxtthb,  of  Yiigbiiay  one  of  the  Commis- 
sfoners  at  Ghent,  if  I  rightly  reooHect ;  at  all  events^  a  mao  of  eminence  and  dis- 
tinction in  his  native  State,  the  *  Old  Dominion,'  and  greflUy  respeeled  and  defeired 
i9  in  the  oonnoilB  <^  the  nation.  He  waa  a  maa  of  sotte  prateoaieii  and  poinp^ 
and  irtio,  on  occasion,  knew  how  to  ^pnt  on  ain'  to  serre  a  pufpesei.  He  wm  at 
maa  who  spoke  often,  and  commanded  always  the  attention  of  the  Hooae.  Ifr. 
LnrxBHORB  was  a  man  of  plainness  and  simiiUcity,  but  of  great  nerve  and  firm* 
ntBS,  and  coold  not  bear  to  be  pushed  any  more  than  the  lughest  Soutiiem  blood. 
He  did  not  often  «peak,  but  when  he  didy  he  oommandedthe  moat-piofooDd  lesped* 
He  was  a  man  of  invariable  directness  of  aim,  and  wbo  despiiied'  theTtilgar  arts  o^ 
rhetoric  and  political  chicanery  just  about  eqnaDy. 

'  It  happened  that  some  measure  in  which  Mr.  LitbuI on  took  a'deep  ioteiefl^ 
WM  before  the  House,  and  the  House  in  a  good  mood  for  finrorable  aetion;  but  Mt. 
Smtthx,  for  some  reason  or  other,  was  determmed  to  talk  it  out  of  time.  It 
became  of  the  last  impoitanoe  to  straagle  him  in  some  way,  and  this  ia  aa  open* 
tion  which  a  Kew-Hampshire  man  cannot  ordinarily  peribrm  with  modi  sncoesv 
upon  a  *  full-blooded'  Yiigiman  in  the  ftiU  tide  of  suceenAil  debate.  But  Mh 
SUTTHB  careered  over  the  wlrale  world  at  will,  with  no  reftrenoe  to  the  sniffed 
before  the  House;  and  at  the  dose  of  one  of  his  most  eloquent  and  most  saUa&c- 
tory  periods,  Mr.  LiVBiacoBB  rose,  and,  in  a  tone  of  great  firmness  and  detennina* 
tion,  called  the  gentleman  to  order  for  thus  wandering  flxxn  the  bosineas  before  the 
House.  The  hot  Yiiginian  turned  upon  his  New-Hampshire  intruder  with  great 
wrath  and  affected  contempt  He  siud  '  He  would  teach  the  gentleman  from  New- 
Hampshire  not  thus  to  interrupt  him.  He  was  not  speaking  for  the  edifiootioo  of 
tint  gentieman  altogether,  or  of  this  House,  indeed,  but  for  all  ftiture  tftne — ftr 
posterity!'  *  Yes,' ejaculated  Litkbmobe^  in  a  vokMwhIdi  rang  throofl^tbeHoase 
like  the  whistle  of  a  locomotive;  *ye6^  truly;  and  the  gentlemen  is  in  a  fiur  way 
at  this  rate  to  have  hia  audience  before  Mm  h^vre  he  geU  ihinmgk  I ' 

*  The  effect  was  electric^  and  the  House  involuntarily  broke  out  into  a  broad 
langht  at  Mr.  Sictte'b  expense  of  course^  which  affected  him  so  mudi  at  the 
moment  that  he  was  quite  unable  to  gather  up  bis  scattered  forces^  and  left  poaterity 
te  get  their  own  light  in  their  own  way,  and  sat  down.  And  all  this  ia  now  broi]|gbt 
up  as  one  of  John  of  Roanoke's  best  hits  1    Sudi  is  fame! 

'  One  other,  and  I  have  done.  The  Spiaoopal  Church  papers  have  for  the  last 
ft w  years  been  speculating  a  good  deal  upon  the  authorship  of  the  hymns  in  their 
collection.    Among  others  a  verstflcation  of  the  litany,  and  one  begiiming 

<  <  Wmnr  gathering  doods  aroimd  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark  and  fiieoda  ace  few/  eto., 

bott  most  exquisite  little  gems  of  thought  and  taste^  Bcoredy  ezeelled  bgr  an^ 
fttng  in  the  language.  Now,  I  had  always  supposed  these  beautiftri  odes  t6  be  the 
w6rk  of  the  late  Engfiflfti  Colonkl  Secretary,  SirCR4iauBOsAirT,  sdnsqnsBtty  Lord 
Gte.BNBL«,  and  still  livhig,  I  think  But  aQ  the  oonespODdents  of  fiie  amay  of 
b^ndogists  write  it  down  as  a  given  point  that  the  hymni  are  the  prodocfiov  of 
8b  BoBSBT  GRAmr,  who,  sa^f  they^  ia  now  Lord  QusHfiUiT,  a  most  obvious  mis* 
print  for  Glbkvlg.  I  was  glad  to  see  that  Mn.  Stows,  hi  faer  *  Sonny  Memories^* 
wlKir  dianced  to  n>eet  Sir  Rt»XRV  GiuiiT,  (who  never  was  a  lord  at  aU,  and  wlio 
is  only  brother  to  the  auth(H'  of  the  hymns,)  was  enabled'tsr  oonprataiHl' Mr  nnltsr 
eorrectly,  if  nottiing  dse.  ■.* 
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GoflSff  wrra  Rbaobbs  Aim  CoimcspoinMDmi; — The  welcome  lady-corr^* 
spondttit,  wiioM  spirited  letter  will  oommend  iU^io  the  reader,  will  pleam 
accept  oor  thank?  for  her  fiivx)r,  and  fbr  her  gracious  words  touching  this 
Hkgastne: 

^Chateaugoff  Lots,  8&pk,  81^  1851 
'  Mt  Dejlb  KincB:ERBCGKXB :  As  I  was  lolling  in  my  hammock  by  the  side  of  our 
cabin  this  warm  afternoon,  enjoying  the  cool  shade  of  the  pine-trees  and  the  deli* 
cious  breezes  from  the  lake,  and  watching  the  gentlemen  who,  tired  with  the  morn- 
ing hunt^  lay  stretched  upon  the  ground  in  various  comfortable  if  not  graoefid 
attitudes,  all  apparently  too  much  occupied  in  the  contemplation  oi  the  smoke- 
wreaths  ascending  from  their  fragrant  Hayanas  to  be  veiy  entertaining  companion^ 
I  opened  the.  September  number  of  your  Magazine,  which,  by  the  thoughtful  -kind* 
nesB  of  a  friend,  had  reached  me  thus  early,  even  in  the  back- woods  of  Cbateaugay ; 
and  as  I  listlessly  turned  over  its  pages,  imagine  my  astonishment  at  beholding 
some  lines  of  my  own  composition  actually  honored  by  a  place  in  your  pages  1  It 
was  a  dignity  to  which  I  had  nerer  aspired ;  and  how  they  came  there,  is  a  mystery 
to  me^  for  though  I  have  occasionally  been  guilty  of  stringing  a  few  rhymes,  I  hay» 
neyer  presumed  to  offer  them  to  you  for  publication.  But  now,  &reweU  to  all  for- 
mer scruples :  my  timidity  has  departed :  I  am  become  vain ;  and  already,  in  ima- 
gination, I  see  myself  figuring  as  one  of  the  contributors  and  correspondeniB  of  the 
Ekickbbbockxb,  the  very  name  of  which  has  always  possessed  a  powerful  chami. 
to  my  ears,  probably  from  the  &ct  that  the  very  blood  which  is  now  tingling  with 
literary  aspirations,  owes  its  source  to  those  same  old  KKiOKSBBOoKSBSy  whoy  by^ 
the  graphic  pen  of  Ibyiko,  have  been  rendered  'fiunous  in  story.' 

'  Afl  a  oommeooenMnt  of  our  correspondence^  I  propose  to  givo  you  a'gUinpae  aV 
our  eneampment  in  this  wild  regioD,  oonvinoed  tint  though  all  the  magamnea  fyr 
the  last  few  months  have  conti^ed  letters  ih»n  half  the  lakes  and  mountains  in  the 
country  round,  a  brief  sketch  of  our  life  up  here  in  this  out-of-the-way  part  of  the 
world,  will  present  some  new  features  and  some  amusing  incidents,  even  in  this  age, 
when  amateur-hunters  are  a  good  deal  more  handy  at  drawing  the  long-bow  than 
they  are  at  handling  the  rifle. 

'  The  very  fiict  that  these  letters  (unlike  some  that  have  lately  been  presented  to 
the  public)  are  actually  written  fttnn  the  place  where  they  are  dated,  will  give  them 
at  least  the  smack  of  truth ;  and  most  heartily  do  I  wish  that  I  could  instill  into 
them  the  racy  flavor  of  the  fine  old  Port»  or  the  life>]ike  sparide  of  the  '  Kuh's 
Imperial,'  which  is  now  cooling  for  our  dinner  in  the  spring,  by  the  side  of  whidi  I 
am  seated;  ibr  no  sooner  had  I  discovered,  asl  tell  yon,  my  lines  in  your  pages,  than 
I  sprang  from  my  hammock,  entirely  forgetftil  of  aU  &tigue,  and  started  for  this 
quiet  nook  by  the  springp-sidft 

'  And  now,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  am  a  v<mng  ladjr,  and  tolerably  good-looking 
withal,  you  will  of  course  mentally  add  romantic,  and  fancy  me  gracefrdly  reclining 
on  the  green  moss,  utterly  regardless  of  aught  but  the  elegance  of  my  attitude  and 
my  surroundings.  But  you  would  be  most  sadly  mistaken ;  for  fortunately,  or  unfor- 
tunately, as  the  case  may  be,  I  am  no<  what  is  understood  by  the  term,  *  a  roman- 
tic young  lady,'  and  have  too  much  regard  for  my  precious  health,  and  too  great  a 
horror  of  doctors'  bills,  to  run  the  risk  of  seating  myself  on  'the  flesh  moist  ground,' 
which,  though  it  reads  very  prettily  in  Bbtakt's  poem,  has  rather  a  tendency  to 
produce  coughs  and  cold,  which  would  seriously  interfere  with  the  pleasure  of  my 
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hunting  expedition.  Fancy  me,  then,  seated  on  a  buffido-akinf  with  mj  portfolio 
on  a  log,  which  is  no  bad  substitute  for  a  desk,  I  asrare  you,  though  the  little 
squirrels,  who  eveiy  now  and  then  run  over  my  paper,  seem  inclined  to  diqmte 
its  possession  with  me.  From  my  retreat  I  have  on  one  side  a  beautiful  yiew  of 
this  most  beautiful  lake  and  its  surrounding  mountains,  and  on  the  other  a  scene . 
which  is  equally  interesting  to  me  at  least,  namely,  our  hunters  preparing  our 
▼enison-steak  and  lake-trout  for  dinner ;  and  the  savory  steam  which  every  now  and 
then  reaches  me  gives  rise  to  something  like  a  sportsman^s  pride  in  my  female 
breast ;  and  I  think  that  you  will  acknowledge  that  a  slight  feeling  of  pride  is  allow- 
able on  my  part  when  I  tell  you  that  /shot  the  fine  buck  from  which  those  steaks 
were  taken  I 

'  But  in  justice  to  the  gentlemen  of  our  party,  I  must  confess  that  it  was  only  the 
courtesy  on  their  part,  which,  by  allowing  me,  as  the  only  lady  present,  the  first 
shot,  enables  me  thus  to  boast  of  having  killed  this  fine  fellow ;  for  assuredly  I 
should  have  stood  but  a  poor  chance  had  I  been  obliged  to  compete  ^th  them  — 
they  being,  in  my  estimation,  six  as  good  riflemen  as  ever  raised  gun  to  shoulder. 
And  now  I  trust  I  have  fairly  exculpated  myself  from  your  imaginary  charge  of 
romance,  by  confessing  that  the  odor  of  a  venison-steak  is  a  decided  improvement 
to  the  balmy  mountain  breezes,  and  that  I  fear  neither  the  -report  of  a  rifle  nor  a 
Champagne  cork  I  But  please  do  not  go  to  the  other  extreme,  and  fancy  me  either 
a  *  strong-minded  woman  *  or  a  member  of  the  "Woman's  Rights  (convention  I 

*But  hark!  a  sound  reaches  my  car,  wliich  to  the  unini^ted  would  seem  the 
hooting  of  an  owl,  but  to  me  it  announces  the  glad  tidings  that  dinner  is  ready; 
and  as  I  must  not  forget  my  good-breeding,  even  in  the  woods,  I  will  not  keep  my 
friends  waiting,  but  bid  you  a  hurried  good-bye,  and  endeavor  to  make  my  next 
more  entertaining  and  leas  egotistical    Tours  truly,  j.  k.  l.' 

With  deference,  it  will  need  to  be  neither.  -  -  -'W»hegdaveiylaagM>le 
^Ohgt¥MU  Jwry  Story '  the  other  evening,  which  we  intend  to  record  in  » 
Bubsequent  number.  In  the  mean  time  let  ^The  Obitinate  Juryman,  a  Chat^ 
coal  Sketch,''  stand  in  its  stead  for  the  present : 

'  Ths  candles  that  have  burned  all  night 

Now  flicker  faint  and  low, 
And  in  my  drowsy  ear  resounds 

The  rooster's  matin  crow. 
Still  Skobkin's  logic,  smooth  and  clear 

As  castor-oil  doth  flow : 
And  NuooBTT  sternly  shakes  his  heed, 

And  stubbornly  says,  No! 

*  I  listen  with  an  envious  ear 

To  Dobbin's  cosy  snore ; 
I  gaze  on  Qawkin's  lanky  form, 

Stretched  out  upon  the  floor : 
Old  Whbizbr  shaKcs  the  echoing  walls 

With  apoplectic  roar, 
While  I  the  aid  of  gentle  Sleep 

With  prayer  devout  implore. 

'Alas  I  I  am  a  tall,  spare  man, 

Nervous,  and  sharp,  and  thin ! 
I  cannot  sleep  except  in  bed, 

All  cosily  tucked  in : 
And  so  I  on  the  sleepers  gaze, 

And  grin  a  fiendish  grin ; 
And  long  to  mar  their  sweet  repose 

With  prick  of  furtive  pin. 
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'  I  marie  the  g^entle  smile  that  creept 

O'er  PoBPDs'  TitBge  flat^ 
I  see  it  wreathe  in  wary  Udcs 

The  folds  of  plnctd  fat: 
I  know  be 's  thioking  of  the  board 

Where  be  so  oft  has  sat; 
I  know  he  *8  tastinfl^  turile-soap, 

And  oysters,  and  all  that 

'  And  still  a  conscientious  frown 

On  NuGOKTT*s  brow  is  grim^ 
Ko  straggltnff  raj  of  reason  bglits 

His  oompreneusion  dim. 
He  is  a  reiy  little  man, 

His  neck  is  Tery  slim : 
I  clutch  mj  chidr  with  botb  mj  hands 

To  keep  from  strangling  him. 

'  Now  SxoBKiK 's  Toice  in  silence  dies, 

And  all  are  fast  asleep 
Save  he,  the  Judas  of  tbe  twelve, 

And  I,  who  cannot  sleep. 
We  sit,  and  in  each  others  eyes 

We  ease  with  hatred  deep : 
There  ^  something  in  tbe  creatoress  look 

That  makes  my  flesh  to  creep. 

'And  none  but  Heatbjt  above  can  tell 

What  shall  the  issue  be : 
It  IS  enough  to  make  one  curse 

King  ALrBKo's  memonr. 
'T  is  awful  to  be  starred  to  death 

By  such  a  wretch  as  be : 
But  sure  it  is,  till  crack  oi  doom 

He  never  tm2  agree! ' 

Now  await  for  onr  eoDfirmatory  jury-story  t  -  •  •  Oub  old  friend  and 
correspondent, '  Colonel  Jambs  Pipes,  of.  PipesYilIe,*  sends  us  the  subjoined 
graphic  sketch  of '  Sutter's  Fort  in  1849,  and  Sutter's  Fm-t  in  1854 ' : 

*Mt  bbar  Khiok:  How  well  I  remember  tbe  good  old  SmrEB^S  Fort  on  the 
night  of  the  flnt  of  August,  1849,  when,  after  a  jog-trot  jumbling  in  an  old  wooden 
wagon,  without  springs,  I  alighted  at  its  gates,  and  was  received  with  a  hearty  wel- 
come by  my  friend  and  feDow-traveller,  Dr.  D 1    With  what  wild  yisions  of 

gold  my  &ncy  had  been  laden,  when  only  some  six  months  previous  I  had  read  in 
the  columns  of  tbe  2few-  York  fferald  the  wondrous  accounts  of  Captain  Sutter  and 
his  band  of  Indians,  who  then  and  there  congregated,  and  counted  out,  within  the 
thick  adobe  walls,  piles  of  the  precious  metal,  that  has  set  crazy  half  the  population 
of  tlie  universe  1  How  my  eyes  peered  into  the  dim  and  dusty  recesses,  and  I 
fanded,  as  the  sun  peeped  through  the  broken  crevices,  that  I  could  catch  hold  of 
the  stream  of  golden  light,  so  bright  and  real  it  appeared  I  Then  as  I  proceeded 
into  the  court-yard,  how  strange  every  thing  seemed  I  —  here  and  there  the  shoe  of 
an  old  miner,  heaps  of  broken  Champagne,  daret,  and  brown-stout  bottles,  bullocks' 
heads^  with  horns  on  'em,  fly-blown  and  decaying ;  and  even  then  was  there  the 
meny  laugh  of  woman ;  for,  from  the  balcony  of  one  of  the  windows,  three  pret^ 
black-eyed  damsels  were  gazing,  laughing,  and  chatting  away,  happy  apparently  in 
their  strange  abiding-place.  But  what  is  this — a  hospital?  Just  come  with  me^ 
and  I  will  show  you  the  habitation  of  the  living  and  the  dead  I  Entering  a  little 
door,  I  found  myself  in  a  '  Doctor's  office ; '  there  were  bottles  of  every  hue  and 
color,  all  kinds  of  zig-zags  on  'em,  <  Pulv.  Zin.,' '  Ess  Cub.,' '  Tine  Z.,'  etc. ;  then  a  lot 
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of  medical  books.  While  looking  at  some  of  these  cmiontleei  I  was  startled  hj  a 
low,  murmuring  sound,  as  though  some  one  was  in  pafaL  I  crept  to  Uie  opening 
in  the  wall,  and  the  sight  /  tkaUneoer  forgeL  This  was  the  sick-room,  and  on  some 
thirty  oots  lay  atretched  oat  the  sidk,  the  dying,  and  the  dead!  Oh  I  the  look  that 
one  of  the  men  gave  me,  as  I  stood  by  his  bedl  Ks  disease  was  typhoid  fever: 
his  large,  black  eye  seemed  to  light  up  at  times  with  an  unearthly  lustre,  (as  wiU 
the  taper,  flickering  in  the  socket,  send  up  a  sudden  flare,  and  then  grow  dim,)  while 
from  his  sunken  and  yellow-tinted  cheek  oozed  out  the  cold  death-sweat  I  He  was 
gasping  hard,  and  seemed  as  though  he  wished  to  speak  to  me,  but  could  not  The 
attending  physician  came  in,  and  wiped  from  his  forehead  and  &ce  the  dampness; 
his  eye,  half-closed,  seemed  fixed  upon  the  glories  of  the  bright  sun-beam,  that 
came  and  played  for  a  while  upon  the  wall,  as  if  to  lighten  the  dying  man's  gloom, 
and  then  and  there  his  eyes  fell,  to  open  once  again  only,  in  that  awful  death  stare! 
His  chin  dropped ;  he  was  dead  I  A  roug^  blanket  was  thrown  over  the  body,  and 
the  stillness  of  death  came  over  ma  The  bright  sun  lodced  in  again,  and  the  sun- 
beams pkiyed  and  skipped  ahout  upon  the  bed  of  death;  but  the  sight  oppressed 
or  pleased  him  no  more ;  he  had  gone  on  the  long  journey  we  all  have  to  trav^ 
andalanet 

'Months,  years  had  passed  by,  since  t^e  sad  soeniSflj  of  which  this  related  is 
only  one,  had  taken  place,  when,  from  a  love  I  always  have  of  visitmg  old  spots,  I 
found  myself  agmn  in  the  stamping-ground  of  the  far-fiuned  Captain  SutiebI  I 
entered  the  crumbling  couit-yard,  and  the  rooms,  fiist  going  to  decay,  but  how 
changed  the  scene  I  A  broken-down  cot  lay  here  and  there;  the  doctor's  shelves 
covered  with  dust  and  broken  vials:  no  human  being  there ;  but  the  building  fkiify 
alive  —  withro^s/  in  size  fbom  a  mouse  to  a  badger!  But  the  old  Fort  is  &8t 
going  to  decay.  The  sound  of  revehy  was  heard  here  once,  and  woman's  smile 
made  glad  the  heart  Pilgrims  to  and  from  the  golden  hills  and  valleys  have  here 
rested  from  their  toil:  here^  too,  have  babes  seen  the  lights  and  through  the  dismal 
and  damp  rooms  has  walked  the  8pectr6  Bbath  I  There  is  suspended  the  old  bell, 
that  has  tolled  the  hour  of  prayer  and  the  hour  of  feasting,  and  there  at  the  gate^ 
w»y  lies  a  dilapidated  old  rusty  cannon,  with  the  mouth  wide  open,  bat  no  teeth, 
seeming  to  say  to  me,  at  I  approached,  '  You  can  go  ssid  take  a  last^  fond  look,-  for 
It  have  dene  aU  I  can  da  Ky  old  Captain  is  not  here  toattend  to  me^  and  I  go  to 
deoaj^  even  ISce  tlieee  oAd  walls,  the  scene  of  his  dnvaby  and  my  fonnerc^oiyP 

Col.  Pipes  needs  no  *  apology*  for  sketches  like  these.  •  -  -  A  FKiE3n>  at 
Washington,  who  '  comes  of  a  good  stock,'  and  is  himself  a  writer  of  no  ordi* 
nary  powers,  sends'us  the  subjoined  pleasant  and  interestiDg  gossipry :  'A  few 
years  ago,  my  eldest  sister  and  her  two  children,  Culba,  aged  about  five^  and 
Haxiuton,  aged  three  years,  were  sGJouming  at  the  Tremont  Hooae,  in  Bob* 
toB,  previeuB  to  their  departure  for  Calcutta*  One  d^  the  yowig^onea 
•trayed'iiway.  and  were  lost;  and  rebtivesi  fneod^  and  MrTKntswere'Scntiii 
all  direotioaa'  to  look  for  theob  Aftte*  at  protracted  search,  tbey  wen  fmmd 
hand^in^iaiid,  gazing  into  the  8faop-wind0W8  in  W«riiiBgtOft-Mr^  Onbaiog 
retutned  to  their  hdf^distracted  nx>ther,  shepromii^  them  a  good  'tl'Oniiie- 
ing-'  if  they  eirer  went?  out  agaiii  without  leave.  S^eral  di9««IUrj  I  gsve 
them  sontedlange,  and  as  tbey  w«re  *bottnd^  to  spe&d'  it^  they  agiin  stele 
oflj  and  after  another  long  search  were  found  and  returned  to  their  quartere. 
1%eir  mother  immediately  began  to  redeem  her  promise.  She  took  the  hoy 
and  *  spimked  *  him  soundly ;  then,  turning  to  the  girl,  she  said :  '  Now 
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c(»De  here,  my  lady,  tod  I'U  atteod  to  y^  *0h  !  no!  no  I  cried  little 
*  Ham/  with  the  tears  rotting  down  his  cheeks,  .«nd  clasfmig  his  arms  round 
his  mother:  'Oh!  not  aol  Ma — please  don- 1  whip  sister  Clara  I  please 
do  n*t  t  —  whip  me  again  / '  Noble  little  feUow !  He  thought  there  mmt  be 
two  whipphigs,  and  be  wooM  rather  take  both  than  hare  his  sister  receiye 
one.  They  were  nerer  whipped  again.  About  two  years  after,  they  and 
their  mother  were  lost  on  their  return  from  India,  in  the  ship  '  Gentoo,'  near 
the  Cape  of  Good-Hope.  Little  '  Hah  '  and  Clara  were  washed  over-board 
and  perished,  clasped  in  each  otber^s  arms ;  and  thus  they  were  thrown  up 
the  next  day  on  the  desoUte  sands  of  Africa.'  -  -  -  Thb  '  Oreat  PoU '  has 
emerged  from  the  desolateness  of  his  transient  rusUcity  Into  the  light  of 
society  and '  frens. '  But  alas !  Peppbr  is  a  wreck !  Let  his  note  '  reyele.'  Its 
sombre  shadows  disclose  a  ponderous  '  wo'  which  his  sensitiye  delicacy  alone 
warns  him  to  withhold,  in  all  its  manitude  and  tragic  horror,  from  a  too- 
eanly  affected  conmiunity.  PBanust  how  much  *  genus'  can  suffer,  and 
not '  caye ' !    But  the  reader  must  not  be  kept  loi^ger  in  suspense : 

''dmnotHhenen  propr 
oetoblrlth*M. 

'Mb.  l.  qalerd  Clabe  esq 

'  Mr.  bdrbb  after  a  long  sDexus  oy  uperds  oy 
8  months  (in  consekens  ov  bein  fir  rexnoov  frum  eyeiythink  bi  a  laik  a  fishink  fhr 
mi  helth)  i  hev  now  retam  hoam  to  dL  th^es  no  resun  wy  i  shoodent  as  i  hayent 
got  nothink  to  liy  for  now.  mi  tall  shel  neyer  be  toeld  to  eny  boddy  much  lee  to 
hir.  i  hey  onli  comnnicat  the  cecrit  to  1  fren.  no  boddy  els  ooodent  bi  it  far 
muny.  but  i  mene  to  kepe  a  ritink  potry  al  the  wile  til  i  cant  hoald  a  pen.  then 
see  i,  goast  go  up.  ile  welcom  deth  cnickly,  onles  a  sertin  oald  tiren  sune  egspira,  wich 
ant  probble,  as  mene  men  neyir  di,  but  the  werld  shel  thine  ime  ga,  mi  pomes  shel 
be  rote  so  cairles.  endoased  is  a  nood  to  the  grek  Slaiy  wich  plese  cend  to  the 
comity  ef  not  2  lait  as  i  fere,  ef  so  plese  kepe  the  saim  as  a  me  mento  oy  the  moril 
kerig  oy  Yours  fur  a  few  daa  onli,  *  k.  H.  Pkfpbb. 

*  P.  a    1  doant  cair  about  the  $100  dollaia    giy  the  muny  to  sum  yang  man  as 
is  gest  marid  to  the  obgeck  oy  his  chois  k  startin  into  bisnea.    wat  do  i  want  oy 

muny?    ide  lik  it  peraps  ef  that  oald  tiren but  1  sa  no  moar.    exkews  mi 

emoehuna    thaym  oirerpowrink  k  dan  jeras.  x.  x.  r.* 

•«  KftaH  iP  tj^f  Artck  j»Ui6. 

*  OxcT  moar  mi  pen  aaoom  onct  moar  the  truis 
ov  blanc  Ters>  ooet  moar  spriof  litely  into  em. 
doant  gerk.    go  cam  *  cuiet,  but  git  on  fire 
gradily,  mi  pen,  and  giy  the  sttl^|Mk  oonwnlBheafl. 

*  Statoo  !  (good  heyinks  I  wen  mi  i's.    ime  blind !) 
STUK  PxeTBE  I  hale  I  in  oonsekeoi  oy  year  gtoiy 

i  shel  be  compel  to  hey  a  operaskun  pirform 

fhr  eat  a  nek  imeditlj.    i  thought  i  cood  go  this  alo 

But  i  Be  it  cant  be  dun :  yonm  alpowrfle, 

yonr  ipflooens  is  sech  ime  al  oy  a  tremble 

k  if  fele  a  sort  oy  sicnes  creping  into  mi  atomic 

bIo  but  sboor  like  a  gimblit  mto  %  bord. 

was  jou  al  sculp  frum  1  pese  ?  sa  pirfecksbun, 

barent  joa  got  no  goints  maid  or  puty  nor  oothink  ? 

Bat  no.    i  &le  youm  pirfeck :  i  tlunc  at  lest 

that  powB8*8  stonr  orter  be  giy  ere  to 

wich  ses  yoam  al  hao  out  oy  a  marble  aftun. 

(imortle  powbs  I  wot  a  ^nus  for  scalp  I) 
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*dtsfiDgg^Uh  femaill  stondiii  their  onto  1  lejc 
in  aliens  admjred  bi  hunderds,  i  sopoas 
yea  ken  apreshate  the  felinks  or  her 
as  went  in  swimin  k  soon  aperink  onct  moar 
diskiverd  notUnk  into  the  plaia  or  a 
good  soot  OT  cloas  as  wos  a  liin  their 
DvX  1  short  mioit  nreris  supoged  to  be  hem. 
(pardon  me  greek  mr  the  akKMhun.) 
^ut  wat  nede  has  Buty  fur  men  j  articals 
07  aparril  t    how  menj  ladis  you  se 
wich  sertmlj  thine  as  Eyb's  nshion  was  the 
handyest,  but  tha  parshly  giv  in  to  custum 
out  OT  the  nateral  KindQis  ov  thayer  hart 
was  that  the  stile  wen  you  wos  animated  t 
then  wot  did  you  cawl  maikin  a  toy  lit? 
from  your  compleckshun  i  shood  tbinc  peraps 
you  (^ed  prinsiply  onto  your  natyr  are. 
it  must  hey  been  ot  a  solider  maik  than 
united  Staitsen  are,  wich  is  mity  thin  dyit 
wen  used  egsdoosiy,  as  I  orter  no. 

o  Slaiy but  i  leye  you  to  ges  wots  hapend 

oanii  remarkin  that  3  wekes  iye  lird  on  it, 
Bat  at  last  poor  naeher  is  com  round  to  Titles. 

'wot  butifle  bans  so  delekit  k  wite ! 
thats  moastly  dun  bi  actiyly  dooin  nothink. 
i  no  a  yung  lady  as  hes  got  sech  bans 
oanli  not  cuite  so  wery  wite  k  teanty, 
oin  to  a  crule  Faither  aa  maiks  her  were, 
her  noim  is  hanah  s.  W.    her  fete  air  larger 
But  woodent  be  ef  her  shoos  k  stocins  wos  of. 
her  arm  ef  anythink  is  bi^;erii  yoiim, 
k  shes  rayther  beter  lookm  in  the  fais. 
flrther  comparrisuns  wood  be  but  ges  were 
owitt  to  the  present  inoonwenyent  fashins 
But  i  dout  not  wood  be  fayenible  to  hanah. 
i  no  her  figers  shorter,  likewais  her noas: 
But  in  them  feohers  statoos  must  be  pardond 
fur  Bculpers  hey  inoomerible  rmkels. 
POWBS  tnincs  Buty  lays  in  bite  k  length 
But  1  looc  at  HANAH  wood  chaing  his  hul  idee. 
ye\  who  wood  her  al  Buty  oy  a  pese? 
Statoo  I  fur  your  stile  youm  pirfeck ! 
your  looc  oy  cam  distust  is  probly  rite 
altho  sum  harts  woot  gladly  se  t£ee  smil. 
your  are  is  forin  sos  your  nashun  2 
you  air  the  wery  picter  oy  a  erek 
in  chanes  k  no  doubt  a  1st  obop  sampeL 
it  doant  tan  you  much  to'traiyil  i  se  : 
youm  probly  well  cloathed  exsept  wen  shode. 
then  your  dres  is  egstreamli  lo  m  the  nee 
Bein  a  wizzhunary  oloomer  without  eny  pans 
or  a  full  dress  posessiy  cais  under  stood. 

'  I  must  now  bid  you  aoiKTipt  adoo 
ftre  Statoo  I  fehnk  al  the  distresink  sjrmptoms 
oy  a  pereodicle  ataet  oy  pain  in  the  bowls. 
Mabblk  stun  ENTtftPBis  I  —  Fair  thbs  wbl  1 ' 

This  deserves  now  the  offered  pirize  I  -  -  -  A  friend,  in  speaking  of  his 
▼isit  to  New-Tork,  mentioned  lecently  to  ns,  that  one  night  he  was  induced 
to  yiMt)  with  some  *•  &st '  city  friends,  a  cellar-restaorant,  sitaated  betweoi 
the  Si  Nicholas  Hotel  and  Oanal-street  He  proceeds  to  say :  'After  they 
had  imbibed  at  the  refreshment-stand,  in  vulgar  parlance,  *  the  bar,*  his  atten- 
tion was  attracted  to  three  men  &st  asleep  in  chairs  near  by.  They  were  all 
well-dressed  men ;  two  of  them  of  middle  age,  and  one  qidte  young,  say 
about  twenty-fiye  or  six.    The  scene  around  was  one  of  confudony  as  i 
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times  is  the  case  in  these  subterranean  resorts ;  bat  in  other  respects  the 
proprieties  of  the  place  were  well  preserved.  Men  were  talking  loudly  all 
around,  yet  the  three  sleepers  mored  not,  but  held  on  in  their  oblivious  som- 
nolence. Being  rather  an  investigating  character  in  difficult  cageS|  1 
attempted  to  waken  them ;  but  in  vain. .  The  owner  of  the  saloon  watched 
my  aitempts,  and  peixeiving  my  Mure,  interrupted  my  kudable  efforts  by 
remarking  that  'only  "he  could  waken  that  parfy.'  At  the  word,  he  spoke, 
and  the  effect  was  like  magic.  The  three  started  wide-awake  at  that  (to 
them)  peculiar  voice,  and,  all  attentive  to  his  wishes,  looked  him  quickly  and 
nervously  in  the  face.  *  Go  to  sleep  again  t '  he  said ;  and  without  the  slight- 
est regard  to  the  noise  of  the  talkers,  the  three  men  relapsed  into  slumber  I 
I  looked  keenly  at  these  men,  when  they  wakened.  It  might  have  been 
imagination,  but  there  was  an  evident  alarm  in  the  countenance  of  each. 
The  call  seemed  to  have  stirred  like  a  clarion  or  a  sentence  within  their  souls. 
The  whole  thing  was  instantaneous.  The  waking  was  done  in  an  instant, 
the  look  given  in  an  instant,  the  counter-order  to  sleep  again  was  given  in 
an  instant,  and  in  an  mstant  complied  with.  It  was  then  about  one  o^dock 
in  the  morning.  The  proprietor  then  said  that  those  three  men  came  regu- 
larly three  times  a  week  and,  without  drinking  any  thing,  composed  them- 
selves in  those  chairs  and  slept  until  morning.  They  frequented  other 
saloons  on  the  other  nights  of  the  week,  and  performed  tiie  same  slumber  in 
each.  No  one  but  the  master  of  the  house  could  waken  them.  They  were 
well-dressed  men,  and  one  was  an  Italian,  the  other  an  Englishman,  and  the 
younger  of  the  whole  an  American.  Now  who  and  what  were  these  men  ? 
Why  could  they  not  sleep  except  in  a  noisy  and  crowded  bar-room  ?  Why 
did  they  waken  vrith  sadi  eager  eyes  and  nervously-opened  mouths  ?  Why 
could  tiiey  not  go  apart  and  take  their  repose,  like  the  rest  of  the  innocent 
world,  in  some  quiet  room,  where  there  was  silence  and  pleasant  memories? 
Why  did  these  three  men,  distinct  in  place  of  birth,  thus  flit  out  of  the  dark 
night  into  the  glare  of  the  drinking-room,  to  sit  bolt  upright  in  churs  night 
after  night,  and  sleep  —  sleep  deeply  and  quietly  ?  Had  murder  been  their 
separate  deed,  or  was  it  the  knowledge  of  some  murder  done  and  unavenged 
that  kept  them  like  ghosts  around  the  town  ? '  These  men  can  be  seen  on 
any  night,  just  as  our  friend  has  described  them.  -  -  -  Thb  following  cal- 
cidation  may  be  found  in  the  introduction  to  Professor  Monson's  'Arithmetical 
Analysis,'  an  advanced  mental  arithmetic,  recently  published  by  Ivison  and 
Phinnet  of  this  city.  Like  the  big  stories  about  planetary  distances,  the 
trayelling  of  light,  eta,  it  is  simply  so  vast  as  to  be  vague  and  unsatis&ctory 
to  ordinary  minds : 

'Thb  adoption  of  so  manj  derivatire  and  compound  words  in  the  numerical  nomen- 
elatare  renders  the  subject  of  numeration  so  simple  and  so  easily  remembered  that  a 
few  hours'  application  are  sufficient  to  master  it.  On  the  other  hand,  if  every  number 
had  a  diHtnctprimUive  name,  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  for  any  human  intellect  to 
learn  them  in  the  longest  life.  They  would  form  a  vocabulary  of  mora  words  than 
there  are  in  all  other  departments  in  all  the  written  and  spoken  languages  on  the  globe. 
If  they  extended  only  to  a  triUion,  and  were  printed  in  double-column  octavos,  with 
one  hundred  names  on  a  page  and  five  hundred  psgcs  in  a  volume,  they  would  make 
twenty  millions  of  v<dume8— a  greater  number  of  books,  probably,  than  there  are  in 
all  the  pablie  libraries  in  the  civilised  world.    And  if  a  person  should  read  a  page  in 
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esch  successiTe  minute^  night  and  day,  Sundays  and  all,  it  would  take  him  more  than 
niMteen  thousand  years  simply  to  read  them  oyer  once.  Allowing  «ach  yolume  to 
weigh  one  and  a  half  pounds,  their  aggregate  weight  would  he  Jffteen  thousand  tons, 
which  would  load  three  thousand  freight-cars  with  fire  tons  a-pieoe,  or  fill  thirty  meir- 
fflwnt-thipB  of  a  capacity  of  fire  hundred  tons  burden.' 

In  *  Smithes  Federal  Calculator'  an  amusing  anecdote  is  given,  to  tfae  ft!- 
lowing  purport :  A  first-rate  class  was  undergoing  a  dose  elimination  in 
mental  arithmetic,  and  in  reply  to  a  question  concerning  the  number  of  men 
required  to  perform  a  certain  piece  of  work  in  a  specified  time,  the  class 
responded,  '  Twelve  men  and  two-thirds.'  But  one  bright  fellow,  more  dis- 
cerning than  the  others,  instantly  added :  '  Twelve  men  and  a  J^oy  fourteen 
yea/n  old : '  fourteen  being  two-thirds  of  twenty-one,  the  l^al  age  of  num- 
hood.  A  student  of  decided  '  parts,'  that !  -  -  -  Hebb  is  a  very  pretty 
little  *Love'Song,*  which  has  been  sent  us  by  our  correspondent,  Lewis 
F.  Thoxas,  Esq.,  of  Washington  City.  Our  excellent  fiiendDsscFsriR  (why 
comes  he  not  among  us  again?)  could  set  this  to  exquisite  music,  as  he  has 
already  done  with  a  previous  effusion  of  the  same  writer : 

*  Huh  '8  health  to  the  one  I  love  dflareet, 
And  joy  to  the  heart  to  mine  nearest, 

in  a  fair  form  of  grace, 

With  a  sweet  terajph  Caoe, 
And  e/es  that  shine  like  the  light  dirine, 
Beammg  with  love  from  her  soul's  holy  shrine ! 

While  her  pure  heaii's  glow, 

'Neath  her  oosom's  snow, 
Hath  feeling  that  none  but  the  loving  can  know, 
Ever — for  ever  1 

'How  oft  have  we  roved  by  the  river, 
Where  mirrored  the  moon-beams- wfKild«qiiiv«r, 
And  the  breeze  with  perfume 
From  the  spring  fluwera'  bloom, 
0*er  our  senaea  so  aofUy  swept  stealisg. 
As  fondly  each  truly  revealing 
The  faith,  hope,  and  love 
That  Fate  ne'er  can  move, 
While  stars  sweetly  shone  from  the  blue  above. 
Ever — for  ever! 

'  Oh !  my  soul  is  sad ;  for 't  is  fearing 
We  'II  meet  here  bo  more  in  endearmg; 

But  her  heart 's  my  heart's  home. 

Though  in  sorrow  I  roam 
Far  away  from  the  scenes  of  our  trysting. 
Where  the  silent  stars  only  were  liefeeniDg; 

Yet  trustful  and  (rue, 

Our  pilgrimage  through, 
We  will  meet  to  dweii  where  the  angels  do^ 
Ever— for  ever!' 

Bead. that  over  again,  '  musically  low/  -  -  -  We  have  read,  aad  read 
with  interest  and  pleasure,  a  work  recently  issued  by  theBfioiBBLs  Habkis, 
entitled  'X(/^'«  Lmon :  a  Tale,^  It  is  by  a  lady  whose  name,  without  impro* 
priety,  we  might  perhaps  mention,  although  not  expressly  permitted  to  do 
so.  It  will  snfiQce  to  say  that  she  belongs  to  a  literary  family.  Her  iather^s 
uncle  edited  the  *  Woreeiter  Spy '  during  the  Revolution,  and  ^as  the  aaUunr 
of  *Th6  HUtory  of  Printing,^  a  work  of  standard  value,  not  oaly  for  ^  the 
craft,'  bnt  for  ail  who  |eel  an  interestin  the  inteUeetual  history  and  piDgrass 
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of  the  ooimtrj.  Her  father  was  the  author  of  a  work  formerly  noticed  in 
the  Knickbbsockvr,  entitled  ^Reminiitmcei  of  the  Last  Sixty-Fke  Yea/n  In 
ike  West  * —  a  '  gentleman  of  the  old  school,'  whose  yenerahle  form,  nohlefaoe, 
and  flowing  sQyery  hair,  although  hut  once  seen,  we  shall  never  forget  One 
of  her  brothers  is  the  author  of  the  novel  called  ^CUnUm  Bradthaw^  which 
attained  a  wide  popularity,  ^East  and  Westy''  *JI<no(&d  Ptnchney^  etc  ;  and 
stm  another  brother  has  made  himself  fay (urably  known  by  articles  of  merit, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  although  we  are  not  aware  that  he  has  ever  collected 
his  writings  hito  a  book.  Upon  second  thought  it  occurs  to  us  that  he  did 
publish  a  volume,  entitled,  if  we  remember  rightly,  ^Inda  and  Other  Poeins.^ 
It  is  now  out  of  print ;  but  it  would,  in  our  judgment,  so  far  as  we  remem- 
ber it,  well  repay  publication.  As  touching  the  book  before  us,  we  can 
only  say  that  the  sister  has  shown  that  the  talent  of  a  very  talented  fiimily 
is  quite  fiu*  from  being  confined  to  the  male  branches  thereof  Her  story  is 
a  simple  domestic  one,  in  which  you  see  throughout  the  keen  observation, 
the  tenderness  and  sensibility  of  the  true  woman.  At  the  same  time  it 
has  no  U^k  of  *•  power,'  in  the  better  sense  of  that  greatly-misused  word. 
The  incidents,  always  of  interest,  and  frequently  exciting,  and  their  progress 
to  the  deTkmement  of  tlie  tale,  are  forcible  yet  unforced.  Without  farther 
comment,  and  wiUiout  extracts,  for  which  we  regret  our  lack  of  room  at  so 
late  a  period  of  the  month,  we  commend  ^L^e's  Lesaan '  cordially  to  our  read- 
ers, as  a  work  well  worthy  of  patronage.  -  -  -  A  oorssspondknt,  for  whose 
'good  words'  and  flattering  opinions  we  are  truly  grateful,  'throws  off*  a 
few  things '  for  us,  as  follows : 

*  I  nuL,  some  how  or  other,  Mr.  Gditob,  as  if  either  I  belonged  in  pftrt  to  the  KmcK- 
BBBOCKBB,  OF  the  Kkickbrbookeb  In  part  to  me.  It  was  the  first  Magazine  I  ever  saw, 
and,  in  fact,  the  only  one  with  whose  pages  I  was  really  familiar  during  my  eailier  sub- 
Freshman  days.  In  college,  its  name,  like  a  household  word,  called  up  yividW  the 
family  fireside,  and  a  fresh  number  was  as  good  as  a  home-letter.  If  the  '  crowd '  to 
which  I  belonged  at  Talb  had  one  distinctire  peculiarity  belonging  to  the  body-corpo- 
rate, and  developed  in  each  indiridual  member  thereof  it  was  a  decided  preference  for 
that  same  periodical  as  a  text-book,  over  the  works  of  Tacitus,  Thdctdiobs,  or  any 
other  classical  old  fogy  whatsoever.*  .  .  .  '  Here  are  some  stories,  if  you  want  them, 
for  your 'Table': 

*A  small  boy  of  indefinite  size,  well  instructed  in  all  the  mysteries  of  being  supposed 
to  be  at  all  within  his  comprehension,  lost  recently  a  pet  gold-fish,  at  which  bcreavemeiit 
he  mourned  as  those  who  hare  no  hope.  His  mother  at  length  told  him  that,  although 
glad  to  see  that  he  loved  his  pets,  she  still  considered  it  very  silly  in  him  to  cry  so 
much  for  one  gold-fish,  since  no  amount  of  tears  would  bring  it  back.  '  I  do  n't  want 
him  back  again,' said  he;  *I  ain't  a-cryin'  for  that;  but  I'm  afraid  hia  UtUe  instinct 
it  eternally  lost  / '    Was  n't  he  a  juvenile  theologian  of  the  straitest  sect? ' 

'A  friend  of  mine  returning  from  the  depot  a  few  mornings  since,  with  a  bottle  of 
freshly-imported  'Maine-Law,'  saw  a  lady  a  little  in  advance  of  him  whom  he  must  ine- 
vitably join.  So,  tucking  the  bottle  under  his  arm,  he  walked  along-side.  '  Well,'  said 
the  young  lady,  after  disposing  of  *  health '  and  *  the  weather,'  'what  is  that  bundle  you 
are  carrying  so  mysteriously  under  your  arm  ? ' 

"  Oh  I  nothing  but  a  coat  which  the  tailor  has  just  been  mending  for  me? ' 

' '  Oh  t  it 's  a  eoatf  is  it  ?  Well,  you  'd  better  carry  it  back  and  get  him  to  sew  up  one 
more  hole,  for  it  leaks  now ! ' 

*  This  is  the  sabie  young  man  whose  cash  account,  after  his  last  summer's  travels,  was 
marked  by  the  very  frequent  recurrence  of  the  item :  'Porter ^  twenty-five  cents.'  His 
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fiither  ezpreflsed  some  Burprise  thftt  it  sboiild  cost  to  miieh  to  tmnspoii  a  mmU  cmp^ 
bag  from  place  to  jiUoe ;  whereas  the  original  myeatmeiita  were  made  in  aaiaU  botfln  of 
Brownitout, 

*  Speaking  of  this :  Just  before  the  passage  of  the  '  Maine-Law  *  I  came  ont  of  a  little 

establishment  in  N ,  of  a  dark  and  rainj  evening,  behind  a  reiy  drunken  fellow, 

who  '  beat  np '  the  side-walk  a  couple  of  rods  in  adTance.  Presently  he  '  missed  stays ' 
on  the  'starboard  tack/  and  ran  into  a  tree.  He  polled  off  what  was  originallj  intended 
finr  a hat»  'teetered '  a  moment  on  his  toes^  and  apologised  to  the  jcatled  indMdml, 
with  a  '  hioKmp '  between  erery  other  word : 

<  ''Sohoze  me,  Shir;  I  'share  jou.  Shir,  'tirelj  'tentional  on  my  part  Sho  daik,6hir 
I  did  n't  shee  you.    'Schuze  me,  Shir,  'schuze  me.  Shir,  Yyou  pUcue* 

'Ailer  which  obsequious  explanation,  and  an  abortive  effort  to  put  on  his  hat,  he 
essayed  to  continue  on  his  way;  but  brought  up  Kgain  on  the  first  larch  against  the 
same  tree: 

<<I  really  beg  your  pardon.  Shir;  I'm'fraidyoaMl'speotthatI 'm'tcMsksaled;  bail 
'shnre  you,  Shir,  I  never  was  more  shober  in  all  my  lijb.  It 's  dark  and  flashy ;  sad 
really,  Shir,  I  'shposed,  Shir,  you  *d  gone  along  I  *  * 


We  received  by  the  last  '  Golden  City  *  steamer,  and  have  read  irHb 
very  great  pleasure,  in  the  columns  of  the  *  CM^omia  Cfhnmiele^*  of  whidi 
the  writer  is  editor,  a  poem,  entitled  '  Progrem,^  read  before  the  Oalffbnia 
Pioneers  on  their  fourth  anniversary,  celebrated  at  San-Francisco,  in  Sep- 
tember last,  by  Frakk  Soule,  Esq.  We  see  it  stated  that  the  poem  was 
written  at  very  short  notice,  by  request ;  but  it  requires  no  M>ology,  as  tlio 
fbllowing  spirited  passages  will  abundantly  attest : 

'  PaoGSBSS,  Liberty's  proud  teacher; 

Progress,  Labor's  sure  reward ; 
Of  a  purer  fiuth  the  preacher, 

SanctioDed  by  the  world's  accord : 
Crowned  with  attributes  eternal, 

Bounteous  his  liberal  hand, 
Making  Flora's  gardens  vernal. 

Spewing  harvests  o'er  the  land. 
Never  more 
Shall  ancient  lore 
The  pantheotio  reign  restore ; 
For  classic  gods  from  empire  hurled  — 
Profession  hence  shall  rule  the  world. 
In  his  eye  the  fiance  of  Marsl 

In  his  arm  the  strength  of  Jove, 
Bvery  mighty  footstep  jars 

Kingly  throne  and  priestly  grove. 
Gathermg  in  his  earnest  train 
Emblems  of  the  sea  and  main. 
Rushing  steam  and  snowy  sail, 
Plouffb  and  harrow,  scythe  and  flail; 
Anvil,  and  the  gtowing  forge, 
Booker  in  the  ffulden  gorge ; 
Imj)Iements  of  factory  room  — 
Spinninff-jenny,  shuttle,  loom ; 
Quarriers  chisel,  crow  and  wedge. 
Blasting  drill  and  wrenching'  wedge ; 
From  the  ocean,  firom  the  valley, 

Gathering  up  the  trades  of  men, 
Calline  Labor's  sons  to  rally 

To  Its  fit  pursuit  again. 
Calling  on  the  muscles  brawny 

Made  to  labor  and  to  dare  — 
On  the  arms  embrowned  and  tawny, 

On  those  delicate  and  fUr. 


Calling  all  who  feel  the  burden 

Of  ue  proud  oppressor's  rod — 
Calling  all  to  win  the  guerdon 

Promised  Industry,  ftom  Qon : 
Freedom  for  the  soul-aspiring, 
Free  limbs  to  the  toiling  tndn, 
j  Free  will  to  the  mind  untiring 
j      Free  thoughts  to  the  thinking  brain. 

'Progress!  not  then  comprehended 

By  the  world's  awaking  mind, 
In  whose  majesty  is  blended 

Now,  the  spirit  of  mankind, 
Ever  in  life's  stormy  battle. 

Leading  n)en  to  mater  tilings; 
Scattering  freedooTs  foes  like  cattle. 
When,  no  longer  bom  a  chattel. 

Free  men  aU  are  kings. 
Progress  I  destined  to  redeem 
Nations  from  their  slavish  dream, 
Nature  from  her  featavea  rude. 

Peoples  iVom  their  wrongs. 
Till  the  world's  deep  gratitude 

Gushes  forth  in  songs, 
And  proclaims  from  every  side 
'  Progress  hence  is  deified.'' 


*  On  yonder  silvery  river's  bank, 
'Mia  wilderness  and  herbage  rank. 
The  smoke  points  out  the  chosen  spot 
Of  Chevalier,  or  Huguenot. 
Proud  exiles  from  their  native  land. 
Amid  the  kingly  trees  they  stand. 
Stem  as  the  forest,  and  their  song 
Of  gratitude  as  fresh  and  strong. 
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T  was  ttiere  iboM  gallMit  pioneers^ 
Nursed  Freedom  with  their  toil  ana  tears. 
Tossed  like  an  aspen  by  the  breeze. 
The  Maj-Flower  trembles  o'er  the  seas  I 
BeoemlMr's  leaf  is  brown  and  flere, 
December's  wind  is  oold  and  drear, 
And  ehillr  the  Dorth-easters  blow, 
And  blenK  the  shore,  and  deep  the  snow. 
Oh !  shrill  and  bitter  is  the  sale ! 
<Hi!  sadlj  trembles  woman's  wail ; 
And  maaj  are  the  moonds  that  mark 
Thatwinter*B  story,  drear  and  dark; 
And  many  hero-hearts  are  low 
Beneath  those  corKnf^  shrouds  of  snow : 
Yet  strv^Ung^  for  the  rights  of  man. 
Still  hopeuil  was  the  Puntan. 
A  pioneer  of  rigid  creed. 

Amid  the  forest  cold  and  dim. 
From  hypocrites  and  fashion  freed, 

He  raned  to  €k>»  his  worship-hynm. 

'1%en  was  felt  th*  inspiring  word. 
Then  the  inner  senses  heard ; 
Then  was  read  th'  immortal  scroll 
Written  in  the  earnest  soni : 
Lessons  of  a  deep  implianoe, 
Bidding  tyranny  defiance ; 
Calling  on  ttie  mind  to  waken, 

CaUuig  on  the  head  to  plan, 
Calling  on  mankind  to  rally 

For  the  liberties  of  man. 

'Calling,  till  each  hill  and  ralley, 
From  Its  trance  of  ages  shaken, 

Ikdkoed  to  the  stimng  words ; 
Answered  to  the  strong  appeal. 
Then  the  flash  and  clash  of  steel ; 
Answered  then  the  hearts  that  feel ; 

True  arms  and  trusty  swords, 


Answered  Gks  a  gleam  of  fight 
Flaahisg  o'er  the  liem  of  ni|;ht, 
When  upon  the  shadows'  flight 
Comes  tiie  song  of  birds. 

*  Hear  you  not  the  answer  votire  } 

See  you  not  Progression's  train  ? 
Hear  you  not  Ae  tooomotire 

Thundering  atong  the  plain  ? 
List!  'tis  coming  near  and  nearer, 

Listen  to  its  piercing  scream ; 
Now  the  whirling  wheels  sonnd  dearer. 

Now  I  hear  the  hissing  steam 
Through  the  air  in  transport  gliding. 

Heed  you  not  those  proud  huzws ! 
Thirty  sister  States  are  riding 

Hither  on  those  rushing  cars. 
Hither,  from  each  stroggung  nation. 

Weary  exiles  gladly  roam ; 
Give  them  here  a  habitation, 

Liberty,  and  friends,  and  homo. 
O'er  the  deserts  wide  and  dreary, 

Through  the  terrors  of  *  the  Horn,' 
They  are  coming,  braTe  though  weary, 

Parents  of  a  world  unborn. 
See,  they  gather^  man  and  master. 

Rushing  to  this  western  wold. 
Coming,  coming,  tuX,  and  faster, 
Daring  danger,  pain,  disaster, 

Seeking  honor  health,  and  cold. 
See,  they  come  from  every  nation, 

See,  our  temple  is  begun. 
See !  the  men  of  every  station 

Meet  and  labor  all  as  one. 
From  the  cities,  farms,  and  ranches, 

From  the  forum's  wordy  strife. 
Teeming  from  life's  varied  brancheSr 

See  1  the  welcome  path  is  rife.' 


That's  good  poetry  for  an  *^'6tatel  -  -  -  Since  the  *  good  old  days' of 
Englith  Cijptfra,  at  the  old  Park  Theatre,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wood,  and  our  old 
friend  Brouoh  in  the  principal  characters,  nothing  to  coint)are  with  the 
talented  troup6  now  performing  at  the  Broadway  Theatre  has  OTor  been  seen 
in  this  metropolis.  In  '  Sonnambula,^  the  singing  of  Miss  Looesa  Ptnb  was 
wortti  trardling  on  foot  ten  miles  to  hear.  The  plamtive  eweetness  of  her 
voice  it  is  almost  impossible  to  describe.  She  sings  as  if  she  had  a  '  nest  of 
mghtingales  in  her  throat ; '  while  her  acting,  although  subdued,  is  admirably 
eflectiTe.  Mr.  Habrisok  is  an  excellent  English  tenor,  with  a  rich,  clear 
voice,  who  acta  bis  part  with  great  force  and  good  taste.  A  very  clever 
actor  and  singer  also  is  Mr.  Bobrani,  whose  baritone  shares  the  honors 
which  all  their  '  most  sweet  voices '  nightly  receive.  The  operapgoing  public 
owe  a  world  of  thanks  to  Mr.  Lb  Qrand  Smith  and  Mr.  Marshall  for  having 
tempted  us  with  such  a  '  feast  of  sweet  sounds,'  accompanied  by  all  the  best 
appliances  of  dramatic  representation.  Previous  to  the  opera  engagement, 
Mr.  FoBBEST,  whose  popularity  never  for  an  instant  has  flagged,  filled  the 
house  to  overflowing  nightly  with  his  enthusiastic  admirers.  On  the  last 
night  of  his  engagement,  he  took  leave  of  a  brilliant  and  crowded  audience 
with  the  best  exposition  in  defence  of  the  drama  that,  in  so  brief  a  compass, 
we  have  ever  encountered.    It  reflected  the  highest  credit  upon  his  art  and 
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upoQ  himself  *  The  Broadway  *  has  been  graatly  enlarged  and  improTed, 
and  well  desenres  the  liberal  patronage  which  has  been  awarded  to  it  New 
attractions,  we  learn,  are  in  acUye  preparation.  ...  *  Skikpennt/  writes 
a  correspondent,  (who  has  before  amusingly  discoursed  of  that  Tillage  in  this 
department,)  *  is  '  saved '  or  '  lost  *  annually  on  the  first  Tuesday  of  Septem- 
ber. On  that  day  patriotism  *  bursts  out '  to  an  alarming  degree  among  all 
classes,  and  the  merits  and  demerits  of  candidates  for  the  lucrative  and 
important  office  of  *  gustis  of  the  Peas '  are  discussed  with  vehemence  in  the 
street,  bar-room,  store,  and  grocery.  Men  hurry  to  and  fro,  urging  along  alike 
the  willing,  the  dilatory,  and  the  undecided  frcemaa  *Say,  'Squire,  can  you  tell 
us  the  way  to  the  poU$  f '  interrogated  a  verdant  *  specimen,'  as  he  sided  up  to 
me  on  last '  election-day.*  I  was  standing  on  the  steps  of  the '  Town-House,' 
and  by  my  side  stood  Jim  Tbasel,  a  fun-loving  blade,  who,  with  a  roguish 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  '  thus  answered' :  'Certainly,  my  dear  Sir  —  this  way.' 
Now,  in  the  rear  of  the  *  Town-House'  stood  a  'liberty-pole,'  smooth  and 
straight  as  an  arrow,  and  about  fifty  feet  high.  '  This,  my  friend,'  said  Joi, 
*  is  the  pole^  by  climbing  which  you  will  qualify  yourself  to  vote  for  Justices, 
(handing  him  one  of  'our  votes,*)  members  of  the  L^;islature,  and  Stale 
officers.  It  is  usual,'  he  continued,  '  to  grease  the  pole  before  the  person  to 
be  qualified  makes  the  ascent,  but  we  omit  that  part  of  the  ceremony  this 
year,  on  account  of  the  eearcity  of  provuione,^  '  Wall,'  said  our  rusUc 
friend,  '  'lection  comes  but  once  a-year,  and  darn  my  eyes  if  I  ain  't  glad  it 
do  n't 'y  I  never  'tended  'lection  before,  and  I'm  bound  to  be  ' qualified  1" 
saying  which  he  stripped  off  his  coat  and  boots,  and  made  a  rush  for  'the 
pole.'  It  was  a  warm  day,  and  he  puffed  like  a  porpoise  before  he  was 
'  qualified; '  but  the  thing  was  done,  and  Jnr,  after  making  a  few  'commen- 
datory remarks,'  took  him  by  the  arm  and  conducted  him  to  the  ballot-box, 
where  '  our  votes '  were  safely  deposited,  the  loud  clamors  of  the  '  opposite 
faction,'  who  claimed  the  '  qualified '  indifidual  as  one  of  then*  number,  not- 
withstanding :  but  he  1001  n^t  thoughl '  .  .  -  Wa  had  been  out  in  tlie 
autwnn-woods,  back  of  '  Giraflb-Hoose,  Upper- Anwat,'  our  proeent  abode 
on  the  Hudson,  and  had  brought  home  a  bouquet  of  autumnal  leaves  and 
flowers  that  June  herself  could  not  surpass  in  richness  of  coloring  and 
variety  of  hues ;  and  when  we  returned,  we  found  our  daily  parcel  of  let- 
ters, papers,  communications,  etc.,  by  the  evening  boat  finm  town,  upon  our 
table ;  and  among  the  latter  the  following  '  Lines  at  a  Otate,^  They  seemed 
to  us  to  be  '  in  keeping '  with  the  season  and  the  occasion : 

*  Low  in  earth  thj  form  is  lyingy 

With  the  damp  sod  on  thy  breast; 
IlGquiems  the  winds  are  siffiiing 
O'er  thy  deep  and  dreamless  rest. 

'  Gone  art  thou  toother  country, 

And  I  drop  the  heart-wrung  tear 
To  thj  memory,  who  trusted, 
Lored  and  trusted  wildly  here. 

*  Ah  I  ye  emel  ones  who  chid  her. 

Trouble  not  her  spirit  mors ! 

Hero  below  her  life  was  clouded, 

And  her  son!  a  sorrow  wore : 
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*  Wore  a  iorrcm"  which  no  morrow 

Stct  CMoa  wtid  lifted  vp^ 
And  there  was  but  little  sweetnen 
In  the  bitter  of  her  cop. 

<  At  Ay  mv9, 0  loredrad  loftonel 

Bend  I  now  mj  etobboni  knee ; 
I  would  in  the  lonelj  night-time 
Held  commmtionAip  with  thee. 

*  Come  to  me  in  lobee  Minphie ; 

Come  to  n>e  wiih  love-ht  ejes ; 
Come  to  me  with  gentle  whispen, 
Soft  as  were  thine  earthlj  aghe  I 

*  With  a  l/re  made  of  fire 

Conscience  ertr  channts '  dirorce; ' 
And  a  raTenrheak  has  graren 
In  mj  haunted  heart ' Bemorper 


'Comeandliftiheawftali 

From  the  aonahine  of  bit  sodU 
Let  me  heer  that  I  'm  foi^en  I 
With  OamufifB  aoldien  meenroU! 

<  Let  m«  knair  acaul  4he«Vidiieia 
Which  for  yean  I  hare  not  known ; 
From  the  sepulchre  of  Laughter 
Roll  away  the  eloainc  atone  1 ' 

a  M.  ». 

Ton  may  depend  upon  it^  reader,  there  is  remorse  here,  with  remem- 
bered joys,  and  sorrows,  and  sttfTeriDg.  -  -  -  A  new  correspondent,  who 
rather  over-writes  the  opening  of  his  first  communication,  has  neyertheleES 
some  thoughts  that  are  worthj  of  a  *  transfer  to  type  :* 

'What  splitting  work  KossirrH  makes  with  the  '  Old  Hunkera'  of  Borope I  I 
recollect  what  "ExntE  said  nearly  a  centoij  ago^  when  the  debts  of  Great  Britain 
and  the  nations  of  Eorqpe  were  har%a  Uthe  of  what  they  now  are ;  namely,  *tfaat 
princes  and  states  quarreling  amidst  their  debti^  ftmda,  and  public  mortgages, 
reminded  bun  of  nothing  but  a  match  of  oodge^pligring  fought  in  a  ehina^hop.* 

'The  match  of  cudgeVplaying  now  gomg  on  in  Bnrope  has  as  yet  been  rather 
warily  and  timidly  pursued ;  but  when  the  parties  get  a  little  more  heated,  it  will 
no  doubt  become  brisk  and  lively,  and  the  broken  crockezy  will  fly  aco<»dingly. 
Just  look  at  some  of  the  *  Old  Hunkers'  who  occu^  prominent  places  behind  the 
counters  of  crockery-shQi»  in  England  and  Europe  I  Queen  Yictobia's  capacity 
seems  to  be  limited  to  oonffldeiable  activity  and  energy  in  the  multiplication  of  the 
human  race.  In  this  respect  she  is  hardly  surpassed  by  the  meenest  of  her  sob- 
jects.  But  her  voice  in  the  maaageRMDtef  the  buainees  of  the  shop  is  very  slight: 
she  does  but  little  more  than  open  and  shut,  and  sweep  out  occasionaUy.    The 

Queen  *af  Spain  is  a VweU,  die  is  no  better  than  she  ought  to  be,'  and  is  only 

about  an  average  specimen  of  the  class  to  which  she  behmgs.  She^  however,  has 
a  good  deal  to  say  about  the  business  of  her  shop.  Louis  Napol^k  is  a  oosmo- 
politan  'Old  Hunker' of  varied  and  e^ctraordinary  e3q)erience.  The  Emperor 
I^iCHOLAS,  as  portrayed  in  his  dUplomatic  correspondence  with  England,  appears  to 
be  no  lees  shrewd  and  scrupulous  a  personage  than  the  Emperor  of  France.  Hie 
Emperor  of  Austria  is  a  young  man  of  mediocre  abilHies — nothing  more.  His  voioe 
is  very  potent  hi  the  busfaiess  of  his  shop. 
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*Kow  in  the  match  of  cadgel«iilajiiig  at  the  j^naent  time  being  fbogfat  in  tlie 
chinarBhops  of  Europe,  great  yigilanoe,  (lezlerity,  and  ahrewdnen  on  the  part  of 
the  tendere  will  be  required  to  presenre  their  wares  wh<de.  An  opinion  ywj  gene- 
rally prevaUs  that  they  are  not  equal  to  the  task  of  keeping  them  ao.  Qveat 
breeding  powerSi  strong  amoflroua  propenaitiaB,  dupiicttji  double-dealmg,  and  hum- 
bugging generally — qualities  like  these,  it  is  thou^^  will  avail  but  little  to  with- 
stand the  racket,  when  the  oudgoL-playing  becomes  hot,  eager,  and  generally  paiti- 
dpated  in.  Kossuth  has  swung  his  cudgel  with  startling  effect  among  the  brittle 
'Old  Hunkers*  of  England.  Such  sentiments  as  tbe  following,  for  instance^  seem 
to  heave  fix)m  their  veiy  foundations  the  china-shops  of  the  old  world : 

' '  But  I  say  onto  yon,  let  matters  just  go  on  yet  a  while  as  they  are  going;  and  it 
must,  it  will  come  to  that,  ^British  bayonets  opposed  to  the  resurrection  oi  P<rfaDd 
and  Hungary.)  Tbrae  may  oe  some  stul  in  your  government  who  did  not  yet  mean  to 
go  10  far :  however,  they  have  already  jpledged  Great  Britain  to  oppose  any  attempt  of 
national  freedom,  and  it  will  not  be  m  their  power  to  stop  hau-way.  Expediency! 
then  false  wisdom  of  the  blind  and  of  the  weak!  thou  spectre  reeking  with  the  blood 
of  murdered  nations  I  thou  who  never  weighest  the  cooaeqnenoes,  but  dost  always 
aacrifloe  to  a  moment's  fear  the  Justice  of  eternity,  and  to  a  moment's  rest  the  peace 
and  aeeority  of  centuries t— thou  vrfao  hastalwaVs  been  found  ready  to  porchaae  a 
tyrant's  snule  by  the  groaning  of  miliionst  ExpedieDc^l  thy  pathway  is  like  the  |«th- 
way  of  sin:  one  step  upon  its  glosey  slope,  and  there  is  no  stopping  any  more ;  it  is 
ICiltoh's  bridge,  which  leads 

*  *  Smoetfc,  esagr,  laaAoilve  down  \o  bdL* 

TeSy  in  the  way  I  see  Great  Britain  engaged  in  this  war,  Great  Britain  will  needs  oome 
so  far  as  to  flgnt  against  freedom  on  the  oontineDt' ' 


As  we  rode  leisurely  down  in  the  Fourth-Avenue  cars  the  other  morn- 
ings passing  the  magnificent  building  that  the  well-directed  munifloence 
of  Mr.  Pbtbb  Coopbb  is  erecting  for  the  good  of  his  less-favored  feDow-ctti- 
zens,  we  could  not  help  thinking  how  truly  he  might  apply  to  himself  these 
lines  hy  a  modem  poet : 

*  I  uvs  for  those  who  love  me, 

Whose  hearts  are  kind  and  true; 
For  the  heaven  that  amiles  above  ne» 

And  awaits  my  spirit  too: 
For  all  human  ties  that  bind  aie; 
For  the  task  by  God  aaaigued  me; 
For  the  bright  hopes  leftoehind  me^ 

And  the  good  that  loan  do. 

<I  live  for  those  who  love  me^ 

For  those  who  know  me  true, 
For  tiie  heaven  that  smiles  above  me, 

And  awaits  my  spirit  too: 
For  the  cause  that  lacks  assistance ; 
For  the  wrong  that  needs  resistance; 
For  the  fiiture  in  the  distance, 

Andthagoodthatltiu^do: 

4 

Tcs :  and  this  *good '  he  does  whQe  he  is  alhe^  with  three  hundred  and 
fiffy  thousand  dollars  of  money  that  he  might  have  hoarded,  or  otiberwise 
employed,  instead  of  keeping  it  until  he  could  no  longer  hold  it,  and  then 
giving  it  away  mainly  J>eooM»e  he  couldn't  take  it  with  him.  This  is  wiiat 
iM  call  true  benevolence,  because  it  is  such.  -  -  -  As  we  go  along 
up  aad  down  the  Hudson,  and  look  at  the  incongraous  houses  that  are 
springing  up  in  the  little  villages  along  its  baniss,  ws  eaimot  help  wishing 
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that  there  were  SckeoU  qf  ArMteHure  among  ns,  in  wliicfa  erery  Bum 
who  pretends  to  be  a  bnUder  should  be  competed  to  take  effective  leeBona, 
Ihat  he  may  have  an  ^eflbctual  celling.'  Half  our  modem  houaes  are  the 
woik  of  some  mere  earpenter,  who  may  know  hk  adze  from  his  elbow,  per- 
h^w,  but  is  totally  ignorant  of  all  correct  rules  of  architecture.  It  is  to 
these  'botchers '  i^at  we  are  indebted  for  so  many  dwellings  in  the  *Ironie 
9tyle^  a  Tery  satire  upon  proportion,  beauty,  and  good-taste.  There  are 
hundreds  of  them  to  be  seen.  -  -  -  An  Athens  (Ohio)  correspondent 
considers  the  following  conundrum  '  too  good  to  be  shut  up  in  a  countiy- 
town : '  '  Why  are  old  tean  like  a  rope-walk  f '  and  the  answer  is :  *  'Cause 
they  are  hnff  thed.^  Our  correspondent  adds :  *  If  you  have  a  better  ^  wane ' 
ene  than  that,  I  will  send  you  half  a  dozen  new  subscribers.'  To  which  we 
respond :  '  Make  six  oi  your  frieods  happy  for  a  year,  then :  send  on  the 
'  advance '-  guard.  We  know  pf  a  wag,  an  unpremeditated,  natund  punster, 
who  will  make  as  bad  a  pun  as  the  abore  with  one  hand  tied  behind  him. 
So,  transmit  the  subscribers!  .  -  -  This  morning,  when  we  awoke, 
the  first  beams  of  the  rising  sun  rested  bright  upon  the  many-colored  foli- 
age that  crowns  the  western  slope  behind  our  mountain-dwdling ;  the  yellow 
maple,  the  crimson  and  scarlet  dogwood  and  sumach,  and  climbing  ivy,  pre- 
senting hues  that  no  painter's  palette  could  rival  How  bland  was  the  still 
air  I  — and  from  the  open  door  of  the  sanctum  came  the  voices  of  the  little 
folk,  with  their  morning  prattle  around  the  fire,  (in  conversation  with  the 
nurse  and  the  kitten,)  the  beech  and  maple  wood  fire,  that  was  roaring  and 
crackling,  and  flashing  out  flickerings  of  light  from  the  wide  and  high- 
backed  chimney-place.  Thought  went  back  a  score  of  years  —  for  it  was 
an  anniversary  such  as  is  seldom  forgotten : 

<OuM  moB,  I  wat  'Ua  thretty  year, 
Sin'  we  did  ane  aoitber  ken. 
Ad'  we  hae  had,  atween  oa  twa, 
0'  toda  and  bonny  laoaci  len:  * 
Now  thej  are  women  grown,  and  men, 
I  wiah  and  pnj, '  Weel  may  they  be !  ^ 

'Amen  to  that,  sweet  dame  I '  but  we  Ve  *no  that'  old  yet,  nor  are  the 
'bairns'  so-many  or  so  ftr  grown ;  but  belike  they  ioill  be  by  and  by,  in 
the  good  providence  of  a  good  Qon.  But  the  sun  is  high  in  Hhe  lift '  now, 
and  wife  and  weans  are  at  the  kirk — for  it  ia  the  Sabbath  day —  the  'bridal 
of  the  earth  and  sky'  —  a  day  that  weds  the  weeks.  -  -  -  *  Havb  you  ever 
heard,'  writes, '  as  we  take  it,'  a  kdy-oorreqpondent, '  of  any  one  getting  a  wife 
from  up  a  pine-tree  f  Well,  an  incident  happened  near  here  the  past  season 
which  I  cannot  refrain  from  telling  you.     A  young  lady  from  up  among  the 

Blue  Mountains  had  been  living  wiUi  a  relative  in  H ,  some  two  or  three 

years,  when,  desirous  of  visiting  her  parents,  she  undertook  to  walk  home. 
Starting  in  the  early  morning,  she  found  at  sun-down  that  she  had  lost  her 
way  on  the  mountain.  Becoming  fiightenedat  some  little  animal  that  crossed 
ber  path,  she  dropped  her  band-box,  and  made  her  way  up  a  tall  pine-tree. 
Here  she  was  when  the  twilight  came  down ;  and  hallooing  as  loud  as  she 
oooldy  a  yoimg  man,  hearing  her  voice,  haataned  to  the  tree.    Assisting  her 
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down,  he  aocompanied  her  on  her  way  home.  Somewhat  ^smitten,'  he 
requested  permission  to  '  call  again.'  He  was  pemiitted  to  do  ao,  fell  in 
love,  and  in  less  than  six  weeks  the  twain  were  married !  The  young  lady, 
when  she  visited  H— <— ,  set  ns  all  to  wondering^  when  she  told  us  iJbat  her 
*  husband  had  got  her  from  up  a  pine-tree !  "  -  -  ^  -  '  Ned  Rjlxboo/  a 
welcome  correspondent,  sends  us  the  following  fromBuriington.  Our  read- 
ers will  remember  the  beautiM  lines  to  which  the  writer  alludes,  whieb, 
like  those  that  ensue,  are  in  the  measure  and  to  the  air  of  '  Rot's  wife:  * 

*  In  recently  turning  over  a  quantity  of  correspondence,  etc,  aoeomulated  by  a 
gentleman  now  deceased,  who  was  resident  and  prominent  in  Washington  twenty 
yean  ago,  I  came  upon  the  inclosed  lines,  written  upon  the  oocaaon  of  the  deatti 
of  Warrbv  R.  DaviB)  of  Sonth-CaroIhiA^  in  1896.  They  are  new  to  me,  and  I  do 
not  know  by  whom  they  were  written.  Yon  will  recollect  that  Mr.  Davis  was  the 
author  of  the  song,  ^JoknaotCa  W^  cf  UmiMxvMf^  which  went  the  rounds  at  that 
day,  and  has,  I  believe,  appeared  in  the  ENiOKBRnocsi&  The  song  and  its  sob- 
jeet  probably  suggested  these  verses.  As  a  tribute  to  the  memoxy  of  a  gifted  mas, 
and  part  of  a  story  that  will  touch  a  chord  in  tiie  memory  of  many,  are  they  not 
worthy  of  resuscitation? 

"Ha  'a  gone  to  join  his  sainted  AmrA  t 

He  'a  gone  to  ioin  hia  sainted  AxmaI 

And  vanished  is  the  brightest  beam 

That  lighted  up  the  gay  savannah. 

The  poet,  wit,  and  patriot  sleeps ; 

But  in  his  country*s  brilliaot  story 
inu  shine  the  name  for  wbidi  she  weepa, 
For  ever  mingled  with  her  gloiy, 

"  He  'a  gone  to  loin  his  sainted  Axna  I 

He 's  gone  to  loln  hia  sainted  Akna  I 

And  vanished  is  the  brightest  beam 

That  lighted  up  the  gay  savannah. 

On  him  the  poetis  msatle  fell. 

Like  sun-beams  round  his  bosom  stealing; 
His  glowing  heut  aye  felt  the  spell, 
And  overaowed  with  generoas  feeling. 

"  He 's  gone  to  join  his  sainted  AifN a  1 
He 's  gone  to  join  his  sainted  Anna  ! 
And  vanished  is  ihe  brightost  beam 
That  lighted  up  the  say  savannah. 

For  her  wno  in  ms  life's  younjr  prime 

First  stirred  his  heart's  promund  enfl^te« 
Through  all  the  chance  and  chan^  of  time» 
Bore  to  the  lost  his  high  devotion. 

' '  He 's  gone  to  join  his  sainted  Anna  ! 
He 's  gone  to  join  his  sainted  Anna  I 
And  vaniahed  is  the  hrighteat  beam 
That  lighted  up  the  gay  savannah. 

Hie  harp  is  broken  I    Hushed  the  breath 

That  won  the  &ir  and  chained  the  wise; 
And  TixB  shall  hurl  a  dart  at  Dsatb 
Before  another  like  him  dies. 

*  Speaking  of  Istimv:  a  specimen  rssched  me  lately  that  is  worthy  of  a  place  hi 
the  next  ecBtion  of  '  The  Complete  Letter- Writer.'  A  legal  fHend  of  udne  oobb- 
menoed  his  i«ofbssional  career  in  the  small  neighboiing  viUsge  of  W  — .  Among 
the  JahshitftAts  wss  a  tough  old  sul^eot,  a  manufiielnrar  of  lath.    Tha  first  sight  ot 
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our  friend's  new  '  shins^ '  brought  faim  to  ft  halt ;  and  haying  d^beratelj  spelled 
out  the  contents  and  reflected  theceon  for  a  momenii;  he  tuned  on  his  heel,  Imed  for 
home^  and  indited  the  following  to  a  deUnqnent  customer : 

"Sm:  There 's  a  ytfomglmoytr  mored  into  our  piaoa    Tai^fvr  Asm  JaMft ' 

It  is  unnecessary  to  add  that  the  *  laAf '  were  paid  for  without  the  young  '  lawyer's 
assstance. 

^Apropos  of  lawyers :  there  is  an  anecdote  of  the  late  Daniel  Chiphan,  one  of 
the  ablest  and  keenest  that  Yermont  ever  produced,  which  I  beliere  has  never  ap- 
peared. He  once  had  a  conversation  with  an  eminent  judge  in  another  State  on 
the  subject  of  religion.  They  differed  materially  in  their  views  on  certain  points, 
and  in  the  coune  of  the  discussion  Mr.  Chipman  asked  his  firiend  what  anthon  on 
the  subject  he  had  read.    '  Why/  replied  the  Judge,  '  I  have  read  the  Bmui^  and 

most  of  tile  wxitingB  of  Dr.  0 .'    'Ahl '  said  Ohipmav,  'you  've  treated  the 

questloD  fidrty,  Judge,  veryflOrly;  you*ve read  baih sides t* 

A  retort  *with  a  sting  in  it  I'  -  -  -  What  a  sorrowful  month 
has  been  that  which  has  passed  since  last  we  communed  with  our  readers  I 
How  has  Death  been  busy!  Onr  good  Bishop  has  passed  to  his  final  rest, 
beloved  and  lamented  by  all  who  knew  him :  poor  Nichols,  of  the  ^Sunday 
Mercury^*  our  respected  oonteroporary  and  friend  for  fifteen  years,  has 
passed  away ;  and  oh !  how  many  have  been  swallowed  up  in  the  waters  of 
the  ocean! 

<' FamM^  brotfaers,  and  sitters  there  lie  aide  by  side, 
Yet  none  have  saluted  and  nmie  have  replied  I ' 

It  seems  but  yesterday  since  we  bade  Edward  Sandford  and  George 
G.  Smsth  *  God-speed! '  on  their  voyage,  never  to  look  upon  them  again.  Alas  I 
'  what  shadows  we  are,  and  what  shadows  we  pursue  I  *  There  is  a  great 
difference  m  hearing  of  the  death  of  a  friend  in  the  tumultuous  city,  sur- 
rounded by  busy  streets,  afid  houses,  and  the  ^  noise  of  the  people^'  and  in  the 
country,  looking  off  upon  a  wide-spread,  extended  river,  into  the  vast  inland, 
or  tlpon  the  sun-touched  mountains.  The  moving  world  around  yon  in  the 
city  may  distract,  for  a  moment,  your  thoughts ;  but  alone  in  the  country, 
you  can  but  ask,  '  Are  all  these  beautiful  objects  shnt  for  ever  from  the  sight 
of  our  departed  friends  f '  And  the  answer  comes  saddening  to  the  heart : 
*They  have  vanished  like  the  morning  dew;  and  the  places  that  knew  them 
once  shall  know  them  no  more  for  ever ! '  -  -  -  We  have  no  very  great  admi- 
ration, even  fbr  one  of  our  own  '  stem  sex,*  who  does  not  affect  flowers ;  who 
does  not  delight  to  see  Aem  about  his  house,  or  in  his  walks,  covered  with 
dew,  in  the  early  morning;  and  as  fbr  one  of  the  ^gentler  sex*  not  loving 
^owerSy  as  Macbhth  says,  '  There  *8  no  such  thing  I*  There  is  a  refinement 
of  taste  in  a  love  of  flowers  by  a  lovely  girl — *  herself  a  fidrer  flower  *  —  th«t 
to  our  side  of  creation  is  a  great  charm.  Let  but  a  young  gentleman  know 
that  you  adore  flowers ;  that  you  so  much  esteem  them  as  to  try  to  imitaite 
tbcm  yourself  with  your  own  ildr  fingers,  either  of  fine  vari-colored  papers, 
(of  which  very  showy  and  bright,  if  not  exactly  natural  flowers  aro  often 
made,)  or  what  is  fiir  better,  of  the  easily-moulded,  delicate-colored  iMur,  the 
flowers  made  from  which,  if  deftly  done,  seem  t^  very  floioers^ themselves! 
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There  was  An  English  lady,  whose  name  we  hat«  now  forgotten,  who,  enoosr^ 
aged  by  the  admiration  of  the  QufeSN  and  the  royal  family  and  nobiKty  of 
Great  Britain,  at  the  great  Exhibition  of  the  Crystal  Palace  in  London,  was 
indaoed  to  mit  America,  and  exhibit  her  beaatafiil  prodnetions  at  o«r  Crys- 
tal Palace.  And  very  beautiful  they  certainly  were,  and  attracted  wide  and 
deserved  admiration.  But  beautiful  as  they  were — and  we  say  it  with  no 
desire  to  extol  unduly  the  talent  on  *(mr  side  of  the  water'  —  we  have  no 
hesitadoQ  to  say,  what  an  examination  will  justify,  that  they  do  not  ap- 
{MToach  the  exquisite  beauiy  of  the  wax-flowers,  in  all  varieties,  made  by 
Mr&  Akn  Eliza  Piper,  an  American  lady,  of  an  old  New-York  £simily,  ai  the 
corner  of  Hoyt  and  Dean  streets,  Brooklyn.  Her  artificial  flowers,  in  bou- 
quets, are  of  tho  exact  form  and  of  tho  natural  e^lor  of  the  real  flower*  So 
thin,  and  delicate,  and  fibrous  are  they,  and  so  per/iet^/  true  to  natoie,  that 
you  cannot  but  regard  them  as  botanical  specimeDS.  And  this  exquisite 
art  Mrs.  Piper  teaches,  with  easy  instruction,  to  pupils  who  will  *  love  their 
lessons : ' 

*  She  leads,  and  near  her  they 

Follow  deUghted.  for  she  makes  them  go 
Where  dwells  eterual  May, 

And  deathless  roses  blow,  « 

Deathless  and  gathered  but  again  to  grow.' 

Yes ;  any  lover  of  flowers,  for  a  small  sum,  can,  with  her  own  hands,  make 
Nature  bloom  in  winter  in  the  i^artmeiita  of  a  bachelor,  or  make  summo:  in 
her  own  parlors,  when  '  Winter  rules  the  year.'  *    -    -  At  a  late  term  of  the 

G e-Oounty  Court,  held  at  C ,  (N.  Y.,)  (where  the  cholera  has  been 

prevalent  during  the  past  summer,)  the  judge  holding  the  court  received 
from  the  jury-room,  then  occupied,  the  following  communication : 

^Onrbbel  Judge  B r,  Sir:  Oure  lot  is  caste  in  A  Dismel  plase, 

seronded  By  danger  ande  oolery    we  wante  our  Sapor.  ▲  9vwmmm^ 

A  positive  fact ;  for  we  have  before  us  the  original  document  I  The  juiy 
was  discharged  at  once,  of  course  i  -  -  -  It  is  our  belief  that  if  Dickers 
were  to  witness  the  performance  of  *  Captain  Ed'abo  Cuttle,*  by  Bcbiok,  as 
played  by  him  at  his  greatly-enlarged  and  beautified  theatre,  he  would  pro- 
nounce his  pcnlrait  the  very  picture  which  he  had  in  his  own  mind. 
Undoubtedly  there  is  not  an  actor  living  at  this  moment  who  could  excel 
Mr.  Bubton  in  this  character.  The  evening  we  saw  *  Dombey  and  Son  *  per- 
fimnod,  he  was  most  ably  supported  by  the  admirable  personationa  of  Mrs. 
Burton,  Mr.  Fisheb,  Mrs.  Huohbb,  and  Mr.  Johnston.  There  seems  no  M- 
ing  off  in  the  attraction  of  this  excellent  play.  It  has  been  performed  hun- 
dreds upon  hundreds  of  times,  yet  still  crowded  houses  continae  to  'af^^and 
it  to  the  very  echo  that  doth  i^>{daud  again.*  -  -  -  Qya  3hangbaiB»  the 
gift  of  a  friend,  which  we  had  nurtured  into  mature  hen  and  roosterhood, 
are  gone  I  Some  misoreant  stole  them  in  the  middle-watch  of  a  recent  dark 
night.  You  scoundrel-thief  I  do  you  know  what  you  have  done-f  You  have 
not  alone  stolen  eight  &t  fowl ;  you  have  stolen  the  morning,  nooa-day«  and 
eveniDig  joy  of  three  little  children,  who  were  made  happy  every  day  in 
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going  out  with  their  supply  of  corn  and  cmmbled  bread,  and  in  seeing  the 
eager  brood  gather  aitmnd  them  at  their  call  of  *  Chick  1  chick  I  chick ! ' 
One  suppreased  tear  of  these  little  ones  would  haye  been  worth  more  than 
your  wretched  carcase,  joa  dishonest  hen-appropriator»  you  I  Just  'try  it 
again^*  that 's  all  I  -  *  •  *  Gak  you,  or  any  of  your  readers,'  writes  a 
Virginia  friend,  *tell  me  the  author  of  the  following  linesf  They  are  cer- 
tainly beautiful  and  musical  They  arrested  my  attention  in  an  old  mano- 
script  which  chance  threw  under  my  eye : 

*  *  Tn  breath  of  sprioit  to  meet 

Id  the  raoming  air  is  sweet, 
And  buDuin  lore  is  sweeter  than  roses  in  May; 

Tet  the  breath  of  spring  will  fleet, 

like  the  roses  ruond  oar  feet, 
And  lore,  like  the  seasons,  soon  passeth  away. 

'  *  The  summer's  son  is  bri|eht,  , 

And  the  swallow's  winff  is  light. 
And  human  lore  as  warm  as  a  clear  summeislay ; 

Yet  the  sun  will  set  at  nighty 

And  the  swallow  wing  his  flight. 
And  loTe,  like  the  seasons,  soon  passeth  away." 

TF^havenorecollection  of  seeing  them  till  now.  -  *  -  ^L\f0  Illustrated^  ib  the 
title  of  a  yery  handsome  weekly  journal,  recently  started  by  Messrs.  Fow- 
LVBs  AND  Wblls,  Brosdway.  It  bids  fair  to  be  ably  conducted,  with  an  eye 
to  a  good  moral  purpose,  with  abundant  yariety.  Among  its  original  articles 
we  find  a  plain  and  succinctly-written  account  of  the  Albany  Penitentiary^ 
so  admirably  managed,  for  so  many  years,  by  Mr.  Amos  Pillsburt,  one  of 
the  best  prison-presidents  in  America — a  man  of  humane  feelings,  and  a 
gentleman,  whom  it  was  our  pleasure  to  know  well  in  days  gone  by.  We 
take  the  ensuing  passages  fix>m  Uie  article  in  question : 

'At  sunrise,  the  officers  are  all  assembled  in  the  hall  surronndioff  the  block  of  cells* 
At  a  signal,  erery  door  is  unbarred,  unlocked,  and  thrown  open,  and  the  prisoners  step 
out  into  the  gallery.  At  another  signal,  all  begin  to  descend  the  stairs  in  regulv 
order,  and  take  their  places  on  the  broad  stone  floor  of  the  hall  in  perfect  silence.  At  the 
word  of  command,  the  leader  of  the  file  folds  his  arms,  and  each  other  man  places  his 
right  hand  upon  the  right  shoulder  of  his  fellow  preceding  him.  The  rack  then  closes 
up,  tiie  officer  gires  the  word,  '  Bight,  Up,  Forward  I'  and  two  hundred  men  march  out 
with  one  tread,  and  take  their  places  in  tne  workshops,  where  thej  remain  at  work  until 
breakfiut-time.  .  .  .  The  amount  of  labor  which  each  man  can  perform,  without  task- 
ing his  powers  to  such  an  extent  as  to  produce  absolute  fiitigue,  is  ascertained  as  soon 
after  his  entry  into  the  prison  as  possible ;  and  ever  after  that,  during  the  remainder  of 
his  sentence,  if  his  health  permit«,  the  same  amount  is  exacted  of  him,  under  penalty  of 
the  shower-bath.  He  speaks  to  no  one  but  an  officer,  after  he  has  passed  the  portaU  of 
the  firontHloor ;  and  from  the  time  he  enters  the  shop  in  the  morning  till  he  leares  it  at 
meals,  or  at  night,  he  never  raises  his  eyes  from  his  work,  but  labors  on  as  fsst  as  bis 
hands  can  more,  in  the  most  perfect  silence.  When  going  to  and  from  the  cells,  every 
man  has  his  eye  on  the  officer,  and  looks  neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the  lett,  and 
when  in  his  cell  pnaerres  the  most  perfect  silence,  making  no  noise  in  his  neoesasiy 
moremeuts  withm  his  narrow  limits.  During  every  moment  of  the  night,  as  during 
every  moment  of  the  day,  he  is  under  the  eyes  olT  vigilant  officers,  who  note  with 
scmpttloos  exactness  each  movement  and  each  glance^  and  thus  check  every  attempt  al 
insuDordination  almost  on  the  instant  that  it  passes  m  thought  through  the  convict's 
mind.  ...  On  the  Sabbath,  dirine  service  is  held  in  the  chapel,  which  every  prisoner, 
whose  health  will  permit,  attends.  All  unite  in  the  psalms  and  hymna,  and  give  their 
close  attention  to  the  earnest  preachings  of  a  gospel  or  mercy,  of  love,  and  of  Uuth.  It 
not  unfreqoently  happens  the  harmonious  flow  of  some  simple  hymn,  sung  in  softened 
tones  as  the  Sabbath  sun  sinks  slowly  and  peacefully  to  rest,  awakens  the  memories  of 
a  gnileless  youth;  visions  of  a  fond  and  anxious  mother  flit  before  the  prisoners*  eyes; 
the  warm  tears  of  repentance  flow  down  the  hardened  cheeks  of  crime ;  Conscience 
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regains  her  lon^lost  throne ;  and  a  life  of  holier  purpoflea  and  DoUcr  aims  has  begiia 
long  before  the  noal  'Amen'  has  dismissed  them  to  their  lonely,  silent  calls.' 

We  would  suggest  to  the  editors  that  the  mamneT  of  their  *'7^m€hf  Topia* 

is  not  quite  new.   It  is  too  mudi  like  that  of  the  *  Topics  AiUr,*  of  tiie  *J5bi»e 

Journalj^  for  both  to  be  original    A  form  may  be  plagiaiised  as  well  as 

materiel,  and  both  are  irifra  dig.    The  following  notice  of  Mr.  Wilus's 

^Famous  Persons  and  Places^  does  no  more  than  justice  to  that  yarioiu  and 

entertaining  work : 

'  Iir  the  particular  department  of  literature  to  which  this  book  belongs,  Mr.  Wills 
has  few  if  any  superiors.  His  word-piotures,  whether  of  persons  or  places,  are  admira- 
ble. The  commonest  scenes  and  the  humblest  men  or  women  interest  us  in  his  por- 
trajral  of  them.  He  has  such  a  facile,  lively,  piquant  way  of  saying  things,  that  emy 
subject  he  touches  becomes  attractive.  But  here  we  have  the  attractions  of  matter  as 
well  as  of  manner.  Thejtwtonal  sketches  in  particular  possess  a  permanent  and  ever- 
increasing  value  aside  from  their  artistic  merits.  The  men  and  the  women  Mr.  Willis 
has  delineated  are  among  those  of  whom  we  desire  to  learn  all  that  can  be  told  us.  We 
like  to  know  how  they  looked,  what  thev  did,  and  what  they  said.  Here  we  have  their 
portraits,  with  the  acoessorjr  scenes  ana  incidents  which  are  needed  to  complete  the 
picture,  correctly  and  graphically  drawn  by  a  master'^  hand.' 

Wb  think  the  subjoined  extract  from  *  Verses  an  Lea/oing  my  Parents 
when  a  B<yy,^  will  *  satisfy  the  sentiment  *  of  the  entire  '  piece,'  as  well  as  of 
the  reader: 

'  I  LBFT  (he  corn-field,  and  there  I  stuck  my  hoe, 
And  from  my  parents  I  did  go, 
And  to  the  house  and  for  my  clothes ; 
And  as  my  poor  mother  being  sick, 
I  was  obliged  to  go  with  my  pants  and  rest, 
Because  I  dare  not  go  in  and  get  the  rest. 

*  As  the  woods  beinj^  near,  away  I  did  steer. 
But  to  hide  suspicion  up  a  brook  I  did  follow. 
I  took  my  pole,  hook,  and  line,  and  went  n-fiithlng. 

'  Far  S|)ent  was  the  day, 
The  night  coming  on. 
But  as  for  money  —  I  had  none ; 
And  where  to  get  a  lodging  I  did  not  know. 
But  in  yonder  barn  upon  the  bay. 

'  As  I  retired  between  ten  and  eleven, 
The  thoughts  gathered  around  mv  heart 
Of  my  mother,  whose  voice  was  lifted  up 
'    On  account  of  her  absent  son.' 

We  have  only  one  question  to  ask :  *  Was  the  mother  of  the  writer  aware 
of  his  absence  from  the  paternal  roof?  **  In  other  words,  did  she  '  know  that 
he  was  out'  at  the  time  of  his  penning  this  brilliant  effusion?  We  are  inter- 
ested to  obtain  this  important  information.  -  •  -  Ws  dropped  in  the  other 
evening,  for  the  first  time,  to  take  a  passing  glance  at  the  New  MetrcpolUan 
Theatre,  Certainly  it  is  a  rery  spadons  and  beautiful  theatre :  we  hare 
never  seen  a  finer.  It  has  a  very  rich  and  imposing  appearance :  the  dome, 
especially,  is  marvdously  beautiful  We  were  glad  to  hear  that  this  large 
and  well-appointed  place  of  amusement  is  receiving  its  full  share  of  public 
fiivor.  The  play,  on  the  occasion  of  our  visit,  was  the  old  and  haokaeyed 
one  of  *  The  Lady  of  Lyons; '  and  Mr.  Ennv  and  Miss  Juua  Dsam,  both 
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selfposaesaed  and  Tety  gifted  performers,  were  doing  their  best  to  mi^  the 
old  and  stereotyped  points  tell  upon  a  Tory  brilliant  and  well-satisfled  aadi- 
ence.  But,  with  deference  to  the  better  Judgment  of  Messrs.  Ettirob  and 
WiLLABV — to  whose  enterprise  we  wish  the  best  snocess  —  we  think  it  tune 
this  play  was  *  shelred,'  at  least  for  a  season.  -  -  -  It  is  nearly  two  years 
smce  we  could  honestly  '  go '  onr  age  in  *  two-forty.*  Whether  we  shall  erer 
live  to  grow  old  or  not,  we  cannot  tell ;  but  thi$  we  think  we  do  know,  that 
we  shall  never  cease  to  be  a  boy  in  feeling.  We  say  it  with  a  sense  of  the 
ridiculous  which  the  remark  will  no  doubt  excite,  but  we  feel  it  to  be  9^. 
Four  gray  hairs  appeared  yesterday  in  our  uegt  whisker ;  and  more  than 
forty  were  counted  in  our  east  one,  over  a  week  ago.  But  what  (hen  ? 
BT"  If  we  are  alive  and  well,  we  shall  fly  that  kite  from  *Rocldand  Tower' 
if  all  Boddand  comity  laug^  at  us.  -  -  -  Odr  friend  (General  Hobbis 
might  wdl  ezclahn,  '  This  is  indeed  ikmel  *  on  reading  a  recent  tribute  in  the 
Englii^  journals  to  the  universality  of  feeling  awakened  by  his  *  Woodman, 
Bpare  that  IVeeJ*  In  a  letter  from  the  army  in  the  East,,  it  is  mentioned  by 
a  correspondent  of  the  Iiondon  *  Timee^*  that  after  a  sea-engagement,  the 
brother  sailors  e(  the  killed  *'  bore  them  on  shore,  and  buried  them  under  a 
spreading  tree,  on  which,  in  that  moment  of  grief;  they  carved  the  brief 
words  from  an  American  song,  '  Woodman,  Spare  that  Tree.'  Apropos  of 
this:  one  of  General  Mobbis's  best  songs  has  been  but  recently  written. 
We  clipped  it  from  a  late  journal  for  insertion  in  the  *  Gossipry,'  but  it  has 
been  hopelessly  mislaid  or  wholly  lost  But  it  will  appear  hereafter ;  for  it 
is  not  a  song  likely  to  remain  long  in  the  dark.    -    -    -    A  rRiEND  sends  us 

the  following  *  recipe: '  *Ib  obtain  a  Title  to  a  Building'Lot  in : ' 

'  Erect  a  tent  wherever  you  please,  sit  in  the  door-way  with  a  revolver,  and 
if  any  body  disputes  your  title,  get  out  of  the  tent  and  ihoot  some  body  !  * 
The  name  of  the  place  is  not  given.  It  may  be  Nebraska  or  Kanzas,  for 
aught  toe  know  to  the  contrary.  .  -  -  Cabdihal  Wiseman  recently 
delivered  a  lecture  in  London  on  the  *Some  Education  of  the  Poor^^  in  the 
course  of  which  he  spoke  as  follows  of  the  poet  Longfellow  : 

'  Thxbx  ia  no  greater  lack/  said  the  Cardinal,  '  in  English  literature  than  that  of  a 
met  of  the  people — of  one  who  shall  be  to  the  laboring-classes  of  England  what 
GovTHB  is  to  the  peasant  of  Oennany.  He  was  a  trne  philosopher  who  said,  '  Let  ma  . 
make  the  songs  or  a  nation,  and  I  care  not  who  makes  its  laws.'  There  is  one  writer 
who  approaches  nearer  than  any  other  to  this  standard,  and  he  has  alreod  j  gained  such 
a  bold  on  onr  hearts  that  it  is  almost  unnecessary  for  me  to  mention  his  name.  Onr 
hemisphere  eannot  daim  the  honor  of  hayinR  brought  him  forth  —  but  still  he  belong 
to  us,  Tor  his  works  hare  become  as  household  words  wherever  the  English  language  is 
spoken.  And,  whether  we  are  charmed  bj  his. imagery,  or  soothed  by  his  melodioos 
▼eraification^  or  eLevated  by  the  high  moral  teachings  of  his  pure  muse,  or  follow  with 
sympathizing  hearts  the  wanderings  of  Erongeline,  I  am  sure  that  all  who  hear  my 
▼oice  will  join  with  me  in  the  tribute  I  desire  to  pay  to  the  genius  of  LoxarKZ^LOw.' 

A  high  and  well-deserved  compliment.  -  -  -  Thb  ^Opening  of  the  Neu- 
York  Academy,  of  Music,'  a  splendid  and  costly  structure,  by  the  great 
Guu  and  Mauo  troupe,  has  been  among  tJie  great  events  of  the  month. 
Oar  visit  was  at  so  late  a  period  as  to  predude  an  adequate  notice  of  the 
superb  house  and  unequalled  performances  in  the  present  number ;  but  we 
shall  advert  to  both  in  a  subsequent  issue.  -  -  -  The  *  Warning  Coffin-Hand- 
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hilly  found  posted  on  a  heavy  slide  of  clay  and  quick-sand,  on  a  certain  rail- 
road, and  sent  us  by  a  friendly  correspopdent,  would  require  an  engraved  fiK^ 
simile,  to  do  it  any  sort  of  justice.  It  is  a  ^carioaity  of  litenturei'  to  be 
sure,  but  a  very  gem  of  chirography  and  coffin  and  musket-drawing  I  It  shocdd 
i^ppear  in  an  illustrated  hand-bill.  -  -  -  Wb  see  it  announced  in  the  daily 
journals,  that  Thomas  B.  Thorpb,  Esq.,  the  popular  author  of  *The  Hk€  qf 
the  Bee'BurU&r^^  and  other  widely-n»d  productions,  is  about  to  deliver  a 
lecture  upon  ^The  Growth  and  Culture  of  Cotton^*  in  different  portions  of 
the  North.  Depend  upon  it,  this  will  be  no  merely  dry  essay.  It  wili 
combine  with  useful  and  original  infonnatioB  graphic  deacription,  and  not 
a  little  amusement ;  for  Thobps  has  ^  ears  to  hear  and  eyes  to  see,*  and  h» 
aiways  keeps  them  busy ;  and  what  is  more,  he  wiU  tell  you  what  he  Aoe 
seen  and  heard,  with  his  oion  eyes  and  ears,  and  not  trough  other  peop]e*&; 
not  avery  common  thing  in  these  days.  -  -  -  ComiuNicATioira  increase  so  &st 
upon  us,  that  we  mutt  say  to  new  contributors  that  we  cannot  return,  oon- 
tributions.  Copies,  if  they  w^  to  xetun  one,  should  in  all  cases  be  Vept^ 
unless  the  writer  resides  in  the  city.  -  -  -  We  shall  intermit  hereafter 
our  ^Little  PeopWe  Side-Table; '  yet  we  shall  intenperse  among  our  ' Gob- 
aipry*  such  occasional  anecdotes,  e^cially  striking  and  amusing,  as  w» 
may  select  from  a  very  large  collection  of  ^OUldren^e  Sofinga  and  Doingt, ' 
which  reach  us  from  every  quarter  of  the  United  States.  -  -  -  Boom 
lor  the  gay  season,  in  red,  and  blue,  and  gold,  begin  to  appear  upon  our 
table.  These,  with  other  works  reoently  published,  will  receive  attention  in 
our  next 


9ttbUsfkcf0    Votfte*. 

Thk  OMuoToimx  Abt  asd  Litbbast  Assooiation.  —  rt  is  ttm  object  of  our  tdmi. 
Mr.  Derby,  and  those  assocUted  with  him,  to  establish  a  pennanent  Oalleiy  of  Art,  asd  fli«7  vfl 
every  year  add  to  Its  attraeUona.  They  will  dlstrlbate  in  JamiKry  next,  in  addition  to  tlie  i 
Slatb,  two  hondred  or  more  worica  of  art,  indadiDg  statoea,  bnsfi%  and  paintings.  A I 
illoBtrated  catalogne  is  now  In  prepantion,  which  will  give  the  public  some  Idea  of  the  ( 
which  has  been  Inoorred.  The  works  will  all  be  such  as  every  loyer  of  art  will  be  glad  to  liavate 
bla  poesesaion 

We  would  say  to  oar  readers  that  all  who  send  Trsxk  Dollars  to  Mr.  HiTBimr,  848  ] 
way,  belbre  the  distrlbntion  takes  plaoe^  will  receive  a  receipt  for  a  year's  snbscription  to  oar  I 
zine  and  a  certiflcate  uf  membership  of  this  Association.    They  can  order  of  blm  ift  Um  sen*  mwf 
any  other  periodical  they  wish.    See  advertisement  on  laat  page  of  cover. 

Josh  Biaoa.  —  We  have  not  answered  the  many  inquiries  respecting  this  story.  In  hopci  U9mf 
month  it  would  be  resumed.  Mr.  laynra  has  been  so  mu^  ooonpied  the  past  season  aate  W 
entirely  unable  to  write  —  a  position  he  did  not  anticipate  when  the  story  was  commeaoed.  We 
eaonot  at  present  say  when  it  wHl  be  resumed,  but  hope  It  may  be  in  our  January  number. 

KiaoKXBBocKEB  Gallzbt.  —  The  addition  of  several  portraits  will  del&y  tUa  vohmaa  tiB  flia 
fifteenth  of  the  present  month,  at  which  time  the  publisher  hopes  to  have  it  ready.  The  aabacrip^ 
tioBS  have  been  coming  as  fiMt  as  could  be  expected,  but  we  can  say  to  those  of  our  rcftden  «!» 
have  been  backward  about  coming  forward,  titat  tfacfe  is  stfil  room  fi»r  tkem  siL  Tha  book  la  wM 
hff  wdBoription  only. 
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I  om  iPijaiDiB  8to  vol.,  oompbibimo  oaianrAL  utkba&t  fapsbs  bt  thb  mow 

UTOSQ  AmBIOAN  ACTHOBS,  WITH 

FOKTT-SB  V  juxi  PORTRAITS  OR  STHEL, 

.  7B01C      OBIOIHAX      PZCTUBXf. 


▲  COHFUllBMTAfiT    TRIBUTE   TO    LOtJIB  OATLOBD  CLASS,   ESQ.,   FOB 
KDITOR  OF  THB  KinCKERBOCKER  1LA6AZINB. 


Twmnr  tsabs 


Ck>K0isBEXMo  thftl.LouM  Gatlobb  Clabk  has  bean,  for  the  imezamitled  period  of  twenty  yetn' 
Editor  of  ft  leading  Litenuy  Magaxioe  in  ttaia  eountry;  that  bis  iKbors  mesirwhUe  bave  been  con' 
■tant,  ardnoQfl,  and  ill-req^nited :  that  tbey  bave  been  eminently  eredltable  to  bis  abUitlM  and  cbar 
aeter,  and  of  great  aervice  to  the  Country  in  dereloptng  Its  intellectoal  resonrees,  seTeral  of  bf* 
fHends  met  together  last  December  to  deviw  some  emtable  plan  Ibr  tendering  to  bim  a  anbetantlal 
CoMPLXMiNTABT  Bbmbfxt,  Io  all  respecte  appropriate  for  the  Literary  Class  to  ollbr,  and  for  bim  to 
receive.  The  result  was  a  prpjeet  for  pnbliebing  sncb  a  work  as  is  above  described ;  and  upon  sob* 
milting  the  plan  to  Wasbinoton  iBTiiie,  Fitz-Grkbrb  Halleok,  HsirnT  W.  Lomofbllow,  and 
other  Literary  men  of  the  United  States,  it  received  their  cordial  approval^  so  that  the  Committw 
having  the  matter  in  hand  are  able  to  announce  for  the  ensuing  season  a  Litbbabt  Soovbkxb,  be- 
yond all  parallel  in  the  eminence  of  its  writers*  and  in  mechanical  execution  equal  at  least  to  any 
similar  production  ever  issued  firom  the  American  press.  The  collection  of  PortraitB  of  American 
writers  will  be  far  more  complete  than  any  hitherto  attempted. 


THK  KNICKERBOCKER  GALLERY 

wIU  be  publisbed,  nnder  the  direction  of  the  Committee,  b«  Mb.  SAXtncL  Hubston,  348  Broadway* 
New-YorK,  and  will  be  ready  for  delivery  to  subacribers  In  November  next.  Subscribers  will  receive 
the  first  iinpreflsions  of  the  plates,  and  the  series  will  possess  a  value  much  beyond  the  cost  of  the 
volume.    The  entire  profits  of  the  work  will  be  invested  for  Mb.  Clabk. 


JOHN  W.  1>^ANCI0, 
FREDERICK  W.  8HELT0N, 
GEORGE  P. 


RUFU8  W.  6RISWOLD, 
RICHARD  B.  KIMBALL, 
MORRIS. 


Thb  Publisher  has  the  pleasure  of  announcing  as  contributors  to  this  literary  TesHmonial,  Wiaa- 
iBOTOB  Ibviro,  Willxvh  Oullsn  Bbtabt,  Fitb-Gbbbmb  Hallbcx,  NathaviklP.  Willis,  Bbv. 
Obobob  W.Bbthtinb,  D.D.,  Hon.  William  H.  Sbwabd,  Gbobob  William  Cubtis,  Donald  G. 

MiTCHBLLy  HBHBT  W.  LOMOrBLLOW,  JoBM  G.  SaXB.  GbOBSB  LuNT,  RBV.  FkBDBBIGX  W.  8BSLTOV, 

RicHABD  B.  Kimball,  Gxobob  P.  Mobbis,  Hbmby  J.  Bbbmt,  Dr.  Olivbb  Wbbdbll  Holmbs, 
J.  M.  Lboabb,  Willlui  Pitt  Palmbb,  Chablbs  F.  Bbioos.  Hbbby  B.  Schoolcbaft,  Rbt. 
BaBubl  Osgood,  Bpbs  Sabgbkt,  Alfbed  B.  Stbxbt,  Gbobob  B.  Boxbb,  Gbobsb  H.  Clabx, 
R.  H.  Stooabd,  J.  L.  McCoMBBLL,  Thbodobb  S.  Fat,  J.  Svssbll  Lowbll,  Cbablbs  G.  Lblavd, 
Db.  Tromab  Wabd,  Jobm  T.  Ibvuio,  P.  Hamilton  Mybbs,  T.  B.  Thobpb,  Bbnbt  T.  Tuckbb- 
MAM,  Ralph  Roaboxb,  Gbobsb  D.  Pbbmtiob,  Samubl  S.  Cox,  FbbdbbicxS,  ODzzBMff,W.H.  C. 
HosMBB,  Jambs  T.  Fiblds,  R.  8.  Chilton,  Pabx  Bbbjamin,  Gxobob  Wood,  Hob.  R.  T.  Covbad, 
Batabd  Tatlob,  Donald  MacLxod,  and  others. 

All  the  subscribers  and  readers  of  the  Knicxerbookbb  are  hereby  antboriBed  and  requeeied  lo 
act  as  agents  for  this  book.  It  will  be  seen  that  the  expense  of  such  a  work  must  be  very  gr^^X,  and 
the  only  way  to  make  it  profitable  is  by  a  large  sale.  The  publisher  hopes  for  the  active  oooperatioa 
of  Editors  and  publiabers  with  whom  we  exchange.  The  price  of  the  volume  will  be  Fitb  Dollabb 
per  Copy,  in  elegant  cloth  bmdingy  gilt  edges ;  and  in  Turkey  extra^  Sbvxn  Dollabb.  Allanbaeiip- 
tlons  payable  on  delivery  of  the  work.  Those  who  wish  the  work,  and  who  mav  feel  interest 
enough  in  Its  success  to  get  some  of  their  Mends  to  take  it,  will  confer  a  apecial/av&r  by  tending  tke 
names  at  early  a»  poenble^  that  the  publisher  may  be  able  to  Judge  how  many  to  print  for  the  firsl 
edition. 

^p*  The  Knicxbbbocxxb  Gallbbt  will  be  sold  only  by  Subscbiption  and  by  Aobmts. 

Aobrts  wanted  in  every  city,  town  and  village  in  the  United  Sutes,  to  whom  a  liberal  dlaeout 
will  be  made.    Please  apply  for  terms,  4cc.,  poet  paid^  to 

SAMUEL  HUE8T0N, 

348  Broadway,  Hew-Tork. 


t>^t  ^nithxhathx  (Sallerj, 


Ik  order  that  our  readers  may  see  what  this  work  will^be,  we  give  the  Contenta 
in  folL  '  It  will  be  seen  that  the  volome  oontains  ixttt-thbee  original  oontri^- 
tioBs,  and  tobtt-sevsn  of  these  will  be  aooompanied  bj  pobtsaits  of  the  wiiten. 
Mr.  Clabk'8  portrait  will  also  be  induded  in  the  roliune ;  and,  with  a  neat  engrayed 
title,  win  make  FOBTT-i^unB  engravings. 

We  givd  an  extract  flx>m  a  notice  of  the  book  finom  one  of  our  city  papefs,  which 
we  trust  will  receive  proper  consideration. 

**  A  TOLuipB  to  unique  in  its  ooneeptlon,  and  to  vxptntArt  In  it*.  iIlaitntlon^  «id  yat  lo  moMni^ 
in  priee,  deaetrm  eompkt*  tnonem.  We  hnve  before  eteted  that  while  the  work  to  Intended  m  e 
eompUment  to  Mr.  Clasx,  its  expreBB  dcdgn  le  Ibr  the  b^n^ot  the  popnkr  editor.  The  eom- 
mtttee  Intend,  If  s  snffldent  foin  een  be  realised  by  the  sale,  to  pnrcfaaae  a  eottage  In  thla  Tielnlty 
ia  a  horns  tor  Mr.  Clabk  and  hla  flunllj.  To  seeoreareaolt  so  des^bla^tbe  frtendaof  Mr.  Clask, 
andaU  the  loTen  of  fi>od.Uteratare,  will,  we  troat^nse  more  than  offdlnaffyeflbrt  Every  nader  of 
the  KnoBBBOCKn  ahoaldfoel  a  pleasure  In  taking  some  copies,  and'tki  asking  their  Mauds  to  do  so 
alaa  Th^wfflfliashaTetheiatlaftotlonoflayingabrlekorflMtenlBganailhitlielrMa^ 
borne.'' 

Tbe  price  of  the  volume,  elegantly  bound  in  doth,  gilt,  is  $5,  and  in  Tork^ 
aKVocoo^  extra,  $7.    Please  address, 

SAMUEL  HUESTOK, 

348  Broadway,  Kew-Tork. 
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A   WINTER'S   EVENING   TALK. 


*  Bewaib  of  frftad,  beware  of  flekleneeee, 
In  ehoioe  and  channf^  of  thy  deere-IoTed  dune ; 
LeAt  thou  of  ber  believe  too  llffhtly  bbzno, 
And  neb  miswecnlog  doe  tbj  hart  remoTe.^ 


Two  old  men  sat  together  over  their  wine  on  New-Year's  eve.  Two 
old  men  so  difiexent  rarely  nt  in  social  converse ;  for  one  was  tall,  and 
his  shoulders  were  broad,  and  his  loud  '  Ha !  ha ! '  rang  out  merrily 
every  now  and  then,  and  its  healthy  bloom  was  still  upon  his  cheek  : 
only  the  first  frosts  of  life's  winter  whitened  his  abundant  hair,  and  a 
cheery,  good-humored  light  still  beamed  from  his  bright  blue  eye.  The 
other,  so  pale  and  wrinkled,  so  bowed  down,  so  humble  in  address,  in 
utterance  so  feeble  and  indistmct  that  his  companion  turned  his  ear 
patiently  toward  him  in  good-natured  close  attention.  Only  a  few 
scattering  locks  of  gray  were  left  to  stray  over  his  funowed  brow,  and 
his  dim,  half-closed  eyes,  burrowing  under  the  shaggy  eye-brows,  wan- 
dered listlessly  over  tiie  table  and  ihe  floor,  while  &  words  fell  hur- 
riedly and  trembling  from  his  tongue.  The  two  were  talking  over  the 
storms  that  had  swept  over  the  ocean  of  their  lives ;  but  while  one 
spoke  of  tempests  safely  out-xidden,  and  rocks  and  shoals  well  'scaped, 
the  other  told  of  long  mdtless  wanderings  in  faiK>ff  lands^  under  scorch- 
ing suns,  tormenting  spirits  urging  him  on,  and  vain,  delusive  hopes 
smiling  in  mockery  betore  him. 

'  Come,  come,  Phil,'  said  his  entertainer ;  '  you  and  I  are  too  old  now 
to  mind  much  the  raking  up  of  old  school-boy  pranks.  Pray,  now, 
what  high  crime  and  misdemeanor,  or  what  atrocious  pbt  against  the 
staid  decorum  of  virtuous  society  was  it  that  drove  you  forth  into  this 
wilderness  of  the  world,  where,  in  truth,  you  seem  to  have  culled  a 
goodly  bundle  of  sage  experiences :  what  was  it,  Phil,  that  sent  you  on 
your  travels  ? ' 

Phil  Hope's  nervous  month  twitched  more  than  ever,  and  his  hand 
trembled  as  he  raised  his  glass  and  shook  half  the  contents  out  upon 
the  marble  table ;  but  he  took  heart  when  the  last  drop  was  emptied 
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down  bis  throat,  and  again  the  glass  flowed  with  the  daik-ied  wine,  and 
again  it  was  drained  to  the  bottom. 

Then  Phil  Hope's  eye  waa  raised  till  it  met  that  of  his  employer,  and 
it  wavered  a  moment  and  wandered  off  along  the  frescoed  walls,  and 
over  rich  gilded  frames  of  great  mirrors,  and  back  again  till  h  fixed 
upon  the  Brussels  carpet. 

'  It  is  hard,  Mr.  Willaid'  —  he  began  thus,  low  and  tremulously p— 
'  hard  to  open  one's  lips  so  late  in  life  to  a  secrot  they  have  kept  so  long 
locked  up  within  them ;  but  there  is  something  within  me  now  that 
drives  me  to  confess  against  my  will,  and  that  tears  my  secret  from  me, 
though  I  hoped  it  should  be  buried  in  my  grave.*  And  his  voice  grew 
busky,  and  once  more  the  heavy  decanter  was  clutched  in  his  fever- 
ish grasp,  and  a  third  brimming  glass  followed  the  otiiiers  down  his 
throat. 

*  I  was  far  difierent,  Mr.  Willard,  fiom  what  I  am  now,  wben  I  went 
to  pass  my  summer  vacation  in  a  lovely  village  among  ^e  mountains 
of  Massachusetts.  They  called  me  a  handsome  young  man  then '  — 
here  a  shadow  of  a  smile  flickered  over  his  wan  visage — '  and  I  was 
in  much  better  repute  for  feats  of  agility  and  skill  in  &e  athletic  games 
of  college-life  than  for  any  proficiency  in  science  or  diligence  in  learning. 
With  the  last  dying  rattle  of  the  chapel  bell  flew  away  all  thoughts  of 
study,  and  cramming  my  favorite  vbluine  into  my  pocket,  and  choosing 
out  the  safest  resting-place  on  the  coach-top  for  my  rod  and  gun,  I 
whirled  out  of  the  narrow  valley.  I  found  employxnent  enough  in  die 
beautifiil  country  I  had  chosen,  and  many  were  the  dark  secluded  pools 
I  sought  out,  buried  deep  in  mountain  glens,  where  the  trout  lay  still 
and  secure,  or  played  coquettishly  with  the  gurgling  ripples  that 
poured  into  the  deep  quiet  basin,  or  went  whirling  round  and  round  in 
wimpling  eddies. 

*  It  was  early  one  beautiful  morning,  wben  I  was  following  up  the  ooy 
wanderings  of  a  new  stream,  brushing  away  the  sparkling  dew  as  I 
stole  along,  stepping  lightly  over  broken  twigs,  and  softly  pushing  aade 
obtruding  branches  that  I  might  come  unawares  upon  my  game.  I 
had  just  left  the  meadows  behind  me,  and  had  plunged  into  the  deep 
chasm  between  opposing  crags,  beyond  which  there  stretched  away  a 
long  narrow  ravine  that  formed  here  and  there  deep  shaded  nocks^ 
where  the  grass  spread  out  in  a  bright  green  carpet,  and  many-colored 
mosses,  clinging  to  fallen  trees,  and  gathering  thick  upon  the  rough 
rocks,  made  a  soft  and  gayly-variegated  bed  on  which  to  repose  ti^e 
weary  limbs.  Just  before  me,  carelessly  reclining  on  one  of  these  luxu- 
rious couches,  just  where  the  stream  spread  out  over  its  gravelly  bed 
into  a  shallow  pellucid  pond,  lay  a  graceful  female  form.  NoiselesEly 
stealing,  with  a  heart  bent  on  mischief,  over  the  sofUy-eushioned  earth, 
I  peered  unseen  over  tbe  shoulder.  But,  oh  !  how  changed  were  my 
feelings  tben,  when  I  caught  a  glimpse,  through  the  glossy  brown  ring- 
lets, of  bright  eyes  that  danced  under  the  shade  of  long  drooping  laahes ; 
of  red  lips  that  parted  in  hurried  breathing,  while  the  white  bosom, 
half-revealed  by  ihe  negligent  morning-dress,  heaved,  panting  with  exer- 
eise,  and  the  flush  upon  her  cheek,  and  the  sparkle  in  her  eyes  as  the 
fids  slowly  opened,  showed  that  she  had  only  now  flung  herself  to  rest 
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upon  her  Yerdaat  bed.  The  white  tapenng  ana  leposed  mKm  a  little 
basket,  and  the  fingen  tcyed  languidly  with  a  bimch  ofmoiuitamr 
flowexB. 

'Amazed,  and  feigetful  of  all  else,  there  1  atood,  when,  with  a  glaaee, 
her  eyea  met  my  stupid  gaze,  and  with  a  slight,  half-firightened  scream 
she  was  bounding  away  before  I  could  think  to  detain  her.  But  in  her 
haste  she  fell,  aiul  her  little  basket  rolled  away,  and  her  fiowen  were 
scattered  over  the  ground.  Eecoyering  myself  I  sprang  forward  to.  her 
assistance,  and  helping  her  to  re-gather  her  lost  treasures,  I  addressed 
some  little  word  of  inquiry  and  reassurance,  and  we  sat  down  with  our 
fiowen  be&re  us  to  talk  over  the  many  little  secrets  that  lurked  among 
their  petals. 

'  Thus  began  my  acquaintance  with  her  I  used  to  call  my  Annie,  and 
many  a  sunny  hour  we  passed  together  then,  and  many  a  lesson  did  I 
learn  that  my  heart  long  cherished,  though  all  are  fingotten  now. 
Would  GrOD  she  had  never  taught  me  them  I  Mr.  WiUadl,  I  am  an 
old  man  now,  and  years  and  caxe  haTe  done  their  work  upon  me,  and 
words  of  love  may  seem  like  strange  mockery  coming  from  lips  like 
mine ;  but  I  kfved  that  girl,  and  when  I  went  back  to  coU^  halls  I 
threw  aside  the  many  punniits  that  had  distiacted  my  attention ;  poied 
hour  after  hour  over  dustytomes;  labored  with  might  and  main  togain 
distinction  in  my  class,  all  that  I  might  appear  worthy  in  her  eyes,  and 
might  hope  soon  to  earn  the  hand  i^  promised  me.  And  I  believed 
she  bved  me  ;  she  told  me  so ;  and  soon  I  fimght  my  way  to  a  position 
in  which  I  might  o^  her  competence  and  a  happy  home  —  her  for 
whom  alone  I  ever  cared  to  call  such  mine. 

'And  when  all  was  ready,  I  went  back  to  that  little  village  aigiong 
tke  mountains,  and  told  my  love  that  I  was  ready  now  to  claim  her  for 
my  own ;  and  she  blushed,  and  put  her  hand  in  mine,  and  said  it  should 
be  so»  and  the  next  month  she  would  be  my  bride ;  so  1  left  her,  to  pre- 
pare a  home  fer  her  where  every  bright  and  pleasant  thing  might  help 
to  make  her  happy. 

'And  the  day  b^Exre  the  appointed  wedding-day  I  stood  at  her  cottage 
door,  and  knocking  there,  I  was  met  on  the  thieshidd  by  agroup  of  si^, 
afirighted  faces,  and  they  told  me  that  the  woman  I  loved  had  gone! — 
fled  !  —  with  one,  they  said,  a  wealthy,  soft-spoken  villain,  who  with 
cunning  words  and  well-told  lies,  and  many  hellish  arts  of  gallantry, 
had  stolen  fiom  me  the  heart  of  Annie ;  to  whom  she  had  sold,  for  a 
few  words  of  glowing  flattery,  all  that  ever  I  loved,  all  that  ever  in  my 
whole  life  I  prized  above  life  itself  I ' 

As  the  old  man's  tale  went  on,  his  voice  had  lost  its  tremulous  fee- 
bleness, and  the  eyes,  that  no  longer  fell  upon  the  carpet,  blaaed  under 
the  bwexing  eye-brows  with  finghtftil  passion.  With  a  sweep  of  his 
hand  he  had  pushed  away  the  half-emptied  g^ass,  and  his  clindied  fist 
in  his  vdliement  agony  seemed  to  sink  deep  into  ^e  marble  slab.  The 
listener  at  first  had  leaned  forward  in  his  eagerness  to  catch  every  word ; 
now  he  fell  back  into  his  chair,  his  fascinat^  eyes  still  following  the 
unconscious  speaker,  and  cold  drops  stood  thick  upon  his  forehead,  and 
rolled  down  his  cheeks  in  streams. 

'  I  rushed  madly  from  the  door;  no  sound  but  one  stunning  buzz  waa 
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in  my  ean ;  no  sight  befbie  my  ey^s  but  one  black,  impenetrable  cknd. 
£  had  no  thought  but  of  eome  crushing  evil  that  had  befallen  me,  and 
so  I  fled  away,  and  knew  no  more  till  I  was  hundreds  of  miles  from 
land,  and  the  fresh  sea-breeze  was  blowing  upon  my  cheek.  For  yeus, 
under  an  assumed  name,  I  wandered :  few  climes  are  there  where  I 
have  not  been,  few  sorrows  and  privations  that  I  have  not  felt  sinee 
then.  I  am  wrinkled  and  gra^,  and  shattered  in  body  and  mind,  and 
my  life  is  stained  with  many  sms.  For  all  that  I  am,  sordid,  and  im- 
placable, and  vindictive  as  I  am,  and  dead  to  every  human  feeling  —  for 
oil  this  am  I  indebted  to  her  whom  once  I  loved.  And  now  hear  an 
old  man's  curse ! '  and  Phil  Hope  stood  upright,  with  his  trembling 
right  hand  raised  to  heaven,  the  baleiul  fire  flmhing  from  beneath  his 
gray  and  shaggy  brows,  his  pale  cheek  ghastly  with  unearthly  passion, 
and  the  thin  lips  writhing  and  curling,  and  'bloodless  with  revenge. 
And  how  in  the  terror-stricken  face  opposite  was  reflected  back  that 
deadly  ashen  hue,  and  the  dropped  jaw  quivered  in  speechless  horror, 
and  the  starting  eye-balls  rolled  and  glared  in  dumb  affinght !  *  Ten- 
fold for  all  the  love  that  ever  I  bore  her,  for  all  the  good  that  ever  I 
wished  her,  for  all  the  joy  and  gladness  I  ever  hoped  to  share  with  her, 
upon  her  head,  if  she  still  lives,  upon  her  children  and  her  children's  child- 
ren return  hatred  and  scorn,  and  evil  untold,  and  sorrow,  and  dark,  unpi- 
tying  despair !  May  all  the  evil  that  ever  I  endnred,  all  the  torments 
that  ever  pursued  me  over  the  world's  wide  vraste,  all  the  deeppaSEions 
and  deep  corroding  suspicions  that  have  preyed  upon  my  life,  may  they 
follow  down  to  the  grave,  without  end,  or  one  moment's  sweet  reprieve, 
Annie  Leslie  and  her  damned  paramour.    May ' 

'  Slop  !  In  Qod's  name,  Philip  Stanley,  hold  1  Let  fall  your  curses 
on  the  guilty  head ! '  and  Philip  Stanley  recoiled  at  the  si^t  of  his 
own  livid  face  so  faithfully  rendered  back,  as  the  rich  merchant  stood 
with  arms  out-stretched  before  him  :  '  It  was  I,  villain  as  you  call  me, 
that  found  out  Annie  Leslie,  innocent  and  artless,  in  her  native/valley ; 
I  that  sought  in  vain  to  gain  her  heart.  It  was  I  that,  after  every  art, 
and  device,  and  intrigue  were  eichausted,  sent,  tmder  another's  name,  a 
message  of  sickness  and  distress,  to  decoy  her  away  to  a  lonely  hut  far 
off  among  the  mountains  ;  it  was  I  that  awaited  there  her  coming,  and 
dragged  her  away  by  fc^rce,  under  the  cover  of  night  and  the  dark  sha- 
dow of  the  forest ;  I  that  snatched  ydur  betrothed  from  your  arms  and 
sent  you  a  wandering  outcast  through  the  world!  Annie  Leslie  es- 
caped pure  and  unsullied  from  my  clutches,  and  returned  to  her  home 
to  find  her  lover  fled :  and  soon  she  laid  down  her  young  head,  covered 
with  shame  und  sorrow,  under  the  willow  that  weeps  over  her  grave. 
I  — lit  was  who  did  it  all ! ' 

Up  and  down !  — up  and  down  through  the  long  parlors,  like  some 
^oblin*s  tramp,  echoed  the  halting  footsteps;  the  lof^  mirrors  sent 
back  to  each  other  the  image  of  that  spectral  face  as  it  turned  from 
one  to  the  other ;  and  long  after  the  mid-night  bell  had  struck,  the 
watchman  across  the  street  gazed  in  wonder  at  the  oft-returning  profile 
of  a  downcast,  aged  face,  that  for  a  moment  was  drawn  so  distincdy 
upon  the  curtain,  and  then  changed,  and  shifted,  and  faded  away.  And 
wheh  the  bright  beams  of  the  new  year  streamed  far  into  the  rooms, 
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and  the  master  of  the  house  -with  a  heavy  groan  raised  his  gray  head 
fiom  the  table,  there  on  the  rich  carpet,  under  the  glaring  gas,  lay  Phi- 
lip Stanley,  cold  and  stiff  in  death !    . 

There  still,  through  the  long  last  nig^t  of  the  year,  tramps  up  and 
down  an  unequal,  heavy  step ;  and  year  after  year,  though  his  foot 
neyer  stands  upon  its  threshold,  the  owner  of  that  stately  dwelling 
starts  when  the  last  stroke  of  the  old  year  has  sounded,  at  the  well- 
known  faltering  foot^fall  of  the  man  whom  he  betrayed. 
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8AI<VAO0RA      8I.EEPIMO. 

The  aatornn  night  was  o'er  the  deep, 
The  wind  blew  chill  from  oat  the  west, 

As  alow  her  dear  and  brown-haired  bead 
Sank  down  upon  my  breast 

I  bent  nntQ  the  silken  hair 

Began  to  mingle  with  my  own, 
And  mnrmnred  tender  songs  in  soft, 

Melodious  monotone. 

Until  the  blae-reSned  lids  dropped  down 
Above  the  eyes  I  loved  so  well ; 

And  soft  as  gentlest  sommer  seas   ' 
Her  bosom  rose  and  fell 

Her  little  hands  lay  motionless, 
Her  budding  lips  wero  half  apart ; 

And  for  her  lidlaby  she  had 
The  beating  of  my  heart 

And  throogh  my  arms  that  clasped  her  round 
My  blood  flowed  on  with  stead&st  sweep ; 

The  current  of  my  life  inclosed 
My  darling  in  her  sleep. 

My  soul  grew  tranquil  and  serene, 
My  thought  became  one  silent  prayer, 

As  pure  and  calm  as  I  had  been 
Her  angel  watching  there. 


I  felt  a  oonsecnKted  pride 
In  that  my  power  to  gi 
nd  hold  her  ^neath  that 
A  strong  man*s  tendemosB. 


In  that  my  power  to  guard  and  bless, 
And  bold  her  ^neath  that  sacred  ^ield  — 
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And  80  the  holj  night  waned  od, 

And  moming-Btars  came  out  above ; 
And  woman  lYost  still  slept  in  smiles 

Upon  the  heart  of  Love. 


IX. 
LBAVmO     SALVADOSA. 

Thb  island  lights  grow  dim,  and  evermore 
The  mists  rise  up  between  their  sheen  and  me, 

And  the  dim  outline  of  the  wooded  shore 
Sinks  in  the  heaving  sea. 

I  say,  'Look,  darling,  how  the  stiver  wake 
Broiders  the  purple  mantle  of  the  main;' 

Then  bend  my  head  as  if  to  hear  her  speak, 
Bat  none  replies  again. 

I  say,  *  Behold  yon  single  star,  and  mark 
How,  like  St.  Michael  with  its  flaming  spear, 

It  cleaves  the  horrent  Angel  of  the  dark ;  * 
But  none  sayS)  *■  Lovo^  I  hear.' 

I  say,  *  Hear  how  the  great  sea  moans  and  wails; 

Hear  the  eternal  sadness  of  its  tone  1 ' 
No  answer.    Then  my  worn  cheek  shrinks  and  pales 

To  think  that  sound  my  own. 

I  say,  *  The  huge  waves  beat  upon  our  ship 
Like  the  wild  throbbing^  of  overburdened  hearts ; 

The  phosphorescent  light  gleams  o'er  the  deep 
A  moment,  and  detMrts. 

Is  it  my  heart  that  so  repeats  those  throbs? 

And  do  thine  eyes  those  fleeting  flashes  give  ? ' 
0  God  I  the  moumflil  sea  responds  in  sobs, 

And  wails  affirmative. 

And  then  my  fiioe  sinks  in  my  hands  again. 
And  hopes  fade  like  the  hghts,  and  hideous  fears 

Creep  o'er  me,  and  into  the  Juddering  main 
I  pour  my  passionate  tears. 

Gone  I  gone  I    No  more  the  brown  head  on  my  breast ; 

No  more  tiie  small  hand  interlaced  with  mine ; 
No  more  God's  pure  stars  watch  her  placid  rest, 

And  bless  her  as  they  shine. 

Only  the  chilling  wind  that  bbweth  firee ; 

Only  the  ship  upon  the  billows  tost ; 
Only  my  tears^  that  into  yon  cold  sea 

Drop  thickly,  and  are  lost : 

Only  my  swelling  heart,  whose  pulses  move 
In  sad  acoordance  with  the  sighmg  sea, 

Saying,  '  I  love  her,  and  so  still  will  love 
Through  aU  eternity ! ' 
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MY     GAMPAiaK      E  E  M  I  N  I  8  C  £  K  C  E8. 


FAFBE     riTTTl, 


'  I  THINK  I  heard  a  ciy,  Sir !  —  there,  again ! '  said  the  sergeant  of 
the  picket-guaid,  in  a  half-andihle  voice. 

It  was  indeed  a  time  for  the  minntest  vigilance  on  my  part,  for  the 
position  was  entirely  cut  off  fimm  the  line  of  camp,  and  we  well  knew 
that  our  unseen  enemies  were  somewhere  in  the  vicinity.  With  the 
exception  of  the  elements,  all  was  silent  around ;  and  though  we 
eagerly  listened  for  tidings  of  alann,  no  human  sound  ahove  a  loud 
whisper  arose.  Even  the  shifting  of  the  sentineb'  arms  vras  done  noise- 
lessly, as  in  the  gloomy  shade  the  spectre-like  forms  peered  into  every 
hush,  then  stopped  and  listened,  if  hut  so  much  as  a  dry  leaf  rattled 
along  the  ground. 

A  line  of  posts  extended  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile  into  the  brake,  near 
the  road,  so  that  at  the  least  intimation  of  harm  we  might  have  timely 
apprisal ;  for  the  place  was  lonely,  remote  fiom  succor,  and  we  lay  in 
ambuscade  on  either  side  of  the  only  pass  through  the  wood  toward  the 
shoro,  and  upon  me,  as  sole  officer,  devolved  considerable  responsibility. 
It  were  not  an  extraordinary  occurrence  if,  under  cover  of  darkness, 
some  wily,  soft-footed  prowler  should  steal  upon  the  careless  watcher, 
stab  him  to  the  heart,  or  jperehance  throw  a  lariat  round  his  neck,  and 
thus  drag  him  to  a  certam  destruction.  Wonder  not,  then,  that  the 
slightest  cause  of  suspicion  should  awaken  the  anxieties  of  those  in  such 
a  situation. 

We  listened  attentively  £)r  the  cry  the  sergeant  thought  he  heard. 
A  sharp  hail  did  ring  out  at  times,  but  that  was  obviously  &om  the 
camp ;  and  there  were  also  the  dismal  voices  of  the  sirhtos  of  the  city, 
whose  drawling,  melancholy  announcements  of  the  hour  alvrays  sounded 
to  my  ears  like  the  wail  of  a  lost  spirit ;  but  no  other  human  articula- 
tion could  be  detected.  Those  caterwauling  miscreants,  the  watchmen 
on  the  walls,  and  the  thousand-andK>ne  dogs  who  filled  up  an  accom- 
paniment with  incessant  howls  and  barks — how  piercingly  plain  their 
dissonance  struck  our  hearing  ! 

A  norther  was  coming  on.  The  Gulf,  whose  roarings  are  ceaseless, 
even  in  a  calm,  then  rolled  in  its  billows  with  terrific  fuiy,  throwing 
the  white  fi)am  high  on  the  gigantic  castle  of  San  Juan,  which  loomed 
up  in  the  imcertain  moon-light,  and  expended  the  awfulness  of  one 
swell  only  to  renew  and  increase  the  strife.  The  music  of  the  rising 
storm  in  the  tops  of  the  trees,  which  soughed  and  rocked  in  the  blast, 
was  deeply  suggestive  of  thought  —  thought,  that  faithful  indication  ojf 
our  spiritual  being,  which  links  us  to  the  spirits  of  the  storm,  and  makes 
us  delight  even  in  the  upheavings  of  nature.  In  the  blaze  of  noon-day, 
the  imagination  cannot  conceive  the  full  foree  of  such  a  scene  and  its 
associations,  for  there  is  also  the  sense  of  materiality. 
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'  That's  it  again,  Sir!  Tm  sure  that — - ' 

'  Well,  well,  seigeant,  if  you  insist  upon  it,  you  may  go  the  rounds 
and  learn  what  you  can.  But  none  of  the  out-poets  have  giyen  any 
alarm.' 

Then  reclining  on  a  soft,  mossy  hillock-side,  my  head  resting  on  my 
hand,  and  elhow  on  the  ground,  I  amused  myself  hy  gazing  into  the 
illimitable  regions  of  profound  night ;  and,  with  as  little  dep&  of  astro- 
nomical lore  as  had  the  shepherds  of  Ghaldea,  whose  wont  it  was  to  do 
the  same,  would  fain  have  annihilated  the  space  that  intervened 
between  the  stellar  heavens  and  our  own  diminutive  gbbe,  and  strove 
to  divide  the  milky-way  into  bright  clusters  of  suns  and  other  stars,  and 
each  system  into  single  planets,  as  fancy  dictated.  Bid  you  never 
dream  so  ?  Never  get  belated  in  the  woods  all  night,  and  amuse  your- 
self by  star-gazinff  ?  A  silently-moving  figure  recalled  me  fiom  attempt- 
ing to  spell  out  me  poetry  of  the  heavens.  Then  imagination  swept 
back  to  the  primitive  days  when  the  swarthy  native,  ere  he  had  so 
much  as  dreamed  of  the  existence  of  the  pale-faces,  trod  that  spot,  and 
I  actually  started  at  the  tread  of  the  dusky  Indian,  as  he  stepped  ixaak 
the  sequestered  glade  into  the  beams  of  the  moon,  and  his  swift  arrow 
hustled  by  my  ear.  My  right  hand  instinctively  tightened  its  grai^  on 
the  sword-hilt.  But  no ;  it  was  only  the  sergeant  coming  to  repcxt 
progress. 

'  The  outer  man  is  missing,  Sir,'  he  whispered. 

*Whatl    Deserted!    Who  is  he  ?  ' 

'  0 G ,  Sir,  of  Company  G.* 

Of  all  men  he  waa  the  least  likely  to  prove  faithless  to  his  colora. 
We  all  knew  that  our  friend  was  as  brave  as  he  was  humorous,  and 
such  men  are  not  the  first  to  desert.  There  must  be  foul  pky,  we  all 
concluded.  A  report  just  then  came  in  of  a  fax-distant  sound  ci 
approaching  cavalry,  and  in  the  momentary  lull  of  the  wind  was  beard 
the  neighii^  of  horses.  One  man  laid  his  ear  to  the  ground,  but  could 
hear  nodiing  more.  A  reconnoisance  for  some  distance  in  the  shade  of 
the  trees  did  not  mend  the  matter ;  for  it  did  seem  that  both  horse  and 
foot  were  on  the  alert,  not  very  &r  from  there.  At  about  ten  o'clock, 
we  had  a  viut  from  ihe  officer  of  the  day.  He  informed  me  that  a 
demonstration  would  probably  be  made  on  our  line%  and  concluded  his 
instructions  by  pointing  to  a  conical  peak  near  by,  and  directing  a  post 
to  be  established  on  its  summit. 

'  It  is  a  little  fresh  to-night,  but  of  course  you  will  not  mind  that, 
and  as  a  non-commissioned  officer  might  slight  the  duty,  you  had  better 
yourself  select  the  sentinel's  position.     Good  night,  for  the  present,  and 

let  me '      The  remainder  wub  lost,  as  a  blast  of  the  storm 

sent  a  shower  of  sand  into  our  &ces,  and  took  away  both  breath  and 
hearing. 

Two  of  the  soldiers  were  selected  fi)r  the  haraiwing  duty — silly ^  as 
they  thought.  The  nigged  ground  was  beset  with  an  almost  impene- 
trable  under-growth  of  pricUy  brush-wood,  whose  density  in  the  bright 
est  hour  would  have  discouraged  less  determined  men  than  ourselves 
Scorn,  attempting  its  passage.  It  is  probable  that  no  human  outide  bad 
ever  been  excoriated  by  them  before  that  night.     The  thorny  bushes  at 
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each  step  lacerated  otur  hands  and  fiuses ;  but  as  Bome  oompenaatioa  for 
that  miseiy,  the  higher  we  mounted  the  less  afflicting  was  the  fleeting 
sand.  When  nearly  all  the  way  up,  we  halted  to  catch  breath  and 
recruit  strength. 

What  a  sublime  prospect !  Not  the  least  glimmering  of  light  was 
inaible  in  the  whole  line  of  camp,  and  but  a  few  fiom  the  city,  which 
dimly  appeared.  But  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  I  There  was  sublimity 
itseli,  as  the  tremendous  white-ciested  wave  came  seething  along,  until 
it  met  with  a  shock  on  the  coral  leefe,  when,  with  a  roar  terrible  as 
battle,  it  would  dash  into  boiling  foam,  and  rush  high  up  on  the  shelv- 
ing shore.  Wave  followed  wave  in  quick  soccesaon,  until  a  bright  line 
clearly  defined  the  reef,  stretching  away  for  miles  and  leagues.  A  fleet 
of  vessels  of  war,  and  merchant  and  transport-ships  lay  at  anchor  near 
the  Isle  of  Sacrificios,  and  the  hoarse  whii^ring  of  the  gale  boded  to 
them  no  good ;  and  as  if  to  verify  those  dire  threatenings,  at  that 
moment  the  timbers  oif  many  a  flpe  vessel  were  parting  beneath  their 
awe-stricken  crews ;  for  the  storm  was  blowing  dead  on  shore  —  a  fate 
more  dread&l  than  the  tossings  of  an  open  sea.  Occasionally,  we 
^ught  we  heard  the  booming  of  guns  along  that  terrible  coast ;  but 
in  the  general  tumuU  of  the  elements,  ther^  oould  be  no  certainty  of 
aofund. 

For  fliU  an  hour  a&er  getting  back  to  our  place,  we  confidently 
awaited  and  desired  an  attack,  but  knowing  that  our  party  could  hold 
an  enemy  in  check  for  a  few  minutes  at  least,  and  not  unwilling  to  reap 
any  triflmg  distinction  that  might  ofier,  we  requested  no  help  £rom  the 
main  body.  No  enemy  came ;  just  our  luck.  Two  days  afterward, 
the  unpleasant  tidings  leaked  out  that  on  the  night  iu  question,  a  force 
of  several  hundred  infantry  had  taken  advantage  of  the  storm,  wound 
their  way  through  an  unguarded,  and  what  was  thought  to  be  a  wholly 
impracticable  point  for  passage  in  the  day-light,  and  thus  augmented 
the  garrison's  strength.  We  felt  much  chagrined,  though  the  fault,  if 
any,  lay  not  with  us.  In  view  of  this  and  other  crafty  capers  of  our 
adversaries,  it  was  at  imminent  hazard  that  a  single  person,  or  small 
pajrties  rambled  on  the  outskirts  of  the  camp  after  night-fall,  without 
the  pass-word  at  the  tongueVend ;  and  it  was  nothing  more  than  ordi- 
nary prudence  to  respond  to  the  first  challenge.  The  newly-fledged,  in 
their  excess  of  zeal,  often  did  not  complete  the  third  challenge  before  an 
ounce-bullet  whizzed  crashing  through  the  thick  under-wood.  I  was 
on  duty  one  ugly  night,  utterly  cheerless,  and  the  blasts  all  the  more 
chilling  because  of  the  jproximity  to  an  exceedingly  hot  and  oppressive 
day,  when  a  sentinel  huled.  No  i&sponae.  '  Who  goes  there  ?  *  the 
eeoond  time,  with  no  better  success ;  but  simultaneously  with  the  third 
was  the  noise  of  a  discharge,  and  Uie  foliage  lightened  up.  A  groan 
and  a  heavy  gasp  gave  unmistakable  assurance  of  correct  aim ;  and  as 
the  soldier  made  the  best  of  his  way  through  all  obstacles,  I  rushed 
after  him,  fearful  lest  some  poor  lurking  spy  might  receive  his  quietus 
from  the  bayonet. 

'  I  have  done  for  him,  Sir ;  would  n't  answer.  There  he  is^  kicking 
in  the  biishes.' 

'  Hold  I  how 's  this?  Get  the  poor  &lbw  out  quick !  Bring  that 
lantern  this  way.' 
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With  the  fiist  flicker  of  the  tallow  oaadle,  throagh  the  chinks  of  the 
lantern  of  tin,  remorse  strack  the  heart  of  the  sanguinary  man  of  war ; 
for  the  pale  countenance  of  a  familiar  friend  was  rebukingly  turned 
toward  him,  yet  more  in  sorrow  than  i&  anger ;  and  in  his  heart  he 
could  but  bless  the  kindly  puff  of  wind  that  had  extinguished  the  light, 
and,  for  a  time  at  least,  hid  from  the  world  his  crime.  Delaj  in  pro- 
curing another  light  ensued ;  and  when  the  lantern  scattered  its  beams 
around,  the  stricken  one  had  struggled  far  into  the  recesses  of  the  chap- 
paral,  and  was  not  to  be  seen.  The  marksman  wore  an  elongated 
visage  until  sun-light,  when  he  sought  and  found  the  victim  of  in&ere- 
tion,  whose  physical  injuries  were  fortunately  found  to  be  slight.  That 
little  white-faced  donkey  did  not  hesitate  to  again  browse  the  gieen 
herbs,  notwithstanding  his  narrow  escape ! 

Now  let  us  return  to  duty  on  picket. 

That,  of  all  others,  was  the  dislike  of  the  greater  portion  of  my  mem 
mates,  while  to  me,  throughout  the  campaign,  picket  was  always  pre- 
ferable to  any  other  night-service ;  indeed,  next  to  scouting,  which  was 
my  hobby,  particularly  when  well  mounted,  it  was  a  delight  never 
declined,  and  sometimes  sought  for.  Under  the  sombre  mantle  of  dark- 
ness trooped  a  caravan  of  unlooked-for  incidents  that  brought  a  charm 
with  them.  The  many  pleasant  hours  spent  on  the  wild  out-poat,  on 
foot  and  in  saddle,  rise  now  before  my  xmnd's  eye,  and  when  they  aie 
gone  again,  I  miss  the  lightheart  and  entire  freedom  from  care  ^vi^di 
those  times  afiorded. 


TAXS  TWOw 

A  HAN  was  miffiing  from  a  perilous  post  on  a  dismal  night,  we  hsve 
seen  ;  and  would  it  not  be  well  to  follow  his  course  and  explain  Hie 
cause  of  his  absence,  and  see  how  he  liked  picket  ?    That  man,  too,  is 

our  new  acquaintance,  0 G ,  and  it  would  not  be  civil  to  lecie 

him  in  the  lurch. 

A  dimly-seen  object  moved  in  the  gloom  through  the  dense  thi^^ets, 
with  a  celerity  that  mocked  pursuit.  It  was  the  figure  of  a  female, 
and  he  who  perceived  her  did  not  stop  to  ask  questions  nor  to  make 
speeches,  for  he  had  neither  the  desire  nor  the  time  to  do  so  ;  but  under 
the  influence  of  a  powerful  animal-magnetism,  he  tripped  along,  and 
endeavored  to  track  her  progress  at  a  remote  distance  behind.  Tin 
essay  was  futile.  Ere  the  woman-hunter  in  his  gallantry  could  by  aay 
fSrantic  efibrts  free  himself  from  the  ensnaring  copse,  and  gain  upon  the 
mystical  fugitive,  she  had  already  placed  beUireen  them  much  distance. 
So  did  she  glide  along  in  a  shadowy,  spirit-like  pace,  scarce  seeming  to 
touch  the  earth,  that  tiie  branches  ofiexed  no  resistance,  and  her  flowing 
robe  of  white  left  no  remnant  on  bush  or  thorn  to  mark  her  wake.    As 

0 G tore  along  in  breathless  haste,  the  fair  apparition  suddenly 

disappeared  from  his  strained  sight.  He  stopped  and  listened.  Not  a 
sound  of  footsteps  was  there  to  guide  him.  He  must  regain  the  import- 
ant position  which  he  had  so  thoughtlessly  quitted,  and  his  then  recent 
severe  admonition  did  not  tend  to  make  him  oblivious  to  the  imperious 
calls  of  duty.    Strange  I  his  uniform  was  torn,  so  that  he  felt  strips  of 
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it  lii^wging  loose,  yet  ihoie  teaxiiig  prickleB,  that  would  haye  bereft  a 
goat-footed  satyr  of  his  shaggy  oorering,  letained  not  one  thiead  of  that 
light,  aiiy  dress ! 

Gould  the  wearer  of  that  floating  raiment  be  human  ?  Ah  !  who 
could  inform  the  inquirer?  If  human,  she  was  at  the  best  not  humane ; 
of  that  he  was  satisfied.  Then  the  oouYiotion  that  the  ancient  Knick 
was  amusing  himself,  in  fantastic  midnight  gambols,  flashed  upon  the 
mind  of  our  benighted  oooirade,  and  dire  misgivings  of  harm  seized  him 
with  an  irresistible  force.  Confound  all  nursery-maids  who  fill  the 
minds  of  children  with  goblin-stories  that  are  nerer  foigotten !  No 
symphony  of  soft  and  gurgling  water-falls  saluted  his  ear ;  yet  there 
was  an  abundance  of  water  near,  &r  the  slender  .and  flexile  shoots  of 
vegetation  which  had  to  be  penetrated  were  moistened  and  fed  by  shal- 
low, stagnant  ponds,  immensely  proUfio  in  evolTing  malaria,  although 
entirely  hidden  by  the  shade  of  the  foliage  above,  and  the  broad 
leaves  that  lay  upon  the  surfiuse.  Is  it  a  marvel  to  you,  then,  gentle 
reader,  that  as  the  groper  slipped  up  and  took  an  involuntary  bath  in 
the  repository  of  snakes  and  aU  the  indescribable  abominations  of  tropi- 
cal clunes,  that  he  shrieked  in  half-despair  ?  Down,  down  he  went ! 
the  slimy  pool  cooling  all  his  ardor  for  the  chase  ;  kdA  little  pictures 
of  domestic  happiness  in  a  snakeless  home  thronged  up  before  him  — 
thus  mournfully  enhancing  his  misery  by  the  memorv  of  past  felicity. 
Hope !  thou  beacon  of  the  human  heart !  anchor  of  the  soul !  thou 
didst  stimulate  the  sinking  warrior  to  make  another  exertion  for  the 
preservation  of  a  valuable  life,  for  which  thanks.  With  the  grip  of  a 
drowning  man,  he  clutched  the  pendent  roots  and  branches,  and  once 
more  stood  in  god-like  erectness,  vrith  pockets  fall  of  water,  and  his 
deluged  cartridge-box  of  a  warrantaUe  fire-proof.  It  is  no  longer  to  be 
doubted  that  the  sergeant  of  the  guard  did  hear  a  ciy. 

"Who  could  the  night-walker  1^  ?  If  earthly  at  all — of  which  our 
comrade  could  be  pard<med  for  entertaining  serious  doubts,  although 
he  smelt  no  brimstone  — '•  perhaps  she  was  a  somnambiilist ;  and  if  that 
were  ihe  case,  she  must  have  passed  the  first  degree  of  the  disease, 
which  generally  manifests  itself  in  a  propensity  to  talk  during  sleep,  for 
which  reason  some  surly  individual  has  said  it  is  peculiar  to  females, 
just  as  if  it  were  possible  for  the  tongue  to  wag  perpetually  day  and 
night.  She  might  certainly  have  attained  the  second  degree  of  that 
afiection  of  bodily  and  mental  functions,  in  which  degree  the  afiected 
one  sometimes  trips  along  a  parapet,  or  scales  a  roof,  or  treads  a  narrow 
bridge,  vrith  the  most  agile  of  the  feline  tribe,  and  awakes,  utterly 
nnconscious  of  having  stirred  during  sleep,  or  recalls  the  whole  as  a 
mere  dream ;  and  there  are  weU-authenticated  ca^es  of  playing  on 
musical  instruments,  composing  verses — a  deeper  shade  stills- and 
a  single  instance  of  a  bankrupt  oflering  to  pay  his  just  debts,  which  lat^ 
ter  case  is  now  classed  vrith  cases  of  insanity.    All  that  was  far  more 

probable  than  the  present  case.  Was  she  a  somnambulist?  0 G 

ficcmted  the  idea  as  the  instigation  of  a  fiend  to  cheat  him  into  a  false 
belief,  after  he  had  encountered  a  genuine  fairy.  Woe  to  the  one  who 
would  dare  to  contradict  him  at  that  moment,  even  were  he  a  nimble- 
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legged  god  of  the  woode,  ibr  oui  fnend  would  oot  hove  yielded  that 
point  of  faith  without  a  fierce  contefit. 

Exerting  all  his  skill  in  footmanship,  he  found  his  way  back  to  the 
tree  against  which  he  had  leaned  his  musket,  ju^  as  a  eeigeant  gave 
the  ai^ial  and  brought  forward  the  relief.  Togettier  they  letumed  to 
the  spot  where  we  lay,  and  soon  convinced  the  other  sexgaaat,  against 
his  iifnUl,  that  he  had  been  mistaken  in  supposing  the  place  vacant 

0  — r-  G  ■  cherished  all  that  he  had  oeen  in  hk  heart  until  cir- 
cumstances prompted  him  to  unfold  the  marreilous  tale. 

The  night's  adventures  did  not  end  there.  Tardy  midnight  bnra^t 
with  it  two  of  a  party  of  six  or  oeven,  who  had  passed  through  our  paste 
a  few  nights  before,  to  spy  out  the  moviiments  df  the  enemy.  An  over- 
weening confidence  in  hia  own  ahrewdueos,  and  in  the  prowess  of  hid 

companions,  had  led  B r,  their  leader,  himself  a  private,  to  throw  aade 

all  disguise.  All  but  two  had  been  captured,  and  no  recital  of  the 
cruelty  of  gi^erillas  could  aivpiss  in  horror  that  told  by  the  two 
survivors. 

Six  montbji  before  that,  B was  a  clers^man  in  the  vioinity  of 

New-Orleans.  A  man  of  fine  fisuMjdties,  he  yielded  to  ^e  fawcinaticmii  of 
sensuality,  soon  lost  all  control  oyer  himself,  until  the  whispenngs  of 
his  failings  drove  him  from  the  sacred  desk.  Shaking  off  the  grasp  of 
the  vice  which  was  coiling  its  deadly  folds  aiomd  him,  he  ior  a  time 
drew  crowded  houses  as  a  lecturer  on  temperance,  u[l  varioiis  towiis  of 
the  South ;  but  the  spicit  of  uncharitableness  atill  meroilasBly  fellotwod 
him,  until  he  returned  to  the  Iiet£e«ui  cup,  and  while  under  its  influenoe 
enlisted  as  a  soldier.  So  perished  a  youth  of  three-and-tweaty,  poa- 
aessed  of  abilities  with  which  he  might  have  swayed  a  sceptre  in  intel- 
lectual realms,  had  they  not  been  cant  in  a  mass  of  dross  and  mbbish, 
with  a  thread  of  insanity,  it  was  thought,  running  through  all.  The 
immaculate  ermine  may  become  sullied  and  ajvpear  too  eraled  and  finil 
for  toleration  by  that  which,  in  baoer  material,  might  escape  unnotioed 
by  the  world,  but  which,  like  the  breath  that  passes  over  the  aor&ce 
of  polished  steel,  may  leave  a  stain  so  impure  that  it  cannot  be 
e&ced. 

Old  Tom  Bowen,  a  vestige  of  other  times,  was  in  the  midst  of  a  faalf- 
audiUe  story  of  the  Peninsular  war,  and  while  in  the  act  of  plunderii^ 
a  wine-cellar  in  Portugal,  was  called  away  to  take  his  two  hours*  aoli- 
tary  tTSimp.  The  men  lay  in  the  bushes,  speculating  on  the  ehanoea  of 
beeomiag  intimate  with  the  goods  and  phaMels  of  tiie  <utizen8»  inclodii^, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  the  important  itraa  of  the  fair  eex,  when  the 
monotony  wag  broken  by  the  return  of  Bowen,  who  drove  before  him  a 
Uttle  mule  and  two  forlom-looking  peasants,  who  ahook  aa  if  strode 
with  an  ague-fit.  Darkness  was  fast  disappeaiing,  and  with  it  all 
prospect  of  more  formidable  foes.  The  strangers  had  been  pouneed 
upon  aa  poor  mice  are  by  the  unsu£^oted  hawk. 

'  Cau^t  'em  bringing  in  provisiona  to  the  starvedroot  fellowa,  Sir. 
Told  'em  as  we  came  along  that  we  would  — *-'  (and  he  moat  aig* 
nificantly  drew  his  ibre-finger  across  his  throat,)  *  then  they  oonfesBBd, 
Sir.' 

'  Well,  well,  but  such  poor  creatures  as  these ' 
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*  Here  tbey  are ;  just  as  I  'spected.'  The  old  ferager  had  been  bofiily 
insiniiatuig  hi&  right  aim  to  the  rerj  bottom  of  the  coal-pamuetB,  with 
wfaieh  the  pony  quadruped  was  laden ;  and  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  he  dragged  forth  a  parcel. 

'  Pape»? '  I  asked,  half  in  jest,  thxidting  of  certain  dispatches, 
wMdi,  but  for  Captain  S ,  should  be  unmentionable. 

'  A  pair  of  'em,  Sir.'  He  held  up  to  view  a  brace  of  small  fowls, 
already  oodEod,  and  ineceased  the  store  of  edibles  by  bringing  ont  a 
quar^bag  of  beans — frijoks.  Continuing  his  search,  he  overturaed 
die  whok  of  the  cargo  £>r  contraband  articles,  all  the  while  keeping  a 
sharp  look«oat  with  the  corner  of  his  eye  on  the  poultry.  How  syste- 
matically the  old  forager  went  to  work ! 

'  Clue  es  esta  ? ' 

*  Carbon,  Sefior,  carbon,'  replied  both,  nervously  pointing  to  the 
chfltrcoal. 

^  Carbon ! '  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  which  chilled  the  poor  creatures, 
and  caused  their  shaky  knees  to  smite  the  ground.  '  Carbon !  eh  l 
Bone  me  no  bones.'  When  the  chickens  betrayed  them,  the  peasants 
thought  their  last  hour  had  come,  and  they  beseechingly  looked  into  the 
face  of  the  man,  whom  they  regarded  as  chief-executioner.  Much  to 
the  grief  of  aged  Thomas,  the  provisions  were  returned  to  the  owners, 
and  they  sent  on  their  way  rejoicing,  to  feed  a  city  of  people  with  a  pair 
of  roasted  fowls  I  The  veteran  wdked  off  vrith  a  rather  contemptuous 
opinion  of  modem  warfare,  which  he  could  plainly  see  was  sadly 
deteriorating,  when  even  lawful  plunder  was  withheld. 

Now  we  will  piiss  on  to  another  night's  duty. 


PAET  TnnuE. 

W£  were  tramping  along  at  a  quick  pace,  for  there  was  work  to  be 
done ;  and  to  avoid  the  mischief  and  ruin  wrought  by  the  shells,  which 
exploded  and  shook  the  ground  like  miniature  earthquakes,  we  made  a 
circuit.  Pastoral  life  had  no  allurements  while  thunderbolts  detonating 
.<*pread  new  hormrs  around. 

The  sun  went  down,  leaving  the  eky  without  a  cloud.  There  was 
no  moon  to  obscure  the  exquisite  lustre  of  the  myriad  diamonds  of  the 
sidereal  heavens,  as  twilight  faded,  and  the  russet  chased  the  brighter 
hues  westward  after  their  parent,  the  sun ;  and  night,  deepening  into  a 
raven-gray,  completely  sufiiised  the  face  of  heaven,  when  in  the  order 
of  their  apparent  brightness  the  marshaled  hosts  arrayed  themselves, 
and  the  glare  of  day  gave  way  to  a  more  exceeding  glory.  At  a  signal 
our  line  halted,  to  remain  inactive  until  called  to  relieve  other  troops  in 
erecting  a  battery. 

The  immense  system  of  worlds,  invisible  in  day-time,  began  percep- 
tibly to  move,  guided  as  the  eye  was  by  the  dark  outline  of  a  half- 
mined  ivy-manlled  turret ;  and  through  the  dome  of  deep  but  softened 
sapphire,  fiery  meteois  whirled  across  each  other's  paths  continually  the 
live-long  period  of  darkness.  Those  going  one  way  were  the  blazing 
fuses  of  the  bomb-shells,  thrown  from  our  ordnance  into  the  devoted  city 
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of  the  True  Cross,  and  those  coming  toward  m  were  the  retoms  made 
by  the  penned-up  foe.  Nearly  every  one  of  our  deadly  misailea  could 
be  traced  in  its  flight  to  some  populous  quarter,  where,  descending 
through  stone-roofe,  which  were  as  inefiectual  a  shield  as  paper,  they 
buist  upward  with  terrific  execution.  On  the  other  hand,  our  artill«y- 
men  were  so  sheltered  as  to  be  almost  impervious  to  shot  in  their  zig- 
zag trenches. 

A  short  distance,  less  than  a  cannoiMshot  firam  the  walls,  ia  situate  a 
mural  cemetery,  and  close  to  the  frail  tenements  of  the  departed  ran  a 
line  of  entrenchments.  The  white  tombs  showed  distinctly  in  the 
resplendent  star-Ught,  and  the  monuments,  glistening  at  each  diachaige, 
served  as  a  guide  for  the  enemy  to  obtain  a  surer  aim.  ¥mm  the 
nature  of  the  position,  the  battery  was  nearly  invulnerable,  though  the 
shot  £rom  the  city,  which  occasionally  ploughed  up  the  glacis — the 
mound  of  earth  thrown  up  from  the  ditch  —  made  great  havoc  in  the 
city  of  the  dead.  Some  ploughing  deep  into  the  ground,  tore  c^iea  vaults 
and  graves  which  had  been  sealed  from  the  light  for  scores  of  years ; 
others  dashed  into  the  mural  receptacles  for  coffins  built  in  several  tiers, 
tore  away  the  marble  screens,  and  laid  baie  the  Golgotha.  The  sight 
was  enough  to  give  the  night-mare,  if  that  o^nsive  myth  were  not 
banished  from  the  army  ;  and  the  most  oaken  hearts  quailed  to  some 
degree  at  the  inevitable  reflections  foroed  upon  them,  for  it  seemed  that 
the  worn-out  and  cast-ofl*  mortal  bodies  were  to  spring  into  iwanimation 
at  the  kindling  touch  of  a  spirit. 

I  well  recollect  the  place,  from  an  inspection  of  it  by  day-light. 
One  of  the  wooden  shells  contained  the  figure  of  a  military  offioer  in 
full  uniform,  even  to  cocked-hat  and  spurs,  and  so  life-like  did  he  loc^, 
there  was  a  doubt  at  first  of  his  really  being  dead.  The  inscription  on 
one  of  the  coverings  of  a  magazine  of  bones  advertised  to  the  faithful 
that  Bon  So-and-so,  who  reposed  beneath  it,  was  a  Hidalgo,  (literally, 
hijo  d'algo,  some  body's  son  —  a  curious  piece  of  in&rmation,)  and  that 
by  a  judicious  investment  of  his  ample  supply  of  filthy  lucre,  he  had 
become  a  heavy  stock-holder  in  the  consolidated  fimd  of  good  works, 
and  had  also  been  assigned  an  exalted  station  in  paradise.  Astomb- 
stones  should  serve  for  instruction,  it  proceeded  further  to  aver  that  by 
the  disposition  of  his  goods,  and  his  vast  number  of  works  of  supereroga- 
tion, (a  rare  case,)  the  Chureh  had  a  snug  balance  placed  to  his  aoooont, 
which  would  inure  to  the  benefit  and  behoof  of  all  who  should  go  and 
do  likewise.  A  lesson  fiom  the  chamel-house,  where  many  a  hdy  text 
around  is  strewed  in  half-legible  Latin. 

Our  particular  duty  was  not  to  read  epitaphs,  but  to  act  in  oonjnnc- 
tion  with  the  engineers,  who  silently  conducted  the  s^  and  coostivicted 
the  fortifications  ;  so  we  were  eompelled  to  lie  still  until  ^sailed  upaa  to 
take  the  chances.  Now  and  then  a  shell  sailed  madly  over-head,* 
threatening  instantaneous  annihilation ;  then,  while  the  noise  still  nmg 
in  our  ears,  exploded  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away.  On  the  oat«kirtB  of 
the  town,  the  blaziag  of  buildings  bore  evidence  of  the  effect  of  our 
shells ;  and  in  the  momentary  cessation  of  our  mortars'  playing,  eiuieks 
and  yells  of  agony  were  borne  back,  when  the  missiles,  mAlrmg  a  aob- 
terranean  plunge,  burst  upward,  and  with  dreadfiil  carnage  hmied  the 
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jnhahititntB  in  the  ruiiiB  of  their  toppling  houses.  We  were  not  aony 
when  Olden  came  to  change  position,  for  the  lahor  diverted  thought ; 
and  although  the  thorns  of  the  prickly-pear  tormented  us  grieTously  in 
the  dazkness,  we  had  to  grin  and  hear  it  with  a  shrug,  for  a  single  word 
was  like  touching  a  spark  to  a  magazine.  At  times  we  could  dis- 
tinctly hear  the  jingling  of  arms,  as  a  hostile  patrol  unsuspectingly 
passed  the  spot  where  we  burrowed.  While  busy  in  filling  bags  with 
sand,  with  which  to  erect  breast^works,  an  exclamation  of  pain,  not 
xmlike  a  lion's  roar,  brake  from  aae  of  my  party,  and  it  was  thought 
that  some  fragment  of  shell  had  struck  him.  The  patrol  of  the  enem^, 
too,  caught  t^  sound,  and  fired  in  a  body  at  some  imaginary  lurkers  m 
quite  another  direction ;  but  all  our  men  lay  ckse,  ceaong  to  delve 
with  their  spades  until  the  sound  of  the  deceived  foemen  died  away  in 
the  distance.  A  repetition  of  the  roar  would  have  ruined  all.  A  naval 
officer  had  seized  the  author  of  the  alarm,  whose  head  he  was  intently 
burying  in  the  sand,  and,  but  for  gymnastic  efiSnrts,  it  would  seem  that 
he  had  already  stifled  him  —  a  consummation  devoutly  wished  by  more 
than  one  just  then.    The  giddy,  heedless  wretch  had  but  run  a  thorn 

into  one  of  his  feet.     Who  was  the  miscreant  ?     0 G ,  to  be 

sure.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  prompt  action  of  our  naval  coadjutor, 
those  guns  would  scarcely  have  opened  their  rabid  mouths  to  astonish 
people  the  next  morning,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  there  would  have  been 
any  battery  on  the  spot  at  all,  with  the  exception  of  that  committed 
upon  the  person  of  the  thoughtless  0 G . 

'  The  pestilence  that  walketh  in  darkness,'  borne  sea-ward  by  the 
land-breeze,  fatally  struck  with  its  wings  many  whose  constitutions 
were  at  all  delicate.  Close  by  me,  sleeping  after  the  fatigue  of  march- 
ing and  digging  in  the  new  work,  was  one  of  the  finest  young  men  in 
my  company — Bell  —  who  survived  the  poisonous  breath  of  bog  and 
fisn  but  rorty-eight  hours.  Those  who  could,  kept  awake  and  in  motion. 
Reading  one's  horoscope  is  pi  the  best  dull  work,  and  there  was  but 
little  else  that  could  entertain  sufficiently  to  repel  sleep.  1  lay  down 
for  a  moment  to  take  a  short  nap,  for  my  eyes  were  heavy  as  lead,  and 
refused  further  duty  without  rest,  when  my  thoughts  were  spirited  away 
thousands  of  miles  into  refireshmg  scenes.  There !  my  head  was  split 
in  two,  and  a  thousand  pains  racked  my  brain.  Consciousness  rotumed. 
A  bomb-shell  had  struck  the  earth  within  a  few  yards  of  me,  and  the 
pieces  of  it  were  still  howling  and  whistling  through  the  air,  when  I 
awoke  and  instinctively  pressed  both  hands  to  my  aching  head,  and  it 
was  a  matter  of  no  little  self-gratulation  to  find  that  my  knowledge-box 
was  unbroken.  My  sleep  had  been  prolonged  beyond  prudence  already, 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  explosive  iron  messenger,  which  spoiled  my 
dreams,  it  might  have  been  a  deadly  one. 

Most  of  the  stars  first  visible  had  sunk  in  the  south-west,  and  the 
change  of  place  of  the  innumerable  throng  showed  how  time  had 
flown.  Dark  figures,  revealed  by  the  rockets'  glare,  each  moment  flitted 
through  the  foliage  in  spectral  mysteriousness,  like  ghouls  awaiting 
their  repast  in  the  cemetery.  A  blue-light  firam  the  bastioned  walls  fi>r 
a  single  instant  lit  with  a  lurid  gleam  the  cirouit  of  half-a-mile.  When 
the  gloom  was  dispelled,  some  detached  watchers  were  startled  by  the 
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sight  of  an  object  near  them,  bending  like  a  weeping-willow,  and  to 
which  the  light  had  imparted  an  unearthly  white  ;  and  they  ccmld  only 
see  that  it  was  the  figure  of  a  woman.  It  conld  not  be  chiselled  marUa, 
for  it  swayed  as  if  with  emotion ;  and  before  they  oonld  utter  a  word, 
its  unsullied  whitenesB  had  become  hlended  wi&  the  darkness  tiiat 
obscured  all  the  face  of  nature.  When  day  bzoke,  she  loee  fimm  her 
recumbent  position,  and  then  it  was  ascertained  that  beneath  a  little 
mound  of  earth  lay  hid  her  greatest  treasure. 

The  infernal  enginery  of  war  had  not  disturbed  nor  alarmed  har. 
In  reply  to  brief  inquiries,  she  only  pointed  to  the  wild  flowers  which 
she  had  strewn  upon  the  mound,  and  artlessly  exclaimed,  *  Ninomio/ ' 
It  was  the  grave  of  her  child,  which  had  perished  in  the  siege,  and  slie 
had  stolen  a  burial-place  as  near  as  could  be  to  consecrated  gioimd. 
A  woe-begone  countenance  attested  that  hers  was  no  counterfeit  sorow. 
The  love  that  knows  no  diminution  when  dangers  dare,  and  caridng 
cares  assail,  and  the  selfish  world  gives  no  joy,  nor  lends  its  aid  to  tian- 
quilize  a  throbbing  heart,  had  led  the  poor,  half-crazed  creature  nightfy 
to  that  spot.  The  blood  of  that  land  is  warm  and  impulsive.  About 
it  is  an  impetuous  magnanimity  —  oftener  manifested  by  the  WDmen 
than  the  men  —  and  in  daring  all  the  perils  of  nocturnal  walks,  she 
had  only  obeyed  the  dictates  of  afiection,  fearless  of  consequenoeB. 
Shrinking  from  the  contact  of  sun-light,  she  had  wasted  her  str^igth  in 
repairing  thither,  in  the  solitude  of  her  own  heart,  to  wear  out  her 
large,  sleepless,  tearless  eyes. 

Dawn  had  broken,  when  she  departed,  with  a  written  pass  to  allow 
her  to  go  unmolested  through  the  line  of  camp-sentinels ;  for  though 
rudeness  is  not  characteristic  of  the  true  soldier,  an  excess  of  zeal  might 
have  given  her  some  uneasiness. 

What  mad-cap  was  it  who  was  committing  such  extravagances 
in  dancing  and  throwing  himself  about?  He  seemed  marvelloudy 
delighted  at  some  discovery  just  made.     The  secret  was  unritvelled. 

0 G now  perceived  that  the  arch-enemy  of  mankind  had 

not  drawn  him  into  his  clutches,  and  so  full  was  he  of  joy,  he  detailed 
the  whole  adventure  with  the  white  lady  while  on  the  picket-guard ; 
and  it  then  occurred  to  him  for  the  first  time  that  the  secret  of  her  suc- 
cessful passage  through  the  chapparal  lay  in  her  knowledge  of  the 
paths  which  intersect  it.  Those  who  knew  the  man  did  not  doubt  his 
veracity ;  but  the  incredulous  sailors  who  heard  the  tale  deemed  him  a 
mad-man  in  regimentals,  and  would  have  emulated  their  officer  in 
punishing  him,  but  for  the  military  odds  agaiast  them.  The  time  fcr 
full  revenge  was  nigh  at  hand,  however,  when  the  wrath  of  the  seamen 
was  to  be  appeased.  In  the  mean  time,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
allow  matters  to  take  their  natural  course. 

All  the  foreign  consuls  in  the  city,  namely,  those  of  Grreat  Britain, 
France,  Spain,  and  Prussia,  perceiving  when  too  late  the  inadequate 
protection  afl'orded  by  their  cracked  and  mildewed  waUs  against  oar 
missiles,  memorialized  the  general-in-chief  to  be  let  out.  The  boon 
was  denied.  The  opportune  warning,  to  betake  themselves  with  the 
neutral  residents  to  other  parts,  they  had  lightly  regarded;  bo  they 
were  compelled  to  share  with  the  poor  women  and  children,  cooped  up 
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ia  the  toim,  the  incidentB  of  a  bi^.  The  flag  of  truce  letumed  in 
eadnesB  with  the  message,  and  the  wcric,  intatrapted  by  the  parley, 
again  went  on. 

All  who  remember  the  letting  looee  of  several  hundreds  of  wild  colts 
ham  the  yesuls  of  war  in  the  harbor,  oamiot  well  &rget  the  futility  of 
the  attempt  to  Uend  the  heterogoieoas  components  dT  the  army  and 
navy  into  one  maas.  It  waa  all  one  to  Jack  whether  he  pointed  his 
heavy  Paizhan  guns  at  some  particular  object,  as  a  flag-stfUS)  a  dome, 
ct  a  steeple,  and  received  finr  his  eoneetness  of  aim  the  plaudits  of  the 
beholdeiB ;  or  whether,  escaping  from  the  restraint  of  his  officeis,  he 
kidced  mp  a  rumpus  with  the  men  of  the  land.  After  dragging  their 
marine  artillery  from  the  beach,  throng^  marsh  and  engulfing  sand, 
while  the  finrtsand  castle  k^t  up  an  incessant  fire  upon  them,  the  sea- 
men were  sent  back  to  bnogup  a  ii^pply  of  ammunition,  fi)od  for  their 
wide^nouthed  pets. 

The  boats  were  laden  with  celerity,  but  it  took  time  to  reach  the 
land,  and  the  time  was  employed  by  those  on  shmre  in  all  manner  of 
duties.  An  attack  was  planned  and  successfully  carried  into  execution, 
whereby  the  btbtbles  of  a  sutler  sufioted  considerable  demolition.  The 
owner  had  incurred  the  displeaaure  of  the  soldiers,  a«  well  as  that  of 
the  man-of-warVmen ;  so  the  devastation  proceeded  without  a  single 
ray  of  commiseration. 

'  Come  m&,  St  Hary'a  ;  here 's  lots  of  lush  ;  let 's  pay  up  our 


'  Aye,  aye,  Saritans,  pitob  into  *em,'  was  the  return. 

'  ifore,  Mississippt^men,  lay  in  while  you  can.' 

Thus  every  man  was  designated  by  the  name  of  his  ship,  and  an 
Albany  and  a  John  Adams  would  roll  out  a  barrel  to  moisten  a  thirsty 
Mississippi,  who,  M^r^g  to  the  jBag-ahip^  would  insist  upon  his  prior- 
ity  of  claim  over  a  red-headed  Baritan. 

*  Skxat  pan,  yon  sailor^men,  or  1 11  report  you  all  to  the  conmiodore ! 
Do  n't  you  hear  me?  I  say  that  Oonmiodore  Ferry  shall  hear  all  about 
this  I '  The  sutler  or  one  of  his  assistants  had  mounted  a  box  to 
harangue  the  merry  multitude,  in  the  vain  efl»rt  to  affinght  them ;  but 
his  ovation  was  cut  short  in  its  exordium. 

'Ho!ho!boysl  —  do  yon  hear  that  ?  Going  to  report  us  all  to  the 
oonmodore  I '  said  a  boatswainVmate. 

'Oood,  good  ! '  was  the  hearty  response.  Then  a  skittish  young  tar 
made  a  proposition  to  mount  the  gentleman,  and  to  proceed  in  abody  to 
meet  the  c^con,  to  all  of  whi«m  the  crowd  joyfully  acceded.  The 
diought  was  a  happy  one ;  it  showed  politeness  uid  good  searmanners. 
Tlie  unsuspecting  dealer  in  hams,  shoes,  etc.,  was  set  upon  a  cutrnff 
nmle,  amid  the  yells  and  hootings  of  the  boisterous  congregation ;  and 
some  fifty,  whose  labors  in  the  adjacent  fields  and  bushes  had  been 
rewarded  by  the  finding  of  nearly  as  many  donkeys,  formed  into  a 
procession. 

'  'Wbere  in  the  world  did  yon  get  so  many  critten,  boys  ? '  inquired 
one. 

'  Thick  as  hops  out  yonder ;  fact  is,  they  grow  there.    Oo  there,  and 
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yofu  'U  may-be  find  some  of  your.  lelatioos.  Gree  up,  Dobbin !  -—  no  time 
to  talk.    Firid'a  Aor5«  for  yourself,  my  hearty.' 

A  temporary  quarter-deck  had  been  erected  upon  a  beer-barrel,  and 
a  graTe,  imposing-looking  old  '  shiver-my-timbers/  in  state,  receiyed  the 
turbulent  visiters.  Some  of  the  riders,  unskilled  as  they  were  in  equi- 
tation, had  mounted  back  foremost,  using  the  tail  as  a  rudder  to  steer 
by,  and  others  were  rolling  rough-and-tumble  with  the  doleful-looking 
steeds. 

'  Here,  commodore,  is  a  gentleman  who  wants  to  hold  a  confabula- 
tion with  you,  please  yer  honor,  and  's  got  a  yam  to  spin,'  said  the 
master  of  ceremonies,  as  he  plucked  his  fore-lock  and  bowed  in  moek- 
gravity.  The  two  sailors,  who  until  that  mcMuent  of  presentation  had 
assisted  the  vendor  of  shoes  and  molasses  to  keep  his  seat,  let  go  their 
hold,  when  the  mule  pitched  him  to  the  ground.  He  was  instantly 
seized  and  carried  face  to  face  with  the  dignitary  pro  tern,,  but  tooSksoBr 
ive  was  his  profanity  to  the  sensitive  ear  of  that  high  functionary  that 
all  jparley  was  at  an  end,  and  a  drum-head  court-martial  pnimpily 
instituted  to  try  the  delinquent 

'  Who  '11  be  counsel  to  defend  him ! '  inquired  the  self-appointed  judge- 
advocate. 

'  Is  it  defind  him,  ye  say  ?    Thin  I  'm  jist  yer  man.    How  daze  ye 

waste  the  good  liquor,  and '    The  new-comer  was  no  stranger  to 

many  of  the  court,  Mr.  P.  0 G ^.    He  was  always  sure  to  be 

in  any  mischief  that  happened  to  be  going  on ;  and  having,  by  a  long 
potation,  cleared  his  throat,  signified  lus  w^lingness  that  the  tiial  should 
proceed.  All  irregularities  b^ng  waved  by  the  silence  of  the  prisoner, 
there  was  a  speedy  termination  of  the  case.  The  pseudo-conmiodare, 
upon  the  rendition  of  the  verdict,  made  a  feeling  address  to  the  con- 
demned ;  and  what  heightened  the  interest  of  the  scene  to  the  initiated 
was  the  incontestable  fact  that  a  real  commodore  and  *a  number  of  his 
ofiicers  were  lying  concealed  in  the  bushes  at  a  safe  distance,  enjoying 
the  affair  as  much  as  any  body  could.  Poor  gentleman !  he  almost 
smothered  himself  in  trymg  to  keep  from  guffawing  out  loud ;  and 
actually  was  obliged  to  let  out  a  reef  in  his  waist-band.  The  severity 
of  the  sentence  was  abated  not  a  jot.  A  half-gallon  of  his  precioaa 
beer  was  emptied  upon  the  head  of  the  culprit ;  he  was  marched  around 
to  the  whistled  tune  of  the  '  BogueVMarch,'  th^i  doubled  up,  and 
crammed  into  an  empty  tub,  and  then,  like  Diogenes,  who  lived  in  a 
tub,  and  practised  the  most  rigid  temperance  at  feasts,  he  stoically  sur- 
veyed the  clamorous  men  of  Uie  sea,  as  sumptuously  they  fared. 

Our  fnend  0 G suffered  himself  to  be  led  away  into  temp- 
tation, until  the  fermented  liquors  affected  his  equilibrium ;  and  get- 
ting happy  as  a  lord,  he  imagined  that  he  was  the  superior  of  all  the 
rest. 

The  honor  of  the  navy  was  at  stake.  Regarding  the  stony  of  his 
adventure  with  the  white  lady  as  a  sheer  fabrication,  fit  to  be  told  only 
to  the  marines,  the  seamen,  by  a  spontaneous  movement,  huiried 
0 G down  to  the  water,  and  hove  him  as  far  into  the  boil- 
ing surf  as  four  pairs  of  lusty  arms  could  send  him.    The  ablutixMi  was 
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thiioe  repeated,  as  the  waves  cast  him  high  and  dry,  until  he  hegan  to 
look  apoplectic  ;  and  then  he  was  picked  up  and  loUed  over  and  over 
in  the  diy,  white  sand,  so  that  he  looked  like  a  miller  just  out  of  a 
meal-hag.  When  released,  he  did  not  long  deliherate,  but  fled,  followed 
by  the  derisive  cheers  of  the  joyful  maiineis ;  thus  experiencing  a  true 
idea  of  the  contempt  that  a  descent  from  prosperity  bnugs  with  it.  So 
ends  the  moral.  w.  H.  B»ov»a 


BT  w.  B.  a  Hosms. 


* Tn  hout  In  which  h«  had hottd«d  all  hJa seorets,  aU  hia  hopesi  vaa  eold;  and  1 
hot  a  shadow.^ 


Earth  owned  no  purer  and  no  fiurer  daughter, 
And  though  her  spirit  panted  to  depart^ 

Hope,  like  a  moon-flash  on  the  darkened  water, 
Cheered  many  a  mourning  heart. 


Death  came  so  gently  to  her  pillow  stealing, 
And  dosed  with  touch  so  light  and  soft  her  eyes, 

We  thought  that  Sleep  our  well-beloved  was  healing 
And  hushed  heart-rending  sighs. 


One  bright,  brief  moment  only  did  we  cherish 
A  loved  belief  that  she  would  wake  again, 

Forgetful  that  the  summer  rose  must  perish — 
The  star  of  morning  wane. 


Why  on  those  bein|^  our  affections  centre, 
Of  essence  too  ethereal  for  day  ? 

The  door  an  augel-measenger  will  enter, 
And  beckon  them  away. 


Spirit  of  Beauty  I  vainly  art  thou  flinging 
Thy  rosy  mantle  on  the  fragrant  air ; 

Vainly  thy  lute  of  magic  utterance  stringing 
With  summer's  golden  hair. 


We  call  for  her  in  vain  — no  voice  replieth ; 

And  reigneth  night  that  noon  cannot  dispel; 
Beneath  the  flowery  turf  of  June-time  lieth 

One  that  we  loved  too  well 
Braoklyn,  June  Wtk,  1864. 
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ELIZABETH        FRT. 

Tna  mcnras  in  cytHea,  not  re^cdviiig  yean^ 
Whose  lollmg  ooune  the  same  doll  impress  bean ; 
SYom  age  to  age  he  plods  his  lengthening  way, 
O'er  empires  bom  to  flonrish  and  decay. 
These  on  the  lustoric  page  alike  disclose 
The  tale,  in  finaad  and  war,  of  human  woes. 
Too  rare,  indeed,  across  its  desert  path 
One  yirtaoQS  act  redeems  an  age  of  wrath ; 
More  rarely  still  a  clustering  group  appears 
Of  those  who  rather  dry  than  cause  its  tears. 

Should  some  intent  and  curious  student  pore 

Through  all  our  ancient  oracles  of  lore ; 

Scan,  work  by  work,  the  records  of  the  paBt^ 

To  what  oonduaion  must  he  come  at  last? 

What,  but  that  man  is  more  a  beast  of  prey 

Than  formed  or  fit  for  Virtue's  heavenly  sway  ? 

That  term,  to  us  a  synonym  of  love^ 

The  savage  eagle  types,  but  not  the  dove. 

To  Roman  ears  brute  valor  bore  the  name ; 

To  Spartan,  theft  was  glory,  fraud  was  fiune ; 

Athena's  justice,  vaunted  to  the  sky. 

Was  Jnti  to  shun  tiie  vilest  treachery; 

Asoend  from  earth  above,  their  gods  are  given 

Stained  o'er  with  deeds  for  worthier  hell  than  heaven. 

The  childish  phantoms  of  a  madman's  brain, 

A  monstrous  brood  of  Superstition's  reign. 

The  daasic  stream  of  earth's  primeval  mom 
Her  thousand  heroes  to  our  age  has  home; 
But  ah  I  how  few  exemplars  worth  the  name. 
Of  all  its  throng,  that  swell  the  tide  of  fomel 
How  sparse  the  meek^  the  lowly,  and  the  good. 
How  poorly  noticed  o'er  its  rolling  flood  I 
Pride,  pomp,  and  power,  and  savage  fierceness  bear 
The  loftiest  praise  of  human  genius  there. 
The  historic  pen,  the  poet's  strain  inspire 
To  gQd  their  rayless  peaks  with  sacred  fire, 
While  Christian  virtue,  in  its  meek  career, 
Beoeives  a  tribute  from  the  passing  sneer; 
Too  much  a  stranger,  like  its  sons,  on  earth 
Por  grovelling  man  to  recognize  its  wor^ 

Yet^  though  so  oft  tiie  desecnted  muse 
Her  loftiest  strains  to  noblest  themes  refuse, 
And  pass  neglected  humble  goodness  o'er 
To  crown  her  heroes  drenched  in  human  gore, 
A  lowly  harp  would  &in  essay  to  sing 
On  subjects  worthy  of  a  Homee's  string. 
Too  lately  gone  firom  harvest-fields  below 
Are  they  its  feeble  notes  would  herald  now: 
All  ft^sh  the.labors  of  their  glorious  daj 
Whose  dosii^  twilight  scarce  has  passed  away : 
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Their  too  fiuniliar  forms  fi)rt»id  the  pndae 
Which  distant  stranger-toDgues  would  loudly  nise ; 
Their  works,  so  recent  wrought,  too  dazzling  ye^ 
l%ose  micat  jewels  Time  alone  can  set 

Bat  thoogh  80  nearly  known  and  fbnd^  byed, 

So  lately  heard  and  seen,  and  scarcely  moTed, 

.AJl  warm  and  life-like,  fixun  thine  active  sphere^ 

No  years,  Eliza,  needs  thy  high  career. 

From  Newgate's  cell  to  distant  Stdnet'b  ooto 

Thy  name  is  synonym  of  troth  and  love. 

As  ftom  the  dark  and  frozen  pole  is  given  • 

That  wondrous  light  to  arch  the  iaoe  of  heaven, 

Serene  and  brilliant  o'er  the  Arctic  anowa^ 

Its  modest  radianoe  blushing  as  it  glows; 

So  from  that  rock-ribbed  den  of  vice  and  crime 

A  moral  light  has  flashed  to  eveiy  dime. 

The  gentle,  roseate  rays  of  human  love 

Once  more  reflected  from  their  Soubcb  above, 

Such  as  have  shone  through  all  that  glorious  band, 

Who^  like  their  MAffrsB  moved  at  Truth's  command. 

Thine  was  the  triumph  of  the  conqueror's  car ; 

Not  in  the  horrid  dash  of  outward  war ; 

Not  on  the  mangled  limbs  of  hostOe  fbeo^ 

But  over  Vice,  and  all  her  train  of  woee. 

Thine  was  the  glorious  lot  to  show  tiiat  Faith, 

Whose  quickening  power  is  stronger  ftr  tiian  Death, 

In  wondrous  beauty  to  a  gazing  world, 

From  depths  whence  every  kindred  sway  was  hurled. 

Of  the  long  Ime  of  Truth's  meek  pioneers, 

Through  want,  oppression,  wretchedness,  and  tears ; 

Through  hatred,  darkest  cruelty,  and  blood, 

Outcasts  and  aliens  to  the  bad  and  good. 

Thine  was  the  happier  task,  with  equal  zeal, 

To  storm  unwilling  hearts  in  Love's  appeal ; 

To  foroe,  in  proofe,  resistless  Virtue's  claim. 

And  float  triumphant  to  a  world-wide  fame. 

Yet  not  to  thee  alone  these  strains  belong, 
Though  first  and  foremost  in  my  humble  song ; 
Thou  art  but  one  of  that  dose-kindred  band, 
Whose  gentle  light  illumes  each  Christian  land. 
Around  thee  duster  in  thy  radiant  sphere 
Souls  scaicdy  less  to  Mkbct'b  mission  dear ; 
A  brother's*  love  and  labors  strengthened  tbine, 
And  with  thy  wreath  his  laurels  well  entwine : 
Witii  thee,  with  him  shall  pensive  Memory  dwell. 
And  mourning  hearts  in  thankful  rapture  swell, 
As  kindling  high  the  flame  which  Virtue  rears, 
Such  love,  such  works  as  yours  shall  melt  to  tears; 
Time  will  but  hallow  names  so  nearly  joined 
In  worthiest  triumphs  of  immortal  mind, 
As  undivided  as  in  yonder  sphere 
Te  live  more  radiant  and  for  ever  dear. 
Nor  at  your  festive  board  in  proud  array, 
When  nearest  kindred  met  to  mark  the  day, 
Were  you  the  only  oradea  of  Fame, 
7%e  Bolands  of  your  far-ennobled  name : 

*  JOSKFE  Jomi  OUBHXT. 
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Another*  there  with  tall,  oommanding  mien, 
Ab  fitly  graced  the  glories  of  the  flcen& 
He  on  whose  Hps  the  British  Senate  hung. 
While  Genius,  Pathos,  Mewsy  moved  hia  tongue"; 
When  thoughts  and  words  as  bunung  as  her  cUmo 
Made  AfHc's  countless  wrongs  a  cause  sublime. 
Tet  onward  still,  my  muse :  another^  there, 
For  whom  e^en  now  we  sjied  th'  unbidden  tear ; 
A  meek-eyed  elder  plodding  in  your  train 
To  die  in  harness  o^er  the  distant  main. 
Another  still,  and  others  might  suoceed, 
To  nations  known  in  many  a  glorious  deed; 
*  Some,  like  yourselves,  beyond  the  ills  of  Time, 
And  some  yet  wanderers  through  this  lower  dime. 
But  to  the  worthy  dead  alone  I  ndse 
The  pasang  tribute  of  my  feeble  praise ; 
The  living,  loved,  and  honored  claim  from  me 
No  herald's  meed  to  dim  fUturity. 

Say,  where  in  all  the  chronicles  of  yore 

A  brighter  group  has  kindred  virtue  bore  ? 

What  to  the  sterling  worth  of  one  like  this 

Rome's  lofty  claim  lor  Fabian  nobleness  ? 

Her  vaunted  family  of  warriors  bled 

With  kindred  butchers  on  their  heaps  of  dead ; 

Their  proud  ambition  bounded  by  their  name 

To  fight  and  win  the  patriot's  doubtful  feme. 

What  fair  Go&nblia's  jewels,  dimmed  in  blood, 

By  passion  fierce  and  dire  intestine  feud? 

Or,  aptly  matched  in  Alba's  earlier  day, 

Her  three  with  Rome's  in  wild  fraternal  fi»y, 

When  armies  stood  spectators  of  the  fight^ 

And  brutal  murder  crowned  the  victor's  right  1 

Shall  such,  the  savage  bull-dog's,  praise  be  ours, 

Who  claim  companionship  witii  heavenly  powers; 

Whom  QoD  designed  with  angel-hosts  to  stand 

Before  His  throne,  one  ever-mingling  band? 

Forbid  the  thought  in  every  honest  breast, 

Whose  Altering  tongue  has  Christian  &ith  professed ; 

Forbid  the  praise  to  man,  whose  highest  skill 

Is  but  the  warrior's  goal,  the  most  to  kiU. 

A  nobler  aim  our  Gcepel  message  bears, 

To  heal  their  wounded  hearts,  to  dry  their  tears; 

To  seek  the  haunts  of  wretchedness  and  woe, 

And  point  whence  perfect  peace  alone  can  flow. 

Tet  oh !  of  all  the  wars  which  man  may  wage. 

No  nobler  contest  can  his  powers  engage 

Than  that  with  Sel^  the  demon  bound  within, 

Whose  rule  is  service  to  a  world  of  sin. 

Without  this  conquest,  vain  the  victor's  wreath ; 

With  it,  he  triumphs  over  more  than  Death ; 

The  transient  trophies  of  his  earthly  sway 

Will  pass,  as  valueless,  with  years  away ; 

But  in  that  birth  where  stubborn  Nature  dies 

He  starts,  a  champion  for  the  heavenly  prize ; 

Reaps  even  here  the  hundred-fold  of  gain. 

And  bears  his  blessings  to  an  endless  reign. 

*  Thomas  Fowbll  Bvxtok,  h«r  brother-in-law. 

t  WlLUAM  FOKSTB. 
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Thna,  as  the  miue  yonr  haireBt-fiold  surreys, 
She  yields  the  tribute  of  ummngled  praise ; 
For  such  exemplars  to  a  sinfiil  earth 
But  justly  claims  the  crown  of  Christian  worth — 
That  loftiest  fame — a  pure,  unselfish  love, 
In  wisdom  leading  man  to  bliss  above. 
Long  may  we  seek  a  gnmp  like  youra  in  Tain, 
Through  rolling  years  on  Earth's  ensanguined  plain — 
Long,  long,  EuzA,  wait  for  one  like  thee  again.  j.  j.  w. 

rhOMpMa,  Tmih  Monih,  1864. 


MATRIMONY      AND      MEDICINE. 
▲  TALB  or  ▲  DocTOX*s  wooiiro. 

Bf^Xv  Xtyetv  Xrpeida^ 

QtfXv  6e  Kcidfiov  adetv 

Ae  dagpiTuv  6e  Xo^aig' 

EfVrav  fiOWOV  bxei.  Quot>x>  ynou  Umuonr.' 

'  Matrimont,'  said  a  friend  one  day, '  is  the  penalty  which  a  physi- 
cian magt  pay  for  success.'  This  was  a  home-thrust,  and  I  immedi- 
ately began  to  balance  the  matter,  and  to  look  at  the  pros  and  cons. 
At  ihe  fiiBt  glance  at  the '  pros '  they  seemed  to  project  themselyes  into 
a  problem,  which  has  resolved  into  the  following  prodigious  array. 
The  first  pro,  which  really  seemed  a  poser  for  a  modest  man,  was  a 
proposal,  and  this  I  was  quite  desirous  to  procrastinate,  especially  after 
the  thought  of  a  profession  of  love  being  necessary,  with  the  prodigal  pro- 
mises to  continue  to  loye^  honor,  and  cherish  came  to  mind.  Then 
came  the  duties  of  a  procreator ;  the  care  of  little  prodigies ;  the  pro- 
vender which  every  day  would  require.  Then  I  looked  at  the  property 
that  might  be  acquired,  and  the  prosperity  ensuing ;  the  afiair  looked 
truly  profitable,  and  really  it  was  rather  provoking  to  turn  away  and 
consider  the  *  cons ; '  but  I  was  compelled  to  allow  that  the  con- 
sent of  the  lady  concerned  in  this  conjugal  arrangement  was  absolutely 
necessary.  My  own  self-conceit  set  this  objection  aside  as  unworthy  of 
contemplation.  I  would  admit  of  no  contingency  that  should  contra- 
dict my  will  in  this  particular.  The  connections  might  conclude  that 
my  condition  was  not  exactly  the  thing ;  but  we  must  expect  contra- 
diction, and  I  was  ready  to  pass  this  by,  so  long  as  the  lady  did  not  give 
-  me  a  conge. 

The  affair  seemed  qxdte  concluded  ;  the  <k)nfab  was  over ;  the  con- 
sort was  ready ;  the  prodigies,  being  only  a. matter  of  conception,  seemed 
not  contrary  to  the  generid  congratalation.  All  that  was  necessary  was 
to  regulate  my  conduct  by  conjugal  rules,  which  might  be  easily  done 
with  a  httle  constraint,  though  contrasting  with  my  long-continued 
habits.  A  litfle  concession  on  her  side,  constancy  on  both,  concord 
would  undoubtedly  tibsue  and  content  result.  Old  bachelor  fiiends 
would  call  in  to  c<mdole,  and  find  but  conviviality. 
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In  this  way  I  Teasoned,  igitapnBtj  settled  the  controreny ;  what 
seemed  a  conundrum  was  decided  now,  con,  and  the  elixir  pro  had  to 
go  down,  though  I  should  he  in  oonvnlBions  afterward. 

The  pros  ai:^  cons  being  thus  settled  in  my  mind,  the  actualities  were 
to  be  attended  to.  '  Le  marriage  ae  propose  la  vie,  tandis  que  V amour 
ne  se  propose  que  la  plaiair?^  an  affiur  whieh  shonld  continue  with  the 
breath,  and  in  the  results  of  which  the  Tie^eqs  future  was  deeply 
interested.  Such  a  matter  should  not  be  entered  into  hastily.  Faitili ! 
there  seems  little  probability  of  that  Already  an  old  bachelor,  and  a 
life  spent  in  wife-seeking  I  A  walk  in  Broadway,  tickets  to  concerts, 
theatres,  ladies'  fairs,  evening  visits,  social  parties,  and  grand  balls,  all 
entered  upon  with  the  spirit,  and  the  same  end  in  view  —  a  wife. 
Have  I  not  in  obedience  to  imaginary  fancies  spent  a  small  fortune  in 
bouquets,  ridden  hard-trotting  horses,  brought  on  numberless  attacks  of 
bronchitis  by  my  serenadiog  those  who  slept  through  it  all  ?  But  then 
the  tip-toe  of  expectation  on  which  I  have  been  raised  at  various  pe- 
riodsl  alasl  only  to  come  down  again  the  more  heavily  upon  the  flat 
foot  of  sober  reality. 

Then  was  n^t  I  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  the  beautiful  Amanda  f 
Oh  I  what  delicious  lips,  and  a  cheek — who  could  chooBO  between 
them  ?  I  had  a  hard  squeak  that  time.  She  was  a  channing  girl. 
Was  it  not  a  pity  that  she  was  so  indolent  f  She  always  looked  so 
neat;  no  hair-papers  visible  at  breakfast:  we  boarded  tqgetfafir.  I 
scarcely  found  it  out ;  but  I  chanced  to  pass  by  her  room,  and  ^  door 
was  unfortunately  ajar.  What  a  Utter  I  It  was  a  pity  that  she  had 
no  mother.  The  only  way  to  choose  between  lips  and  cheek  I  fonad 
was  to  take  neither.  T  was  a  shame  !  Why  didn't  her  gisad-mo- 
ther  bring  her  up  better  f  Well,  I  remained  a  bachelor.  But  it  took 
some  time  to  get  over  that.    Budi  an  eye,  too  1    Heigh-ho ! 

Who  would  have  thought,  thai  had  seen  Amanda,  that  I  should  ever 
have  fancied  plain  DeboriJi  f  Peihaps  it  was  the  contrast.  The  ma- 
jestic carriage  and  symmetrical  fenn  were  absent,  but  there  was  a 
plumptitude  —  was  n't  there  a  trifle  too  much  ?  That  question  I  was 
some  time  in  solving.  Poor  complexion ;  no  particular  beauty  in  the 
contour  of  the  face ;  but  one  of  those  dark-blue  eyes,  that  seem  hmn- 
fuU  of  feeling.  As  we  sat  on  the  dooiHBtep  of  the  country-house  where 
we  met,  and  looked  at  the  young  Moon  flirting  wiihMr.  Jupiter — they 
were  veiy  near  together  but  th^  never  were  united  — that  blue  eye 
looked  to  my  little  gray  bullet  so  afl^tionately,  so  confidingly —*- 
there !  my  heart  is  all  in  a  twitter  again !  It  was  a  sweet  voice  aa  she 
spoke  almost  in  my  ear.  ^e  said  nothing,  but  that  nothing  waa  all 
for  me.  '  Deborah,  can  you  love  me  ?  — will  you  be  mine  f '  I  did  n't 
say  so,  though  the  words  were  trembling  (so  was  I  too)  on  my  lips.  I 
was  interrupted  by  the  kind  officjonsnosn  <n  her  aunt.  I  hope  that  Ate 
never  suflered  from  the  maledictions  that  I  inwardly  showered  upon 
her.  'Are  you  not  afiraid  oi  taking  cold,  sitting  in  the  falling  dew  ?  * 
'  To-monow  will  do  as  well,' I  soliloquised.  We  looked  again  at  Madam 
Luna  and  Jupiter. 

The  next  day  came  Deborah's  mother.  Whew !  what  a  monster ! 
She  seemed  the  embodiment  of  a  soap-boikr's  dieam.    Sadi  nils  of 
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&l!  *  la  it  poMible  that  my  Deborah  can  ever  equal  this!*  I  nerer 
oalled  her  fny  Deborah  again.  Whan  next  I  looked  at  the  moon,  Jninr 
ter  WBB  invunble.  That  aunt  ia  a  ipery  clerer  woman  in  my  opinion. 
That  uxu  a  zeyulsion  ! 

I  never  told  you,  did  I,  of  the  ^rintor  I  spent  in  the'oountry,  in  a  little 
town  of  some  six  hundred  pec^le  ?  It  was  many  years  ago,  bat  fond 
xememfaraace  bringa  up  the  Ibnn  of  my  <  dear  fhend.'  Yes,  that  wae 
the  appellation  agmd  upon  as  proper  Ibr  us  to  use,  and  there  was  np 
reservation  in  re^rd  to  emphasis.  Blvira  waa  the  euphonioua  appella- 
tion of  one  who  wvm  my  respeet  and  a  portion  of  the  right  side  <^  my 
heart  If  Danby  waa  a  small  town,  it  eontained  any  amount  of  sean- 
dal.  You  shall  judge  whether  the  reaaen  for  ita  display  toward  me  waa 
juat 

It  waa  my  junior  year  in  college,  when  I  thought  I  would  q^nd  a 
p<Hrtion  <^  winter  in  sehool^teaching.  The  pieceding  winter  I  had 
Ibund  it  particularly  pleasant.  There  ia  something  very  delightful  to 
the  young  scholar  in  ^  reepeet  paid  to  '  the  maater '  by  the  entire  peo- 
ple of  a  country  town.  Next  to  the  cleigyman  and  tlie  village  doctor, 
*  the  maater '  ia  the  moat  diatingniahed  individual  in  the  coDununity. 
The  '  aelect-men '  of  the  town  dwindle  before  him,  and  the  school-com- 
mittee even  are  unnoticed  in  his  preaenoe.  While  so  esteemed  in  the 
town,  in  the  aehool-hooae  reapect  faeoomea  adoration.  If  you  know  not 
by  actual  observation  the  feedings  with  which  *  the  master '  ia  received 
in  a  country  town,  read  Irving'a  picture  of  Ichabod  Crane,  and  yon 
have  an  idea  which  perhaps  should  be  modernized  to  give  you  a  true 
opinion  of  the  atate  of  hia  monarducal  chaxactor. 

I  had  scarcely  arrived  in  town  when  I  began  to  make  inquiries  rela- 
tive to  the  inhabitanta  of  the  place,  of  whmn  I  knew  nothing.  The 
aohool  I  waa  to  teach  had  been  under  the  direction  of  a  female  during 
the  Bummer,  when  thoee  who  were  too  small  to  attend  to  the  iarming 
occupationa,  or  too  troublesome  to  be  kept  at  home,  were  sent  to  school, 
to  be  taught  their  letters  and  kept  out  of  the  way.  •  Miss  Elvira  waa 
the  '  echool-marm.' 

'  Elvira  ia  a  smart  gal,  and  the  beat  hand  at  the  needle  anywhere 
reound,'  said  the  old  lady. 

*  That  'a  a  fact ;  and  ahe  'a  the  greateat  gal  at  a  dance  that  you  can 
find  uny  wheres.  She  can  dance  with  the  best  on  'em ;  and  die  ain't 
alow  where  there's  cooking  going  on,  neither.  She  can  do  the  work 
Sar  twenty  men  eaay,  too,'  replied  the  jpcUer'/amiUas. 

*  I  gueas  you  can't  find  no  body  that  can  hdd  a  candle  to  her  in  the 
singing  line.  You  '11  hear  her  Sunday,  maater,  'canse  she  sits  in  the 
aeata.  Huldah  Bumham  can't  b^iin.  You'll  know  her  right  ofi^, 
'cause  ahe  sita*at  the  head,  and  haa  a  white  bonnet.' 

Thia  little  disinterested  teatimony  waafinom  the  old  man'a  son,  'Bijah. 

*  Why  do  n't  you  make  np  to  her  ? '  I  aaked ;  *  ia  ahe  too  old  ? ' 
*No;   she's  only  twenty;  but  she  don't  wink  at  every  body. 

There 's  Ike  Blood,  he  '<  urtrying.    But  he  can't  shine,  no  how  he  can 
fix  it    He 's  doing  his  prettiest  tew,  but  that  cat  won't  jump.    It's 
no  uae.    Sie  'a  a  nice  one,  though,  that 'a  a  fact.' 
'  la  ahe  pretty  ? '  I  inquhed. 
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<  I  gaess  you 'd  better  aak !  *  Pretty?'  Yon 'd  better  think  <^  all 
the  pretty  girls  you  ever  seed,  all  at  once,  and  then  *t  won't  he  a  dr- 
cnmstance.  Elvira  takes  the.  rag  off  any  thing  there  's  about  these 
parts.' 

'  Well,  well/  says  the  old  lady,  *  there  's  no  ose  of  your  going  into 
conniptions  'bout  her,  'Bige.  There  's  good  enough  gals  about  besde 
her.  She  is  smart,  though,  and  will  throw  off  a  mighty  sight  of  work. 
I  must  get  her  here  next  week  a-quiltin*.  Did  n't  you  hear  she  's  up 
to  'Squire  Hide's,  a-dress-making  9 ' 

Now  this  conversation  was  '  kind  of  interesting,  and  I  began  to 
wonder  if  she  had  ever  seen  a  junior.  That  night  I  dreamt  of  Eden, 
and  Elvira  played  the  part  of  Eve.  On  Sunday  morning  I  was  at 
chureh  in  excellent  season,  but  not  a  word  of  the  service  did  I  hear ; 
fer  my  eyes  were  fixed  upon  a  yellow-haired  girl,  with  a  pink  bonnet 
and  green  ribbons,  who  sat  at  the  head  of  the  female  singeis.  Her 
voice  was  beyond  Italian  nomenclature,  and  was  a  nasal  screedi  in  its 
character.     Good  gracious !  -—  can  that  be  she,  so  praised  ? 

Fortunately  not.  She  had  been  detained,  and  Huldah  Bumham  was 
officiating  in  her  place.  But  the  Tuesday  after,  calling  in  at  the  little 
country  tavern,  I  noticed  a  form  —  I  could  scarcely  call  it  fairy — pass- 
ing through  the  entry ;  and  ready  for  any  adventure,  I  watched  ftr 
further  developments,  which  a  tiny  figure  and  a  dainty  ankle  had 
induced  me  to  think  were  behind.  I  waited  the  whole  evening  in  vain ; 
a  sweet  voice,  carelessly  humming  some  little  air,  was  all  that  rewarded 
my  attention. 

The  Thursday  following  commenced  the  New  Year,  and  it  was  to  be 
celebrated  by  a  dance  and  supper  at  the  tavern.  Such  an  affiiir  was  a 
great  occasion  for  the  inhabitants  of  this  little  village,  and  in  its  prepa- 
ration Elvira  was  absolutely  necessary.  The  pies  to  be  made,  turkeys 
and  chickens  to  be  stufi^d  and  cooked,  cakes,  custards  —  in  short,  eveiy 
thing  was  under  her  supervision.  It  was  she,  undoubtedly,  of  whom  I 
had  caught  a  glimpse  in  the  hall.  My  respect  for  her  increased. 
Capability  has  always  been  high  in  my  estimation.  The  indolent 
beauty  has  always  seemed  to  have  an  insipidity  that  nauseated  me, 
even  at  the  moment  when  I  was  perhaps  ^e  most  enraptured.  As 
soon  as  the  knowledge  of  her  worthlessness  came,  the  shadows  of  an 
approaching  love  faded  away.  * 

New- Year's  eve  came,  and,  as  may  be  supposed,  I  was  early  present. 
The  affair  was  no  starched  city  gathering,  which  commenced  at  ten 
o'clock,  and  where  the  guests  departed  as  soon  as  they  were  stuffed  by 
the  supper.  The  company  was  for  the  most  part  assembled  when  I 
arrived  at  half-past  six  o'clock. 

I  was  not  long  searching  for  the  belle  of  the  evening.  ConsiMCiicms 
above  all  the  rest  for  becoming  toilet  and  graceful  manners  was  Elviia. 
She  was  not,  perhaps,  what  a  careless  observer  would  call  beautiful. 
Indeed,  there  were  several  present  who  could  boast  more  regular  features 
and  a  more  shiny  appearance.  There  was  something,  however,  in 
Elvira  which  supplied  this  want  to  a  man  who  was  accustomed  to  look 
for  and  demand  intelligence  instead  of  mere  flesh  and  blood.  This  was 
evident  in  her  lustrous  grax  eye.     Talk  of  black  and  blue  eyes ;  quote 
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your  poetS)  as  you  will  certainly  do ;  but  after  all,  the  gray  eye,  ex- 
pressing alike  intelligence  and  feeling ;  the  pupil  now  enlaiging  with 
excitement  till  scarce  a  tittle  of  its  color  can  be  seen,  now  cold  and 
contracted,  seemingly  grayer  than  ever — all  passion  cast  aside,  and 
impartial  judgment  alone  remaining — ah !  tfaiis  is  the  eye  that  rules 
man! 

Her  forehead  was  most  noticeable.  Laige  and  prominent,  with  the 
skin  seemingly  drawn  tight  and  smooth  over  it,  it  appeared  a  Teritable 
dome,  oyer^adowmg  the  temple  of  the  indwelling  thought. 

Are  you  fi>nd  of  a  nose  ?  It  is  the  great  index  to  the  character. 
Energy,  decision,  earnestness  are  marked  by  it.  You  are  fond  of  chi- 
selled Grecian  f  Or  are  you  travelled,  and  does  the  nez  retroussi  of 
the  French  grisette  please  by  its  associations  ?  Elvira  was  graced  by 
a  nose  of  a  moderate  size,  smooth  and  well  cut,  and  slightly  Eoman  in 
character ;  not  that  it  was  hawked ;  it  was  as  sweetly  chisdled  as  ever 
sculptor's  fancy  pictured.  The  personification  of  all  that  is  beautiful  in 
noses,  it  rises  now  to  my  vision.  Would  that  it  were  as  near  my  eyes 
now  as  it  has  been ! 

As  for  her  month,  there  was  enough  of  it.  Beautiful  teeth  rendered 
it  less  exaggerated  when  open  than  its  ampleness  would  otherwise  have 
caused  it  to  appear.  When  closed,  it.  must  have  been  by  some  patent 
lor  condensation,  so  eharming  it  appeared ;  its  rosy  lips  pouted  with  a 
semi-sensuousness  that  was  my  only  excuse  for  kissing  them  so  ofleiL 
The  exquisitely  firagrant  breath  was,  however,  some  apology. 

'  Thin  beneath  the  yelyet  chin, 
Whose  dimple  Bhades  a  bve  within, 
Would  her  neck,  with  grace  descending, 
In  a  heayen  of  beautj  ending.' 

Dark  brown  hair  and  a  tiny  ear,  and  a  general  hue  of  health  in  her 
slightly  dark  skin,  and  I  believe  I  have  pictured  her  pretty  completely. 

'  It  is  a  pity,'  said  the  old  lady  the  next  day,  '  that  she  isn't  either  a 
little  taller  or  less  thick.' 

'  Perhaps  so,'  I  replied ;  '  but  if  she  never  grows  any  big^r  round, 
't  won't  matter  much.' 

'  Why,  master,  how  you  talk !  But  they  say  you  cut  Ike  Blood  clean 
out.  That  new-fashioned  city  dance  that  you  and  she  did  together  fixed 
him  !    What  do  you  call  that  thing  ? ' 

'  It  is  a  French  dance  called  the  waltz.  But  was  it  never  danced 
here  before  ? '  • 

*  No,  never  ! '  says  'Bige.  *  Pretty  good  hugging,  was  n't  it  ?  That 
paid  up  for  the  kicked  shins,  I  reckon.  Come,  master,  you  must  give 
me  a  lesson  or  two  in  it,  and  I  '11  make  Huldah  Bumham  do  for  me. y 

So  it  was.  I  had  waltzed  with  Elvira,  much  to  the  envy  and  dis- 
satisfaction of  the  jealous  beaux.  Most  of  them  resigned  to  the  *  mas- 
ter,' and  after  supper  voted  him  a  fir8^rate  fellow.  And  he  ?  He  felt 
tolerably  satisfied  with  himself  as  he  put  Jier  into  the  sleigh,  when  all 
was  over,  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  having  first  kissed  her  on  the 
dark  staircase  as  they  came  firom  the  dresnng-room. 

This  little  fellow  whom  they  call  Curm,  but  whose  real  name  is 
Cupidity,  is  not  near  so  bold  a  wight  as  he  is  represented  to  be.    like 
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Kapoleon,  he  has  had  himflelf  painted  not  as  he  is  hut  as  he  wants  to 
be.  You  would  never  find  him  if  you  seek  for  him  standing  right  in 
jour  path,  without  either  shirt  or  breeches  on,  (Hily  a  string  of  roses 
round  his  neck  and  his  drawn  bow  in  his  hand.  Cupid  is  a  sneak. 
The  rattlesnake,  who  is  less  venomous,  and  who  can't  wound  but  one 
Bt  a  time,  lets  fi>lks  know  when  he  is  about.  With  this  fellow,  the 
first  you  know  is,  that  ifou  are  hit.  So  it  was  with  me.  I  had  with- 
stood the  full  and  combined  attack  of  aU  her  charms  in  the  ball-ioom, 
bat  those  glimpses  in  the  shawl'^DOom  as  I  assisted  her  in  her  robing — 

that  stolen  kiss  in  the  narrow  passage 1    When  in  this  flustr^ed, 

unprepared  state,  just  then,  this  Cupid  attacked  me.  I  sarreodered  at 
once. 

But  do  n't  imagine,  ye  notional,  pie-cmsty,  crotchety  old  bachelon, 
or  ye  vinegar-&oed,  baby-hating,  self-absorbed  spinsteis,  that  Cupid 
would  not  waste  his  shot  upon,  who  know  nothing  of  this  little  devil's 
ammunition,  that  I  gave  up  at  once  I  The  poisoned  point  of  a  Malay 
crease  is  healthiness  itself  to  the  barbed  and  venomous  arrows  of  this 
azch-enemy !  One  thinks  himself  unwounded,  or  at  most  inien  a  mme 
soratch;  but  the  subtle  poison  slowly  and  imperceptibly  pursues  its 
fatal  work,  until  when  discovered  the  time  fi>r  cure  is  gone. 

I  will  not  weary  your  patience  with  the  details  of  this  winter's 
Uioughts  and  actions,  nor  of  the  sleigh-ride  to  a  ball  in  a  neighboring 
town  with  the  thermometer  below  zero.  But  we  had  to  sit  close  then. 
I  did  not,  however,  think  of  the  cold.  Weeks  had  passed  since  our 
acquaintance.  Night  after  night  had  I  spent  with  her,  in  nice  warm 
quarters,  on  the  old  settle  before  the  waning  fire  and  the  unsnufieS 
candle, '  talking  sentiment '  long  after  the  '  old  fcdks '  had  retired ;  and  I 
had  made  up  my  mind  that  this  ev^iing  should  plight  us.  But  it  was 
too  cold  altogether  for  any  thing,  except  for  the  '  st^  upper  lip'  which 
people  are  re<X»mmendM  to  keep  on  such  occasions.  Mine  was  almsst 
frozen,  and  I  in  vain  attempted  to  speak  distinctly.  Involuntarily  my 
voice  trembled  with  the  cold,  so  that  it  was  scarcely  intelligible.  After 
numerous  attempts  to  speak,  as  we  sat  wrapped  up  in  a  bufialo-akin, 
one  hand  engaged  in  driving  a  spirited  steed  whose  rapid  st^  sent  a 
shower  of  fine  snow  in  our  faces,  as  we  glided  over  the  path,  that  glis- 
tened in  the  light  of  a  full  moon ;  with  one  arm  encirding  her  waist,  I 
found  that  the  question  would  n't  pop ;  and  with  an  extra  kiss,  more 
than  ordinarily  emphatic,  I  concluded  to  wait  till  we  were  again  sealed 
on  the  old  setUe  before  the  fire.  It  was  three  o'clock  when  I  left  her 
at  her  father's  door. 

Delays  are  dangerous.  In  consequence  of  sickness  in  some  branch  of 
the  fioLmily,  I  had  no  opportunity  to  press  the  matter,  or  my  dear  Blvira 
either,  before  my  return  to  the  University.    But  I  promised  ^leedily  to 

ride  to  Danby  and  see  her,  or  to  C ,  where  she  was  to  make  a  visit. 

But  we  never  again  met.  A  single  month  only  after  my  departure,  she 
was  married  to  a  man  that  she  had  never  seen  at  that  tune —  atravel- 
ling  portrait-painter.  My  last  accounts  of  her  were  that  she  had  four- 
teen children  and  good  prospects  in  the  fiituro.  Fortunately  it  is  not 
my  l»ead  and  butter  that  fills  their  mouths. 

On  a  fiery  July  day,  when  the  Uiermometer  —  who  is  either  of  a  very 
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mercurial  temperament  or  of  a  spirited  dispodtiQii  —  gets  high  early  in 
the  morning,  and  in  the  warmth  of  his  passion  rages  thnnigh  ^e  nine- 
ties, and  is  meditating  suicide  hj  dashing  his  head  in  pieces,  sometimes 
▼ery  unexpectedly  he  finds  himself  cooled  down  from  Uood-heat  to  tem- 
perate and  hordering  upon  freezing.  Those  who  have  heen  in  love,  and, 
as  I  have  described,  like  parching  com  upon  the  fbmaoe,  all  ready  to 
pop,  can  understand  the  sensation  without  this  simile,  and  can  '  phansy 
my  pheelinks.'    Time  alone  can  console  me  for  such  a  misfortune. 

When  the  direful  cholera  is  swinging  his  death-scythe  through  onr 
midst,  and  leaving  heaps  of  the  slain  in  his  dreadfrd  swarth,  how  muoh 
consolation  do  we  obtain  from  the  wise  opinions  of  the  learned  faculty, 
that  the  disease  is  not  contagious,  but  epidemic  ?  One  would  suppose, 
from  the  previous  narration,  that  I  should  in  future  have  kept  out  of  the 
way  of  further  attacks  of  love-sickness.  But  what  was  the  use  when 
the  thing  was  not '  catching,'  if  I  was  *  pre-^ispoeed  t '  Itwasendemie 
where  I  was,  be  I  where  I  might.  I  took  it  epidemically  and  sporadic 
cbXLj.  I  had  it  by  vaccination  and  innoculation,  and  the  '  natural  way.' 
Like  the  fover^and-agne  of  the  West,  it  seemed  to  stay  in  my  system. 
It  was  not  unlike  this  disease  in  some  other  respects,  forthere  was  a  hot 
stage  and  a  subsequent  cold  one,  then  a  space  of  apparent  health ; 
these  identical  forms,  after  the  interval,  going  on  ^ust  ibe  same. 

It  was  many  years  anterior  to  what  we  have  written,  when  a  country 
achool-boy,  that  the  fever  first  set  my  heart  burning.  There  appeared 
one  summer  Sunday  mom  a  new  face  in  the  church :  a  straw-hat  and 
blue  ribbons  and  brown  lustrous  curls,  hanging  below  and  half^hiding 
theback.  It  was  all  that  appeared  above  tibe  pew-top.  <Do,me,sol!' 
uttered  the  chorister  through  his  nasal  organ,  as  a  starting-pitch  for  the 
choir,  and  up  rose  the  entire  audience  and  *  fkced  the  music,'  including 
the  stranger  in  the  straw-hat.  Not  even  the  thought  of  her  moist, 
clammy,  cold  hand,  or  the  fact  that  she  did  say  No,  &ially,  can  prevent 
my  thinking  with  interest  ujpon  that  charming  youthful  fisice.  Scarcely 
flxteen,  she  was  a  woman  m  appearance  and  in  feeling.  Her  eye  was 
like  the  morning  dew-drop  as  fint  kissed  by  the  rising  sun,  so  pure  and 
xesplendently  flashing  under  its  deeply-firinged  lid.  Theiy  were  the 
antipodes  of  Lethe's  waters;  for  who  once  bathed  in  their  radiance 
never  forgot.  She  was  one  *  where  every  god  had  seemed  to  set  his  seal 
to  give  assurance  of  a  perfect  woman.' 

Time,  that  brought  acquaintance  and  admiration  of  the  person,  but 
led  the  wav  to  respect  for  abilities  and  honor  for  the  character.  I  loved 
her ;  yes,  I  believe  I  did  love  her.    I  don't  believe  that  love  is  catch- 

ing,  for  if  so,  why  did  n't  she  take  it,  too  f    But  I  let  concealment 

Yrell,  if  I  let  it  &en,  I  will  let  it  alone  now.  K  she  wiu  young,  she 
was  not  so  young  as  I,  though  she  numbered  fewer  years. 

Time  sped,  and  after  getting  over  the  '  chills '  of  my  Elvira  fever, 
and  being  determined  to  have  a  wife,  if  I  took  my  friends,  and  thinking 
over  among  my  acquaintance  for  the  most  fitting  one,  I  remembered  one 
never  forgotten,  whom  I  had  not  seen  for  many  years.  Fbrsan  et  haee 
dim  meminUse  juvabU,  This  slight  impradence  brought  (m  the  fever 
anew,  and  I  determined  to  see  her  again ;  and  the  next  day  posted  off 
to  the  neighboring  city.    It  was  evening  when  I  approached  her  house. 
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I  had  previously  had  a  fine  dinner  at  the  T House,  the  first  veni- 

son  of  the  season.  I  saw  a  lady  enter  a  coach.  Conjecturing  that  it 
was  she,  I  determined  to  follow  it,  which  I  did,  to  the  theatre.  I  was 
not  mistaken.  She  was  accompanied  by  a  man  of  some  fifty  yeaxs^ 
who  had  recently  brought  back  his  yellow  skin  from  the  Indies. 
Melinda  Frances  must  have  been  thirty.  She  still  wore  her  curled  hair 
'  down  her  back,'  and  her  beauty  seemed  not  to  have  lost  by  time.  She 
did  not  notice  me ;  perhaps  knew  me  not,  for  time  had  turned  the 
smooth-cheeked  boy  into  a  man.  Inquiries  elicited  that,  though  having 
refused  many  ofieis,  she  was  still  single,  but  that  the  yellow  man  waa 
an  old  admirer  and  a  present  suitor. 

When  a  boy,  and  about  to  receive  a  whipping,  I  once  placed  a  book 
under  my  jacket,  and  another  somewhat  lower,  which  had  a  marvel- 
lous effect  in  giving  me  fortitude  sufficient  to  bear  the  castigation  in  a 
becoming  manner..  On  this  occasion,  remembering  the  old  dodge,  I 
determined  to  try  the  same,  and  to  receive  the  blow,  if  it  came,  miti- 
gated by  the  medium  of  Uncle  Sam.  I  therefore  immediately  returned 
home,  and  in  a  letter  of  some  length  introduced  my  business  in  a 
speedy  manner ;  told  her  the  duration  of  the  incubation  of  my  love  ; 
reminded  her  that  we  neither  were  as  young  as  we  once  were ;  my 
busLness  prospects — first-rate  on  paper ;  said  not  a  word  of  her  bank- 
director  papa ;  begged  for  a  speedy  answer,  and  posted  it  I  have  now 
before  me  the  hurried  copy,  scarcely  legible.  How  my  heart  beats  at 
the  perusal !  The  hopes  then  burning,  the  fears  long  smce  realised — 
why  is  my  breathing  now  restrained,  unless  I  did  love  her  ? 

She  was  no  coquette,  but  her  answer  was  ambiguous,  at  least  I  so 
eonceived  it,  and  like  a  drowning  man,  I  jumped  at  a  straw.  Her 
second  answer  I  thought  laughed  at  my  eagerness.  Still  she  com- 
menced, '  My  Dear .'     Gruel  thoughtlessness  !    After  the  lapse  of 

BO  many  years,  that  word  still  looks  Tantalus-like.  Two  damtily- 
written  notes  of  three  or  four  pages  I  Why  were  not  some  of  the  woxds 
spelt  incorrectly,  or  even  a  blot  or  erasure,  that  I  might  think,  per- 
chance, my  judgment  was  deceived  in  her !  She  should  not  have  vnit- 
ten  a  line,  far  less,  as  she  did.  She  should  have  told  her  cook,  vrith 
hands  reeking  with  onions,  to  inclose  in  a  yellow  envelope  the  word  No, 
torn  from  a  newspaper  vrith  ragged  edges,  sealed  virith  a  villainous  black 
wafer,  half-gushing  &om  under  the  edge,  that  not  an  idea  of  her  might 
remain  to  gall  a  sensitive  heart. 

In  my  heart  are  two  shrines  for  female  sainthood.  In  one  is  niched 
the  ever-dear  image  of  her  that  bore  me,  who  solaced  my  youthful 
griefs ;  but  who,  alas  I  could  not  receive  the  confidences  of  manhood  ia 
her  heavenly  resting-place.  In  the  other  stands  the  sanctified  image  of 
my  love,  dead  to  me,  though  she  still  walks  the  world,  embalmed  in  my 
memory,  gamered-up  as  a  type  of  female  loveliness  and  excellence — 
the  impersonation  of  purity  and  —  who  dares  call  her  an  old  maid  in 
my  hearing  ? 

To  solace  my  griefs,  I  visited  the  Old  World,  and  spent  a  vnnter  in 
Paris.  I  had  rooms  vrith  a  milliner ;  please  ask  no  questions.  One 
day  she  said  that  a  lady-customer  had  informed  her  that  a  friend  pur- 
poeed  giving  a  party  in  a  few  days,  but  that,  being  short  of  gentlemen. 
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had  lequested  her  to  invite  six ;  hut  alas !  she  knew  almost  none,  and 
inquired  of  my  hostess  if  she  coold  assist  her.  The  reply  was  that  she 
had  a  young  American ;  that  was  I.  '  Delightful  I  Foreigners  are  so 
distingttS.* 

*  Yes,  and  he  makes  such  charming  mistakes.  Last  week,  he  told 
the  servant  to  wash  his  tirairSj  meaning  his  calepons^  and  in  conse- 
quence had  his  hureau-drawers  washed,  instead  of  his  articles  of  doth* 
ing  I  Ha !  ha  1  And  when  I  was  ill,  on  the  night  of  Mdme.  B.'s  party, 
with  the  head-ache,  and  could  not  go,  when  he  entered,  on  the  inquiry, 
naturallv  enough,  where  I  was,  don't  you  think  he  said, '  MdUe.  est 

cuuxmchte^  meaning,  poor  fellow,  to  say,  Mdlle.  est  couchee,  Mr.  G 

inquired  whether  it  was  a  hoy  or  a  girl  I ' 

'  Oh !  do  ask  him.     Ho  is  just  the  person  ;  he  will  make  such  sport.' 

Thus  was  I  invited  to  the  party  of  Madame  T  ^^-.    There  was 

aome  little  manoeuvring  Aiecessary.     I  was  requested  to  invite  some  of 

my  countrymen,  which  I  did.    The  evening  previous  to  the  party, 

Monsieur  X ,  the  husband  of  my  hostess's  customer,  called  and 

'  was  introduced  to  me,  and  I  then  went  with  him  to  his  house  and  was 
introduced  to  his  wife  ;  and  the  next  evening  I  went  with  my  frienda 

to  the  party,  and  was  presented  to  Madame  T ;  then  presented 

my  friends^  and  we  sat  down  upon  a  sofa  together.  All  were  engaged 
in  dancing,  and  not  a  lady  was  left.  Soon  a  dame  of  nearly  forty,  in 
gorgeous  attire,  entered,  and  took  a  vacant  seat  by  my  side.  In  a  few 
moments  I  had  aaked  her  to  dance  the  next  polka  v^th  me,  was 
accepted,  and,  winking  to  my  firiends,  moved  away.  Taking  the  hint, 
in  a  similar  manner  one  after  another  repeated  the  exercise ;  and  the 
lady,  in  less  than  as  many  minutes,  fimnd  herself  engaged  for  the  four 
next  dances.  Who  she  was,  we  knew  not,  and  she  knew  as  little  of 
us.  We  had,  it  seemed,  beoi  introduced  pretty  thoroughly  at  first,  so 
needed  no  subsequent  ones.  Well,  the  dances  were  danced,  and  we  saw 
no  more  of  the  lady.  A  week  after,  I  and  one  friend  only  received  a 
written  invitation  to  a  party  on  the  Boulevard  Possonaire  ;  went,  and 
found  it  was  our  dancer  of  the  previous  evening.  She  introduced  to 
me  her  daughter  of  eighteen  years  ;  by  all  odds  tiie  prettiest  girl  I  had 
seen  in  Paris,  and  during  the  evening,  I  danced  three  or  four  times  vrith 
her.     A  few  days  afler,  how  was  I  aataniBhed<to  receive  a  formal  ofier 

of  the  hand  of  Mdlle.  Eugenie  T ,  only  a  fortnight  out  of  the  oon- 

Tent,  where  her  youth  had  been  spent,  and  a  dowry  of  two  hundred 
thousand  francs.  She  was  the  beauty  of  the  ball,  the  daughter  of  the 
owner  of  a  celebrated  caf6  restaurant,  well  knovm  in  that  locality. 
But  my  destiny  was  not  yet  accomplished. 

^  One  good  efiect  result^.  A  semi-oblivion  shrouded  my  past  griefs, 
imd  I  found  that  foreign  air  was  no  longer  necessary  as  a  stimulus  for 
a  mind  diseased.  Soon  after  I  seemed  to  be  ruiming  the  gauntlet  through 
rovirs  of  ladies,  each  iftith  some  potent  charm  raised  in  a  threatening 
attitude  against  my  hebrt.  Every  one  seemed  armed,  and  those  with- 
out the  natural  armament  spoken  of  appeared  in  the  ranks  with  bor- 
rowed locks,  teeth,  and  other  articles,  to  appear  equipped  as  the  law 
directs.     The  most  formidable  were  a  Califomia  vndow,  and  a  lady 
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with  a  husband  languishing  in  a  consomption.  *  Hedging '  in  matrimony 
wteroB  rather  small  business. 

Having  gone  so  long  tmseathed  by  any  death-dealing  ball  —  the 
flesh-wounds  of  former  encounteis  being  healed  — it  came  at  last  Itf- 
ten  to  my  sad  narrative  : 

It  was  a  ball»  sure  enough,  given  in  celebration  of  the  finwhing  of 
the  education  of  sundry  and  divers  young  ladies,  who  at  that  time  were 
let  loose  upon  the  troubled  world,  after  having  for  a  longer  or  a  shorter 
term  of  years  daily  ridden  in  a  collecting  and  distributing  omnibas  from 

the  residences  of  their  respective  parents  to  the  house  of  Mme. , 

extra  finisher  and  clear^starcher  of  young  ladies.  (The  pfublisher  re- 
spectfully states  that  the  name  and  address  of  any  respectable  estab- 
lishment will  be  here  inserted  in  subsequent  editions,  for  the  sum  of  five 
dollars  per  line  for  each  edition,  and  an  explanatory  and  inflammatoiy 
foot-note  appended,  of  any  reasonable  length,  for  the  farther  som  ^ 
twenty-five  dollars. 

I  always  looked  upon  balls  as  a  sort  of  bazar,  where  were  collected 
a  great  variety  of  marriageable  wares — sometimes  indeed  preeent  par-  * 
ticiples  worn  —  where  every  article  was  hdid  up  to  view  in  the  best 
attitude,  and  in  its  most  appropriate  light.  I  had  long  known  the 
tricks  of  jockeys,  and  preferred  to  see  my  animal  before  hemg  harnessed, 
unchecked  and  uncurled,  where  Nature  might  show  itself,  rather  than 
when  led  out  by  a  knowi:*g  one,  and  '  put  through  its  paces '  in  an  art^ 
istic  manner.  The  reader  will  pardon  my  comparison,  indnced  by  an 
'^up-town  aristocracy,  ex-green-grocer  lady\  expresrive  nomenclatnre  of 
her  daughter  after  tiie  latest  French  classiJBcation,  founded  on  the  fact 
of  a  week's  stopping  at  Meurice's,  in  Paris,  during  their  nx  weete'  tonr 
in  France,  Switzerland,  Italy,  Germany,  Belgium,  and  Bngland.  If 
she  had  not  designated  her  child  as  a '  bel-le  fil-le '  in  her  attempts  at 
afiiliation,  my  sunile  would  never  have  existed. 

I  have  arrived  at  this  late  period  in  my  adventores  without  gtwmg 
you  any  description  of  myself,  which  very  satisfactorily  proves  of  how 
little  importance  it  is  ;  but  one  particular  is  absolutely  necessary  to  be 
told.  My  inches  number;  inclumng  boot-heels,  exactly  sixty-three  and 
seven-eighths.  Well,  at  this  party,  my  quizzical  friend  P mali- 
ciously introduced  me  <o  Hiss  Bertha  Maiden,  whose  conghitinated 
inches,  virithout  boot-heels,  not  then  fashionable,  were  in  the  aggregate 
seventy-t^  and  a  fraction.  Miss  Bertha  was  in  other  respects 
a  slim  individual,  dressed  in  a  tight-^tting  black  velvet.  Ha  face  was 
rather  pretty,  of  the  petite  order.  At  a  ball,  one  must  dance,  and,  in 
consequence,  I  invited  her  to  jmn  in  the  polka,  and  away  hopped  8)xty- 
two  and  seven-eighths  inches  in  tow  of  seventy-two  inches ;  and  tltatas 
the  long  and  the  short  of  the  story,  as  far  as  that  evening  was  eoBh 

cemed,  save  and  except  the  laugh  of  P and  other  friends  at  my 

expense,  and  an  introduction  to  Augusta,  Bertha's  smaller  sister,  whose 
intelligent  countenance,  radiant  wiUi  excitement,  had  drawn  my  atten- 
tion during  the  whole  of  the  previous  evening.  Augusta  posKssed 
grace  and  beauty  of  that  Oriental  type  supposed  to  be  almost  fabuloiB, 
whidi  is  pictured  as  characterizing  Hie  daughters  of  the  East.    Such 
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g^onous  daik  eyes,  softly  beMning  from  between  her  long  eurrisg  ladi, 
beneath  abroW  like  iyoiy !  This  was  the  chaim  conspicuons  in  the 
constellation  that  conspired  to  make  up  the  entity.  We  danced  more 
than  once,  and  parted.  Some  months  after  we  again  met.  There  was 
that  same  sweetness  of  expression  that  so  pleased  me,  bat  I  thought 
there  was  a  look  of  weakness  in  it !  Her  ooayenuition  was  not  saffi- 
ciently  firee  to  give  me  an  idea  of  her  mind. 

I  called  to  see  her.  The  tall  sister  I  Ibnnd  was  '  spokenfiir;'  butso 
many  beanx  thronged  the  honse,  that  I  never  once  got  an  opportunity  to 
peep  behind  the  cnrtain  of  reserve  that  concealed  her  inner  self  £lom 
my  gaze. 

One  scorching  day,  in  the  course  of  the  succeeding  sommer,  I  sat, 
endeavozing  to  think  of  some  effectual  way  of  forgetting  the  heat,  and 
finally  concluded  to  write  a  note  to  Augusta,  and  blame  her  for  not 
attending  church  the  last  Sabbath  afternoon,  as  she  had  agreed,  not- 
withstanding the  ihunder«hower.  I  thought  that  I  would,  by  a  long 
prdude,  cause  her  to  wonder  what  the  letter  was  about,  till  the  closing 
sentoice  or  a  subseqpient  postscript  might  unfold  the  mystery.  As  you 
iifill  see,  the  latter  was  forgotten,  and  the  letter  which  eveirtuated  was 
as  follows : 

'Mt  Dsis  ICtss  A— *- :  It  is  pretty  well,  is  it  not,  to  comihence 
"With  an  impertinence  ?  But  the  thing  is  done,  and  now  I  'U  stick  to  it. 
I  '11  profess  Ctuakerism ;  fi>r  they,  the  Friends,  are  allowed  to  do  what 
they  please,  say  what  they  wish,  with  the  sole  penalty  of  adhering  to 

it.    This  I  am  willing  to  do.    So just  to  prove  that  I  ain't  a£ud, 

I  '11  repeat.  My  dear  Augusta :  I  commenced  this  note  with  the  inten- 
tion (I  presume  youknow  very  well  with  what  intention,  and  if  you 
don't,  you  must  be  well  tired  out  in  waitbg  '  for  to  disciver'  what  my 
intentions  are,  especially  when  it  is  a  matter  of  some  doubt  how  many 
pages  more  it  will  be  necessary  to  read  befere  coming  to  the  point. 
Some  say  that  delays  are  dangerous,  and  others  that but  no  mat- 
ter ;  you'll  find  it  all  in  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  or  somewhere  else. 
Why,  therefore,  should  I  be  spending  the  time  in  writing  you  what  you 
either  already  know,  or  don't  wish  to  learn,  evinced  l^  your  not  hav- 
ing searched  where  yon  might  have  found  it  all,  and  probably  much 
more?' 

'  Let 's  commence  again,  now,  all  fair.  My  dear  Miss  Augusta,  do  n*t 
be  in  a  fluster,  that  I  had  the  intention,  as  I  Ve  already  made  mention, 
to  tell  you  the  why — and  I  came  very  nigh  letting  the  thing  out,  when 
I  first  set  about  mending  my  pen ;  and  after  that,  when  I  stuck  it  in 
th^  ink,  and  thought  fi>r  to  think. 

* '  Kow,  8iir«l7,  was  ever  a  feUofir  so  rexed  in  his  life. 
Except  witn  that  horrible  person  what  'b  called  a  wife  ? 
I  We  nad  the  thing  twice  on  m j  tongue  all  readj  to  pop  out, 
Bat  it  'b  down  the  wrong  waj  and  nerer  has  got  ont' 

'  Now  I  beseech  you,  dear  lady,  by  all  the  things  that  were  ever 
beseeohed  by,  don't  be  in  a  passion.  Keep  cool,  if  the  thermometer 
is  at  eighty.   '  Don't  let  your  angry  passions  rise  :  my  little  hands'  are 
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busy  'writing  something  which  yon  can  scarcely  read  with  your  eyes. 
However,  I  '11  try  again,  and  haire  a  fair  page  for  a  fairy  peiBoa  to  — 
what  ?    Here  goes  :  'A  fair  field  and  no  utTors.' 

'  My  dear  Miiss  Augusta  : 

'  There,  that  looks  well ;  something  like  a  commencement,  only  I 
do  n*t  quite  like  the  name.  The  Augusta  is  very  fine,  but  the  handle 
to  it  —  Miss  —  decidedly  in  bad  taste.  Fortunately,  every  thing  in 
this  world  is  transitory,  and  this  mundane  sphere  must  pass  away,  and 
what  I  object  to  is  changeable. 

'  Well,  that  is  all  true,  now  that  —  now  that  I  think  of  it. 

'  But  one  does  not  generally  put  on  one  coat  over  another,  and  theie 
is  a  time  when  having  taken  ofi*  the  old,  one  stands  undecided  —  that 
is,  if  the  poor  devil  has  more  than  one —  which  to  choose,  the  black  ot 
the  gray. 

'  If  we  should  act  thus  with  this  name' of  yours,  should  take  off* the 
great-coat,  the  jacket,  and  let  it  stand,  so  to  speak  —  and  I  desire  above 
all  things  to  be  delicate,  and  modest,  and  decorous,  and  polite,  and  exx- 

rect,  and  but,  as  one  cannot  get  half  what  they  wish,  it 's  no  nae 

saying  more  than  half;  and  therefore  I  '11  return  to  tiie  third  line  back, 
the  ^ne  under  my  finger. 

'  Having  taken  off  the  outer  garments,  we  '11  come  back  to  what  has 
before  been  '  hidden,  but  now  revealed,'  and  the  name  stands  out  in  its 
shirt-sleeves;  and  now  I  think  I've  really  got  a-going.  Here  is 
the  result  of  our  disrobing  and  unveloping.  My  dear  Ai^gnsfca :  Even 
now  this  does  not  seem  right.  As  a  man  of  conscience  and  probity,  I 
canH  go  on  in  error,  at  least  in  uncertainty.  That  adjective-pro- 
noun? The  laws  of  meum  and  tunm  were  made  long  before  those  c^ 
Lycurgus  or  Moses,  and  thero  is  such  a  thing  as  stealiog  I 

'  Now  this  sheet  is  not  half  large  enough  for  me  to  say  how  glad  I 

should  be  to  be  able  to  say  *  My ,'  and  therefore  I  wo  n't  try  to  say 

it.  One  should  stick  to  the  truth.  What  a  pity  this 'My'  wasn't 
truth !    The  adhesion  would  be 

'  It  is  not  yet  known  how  much  ozone  there  is  in  the  atmosphere ;  and 
yet  it  is  known  to  exist  in  it.  Now,  till  that  question  is  settled,  how 
can  you  escpect  me  to  say,  ignorant  as  I  am,  whether  adhesion  is  part 
of  me,  or  in  me,  or  around  me,  or  of  which  I  am  in  any  way  possessed ; 
how  can  you  expect  me  to  say  how  much  I  have  ?  It  is  evidently  ab- 
surd ;  therefore  I  '11  go  on  with  all  the  truth  I  can  muster,  and  with  all 
sincerity. 

'  Dear  Augusta  :  (that's  correct :) 

'  When  I  commenced,  I  thought,  or  really  had  something  to  say  to 
to  you.  Whether  I  've  said  it  I  know  not,  but  I  am  very  certain  that  I 
have  no  room  to  say  any  thing  more,  and  scareely  that,  squeezsed  down 
as  I  ani  in  a  comer.  Still,  I  can  yet  say  that,  hot  as  it  is,  I  am  truly 
your  friend.' 

This  letter  was  considered,  as  events  and  time  have  shown,  to  have 
a  rather  dubious  signification,  though  I  had  written  more  as  a  matter 
of  sport  than  any  thing  else ;  certainly  with  no  especial  desigiL  of  an 
amatory  character. 
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A  week  elapsed  before  it  was  determined  in  what  manner  it  should 
be  received,  and  then  it  was  resolved  to  meet  innuendo  by  innuendo,  and 
what  was  dubious  by  what  was  equally  doubtRil.  You  shall  see  the 
result  in  the  following  letter  : 

*Mond«tif  mwittng^  Aug.  Ml 

'  My  deab.  Friend  :  Do  I  presume  ?  I  think  not ;  for  have  I  not 
your  warrant  that  such  you  are,  or  at  least  were  ?  But  then  the  tem- 
perature was  some  degrees  warmer  than  at  present^  and  may  not  the 
ardor  of  your  friendship  have  abated  proportionally  ?  But  I  will  not 
think  so.  I  will  not  judge  your  friend^p  thermometrically,  for  then  — 
oh !  how  I  should  dread  winter  ?  Zero !  —  terrible  I  It  gives  me  a 
chill  to  think  of  it,  and  so  I  will  dismiss  it ;  for  I  was  ever  averse  to 
frosty  weather,  frosty  people,  or  firost  in  any  thing  excepting  cream ; 
that  being  the  only  frozen  substance  I  ever  found  at  all  tolerable,  owing 
probably  to  its  unsubstantial  quality  or  quantity,  I  do  n't  know  whidi ; 
but  still,  rather  more  I  presume  from  its  dissoluble  properties,  it  being 
the  only  thing  that  ever  had  the  grace  to  melt  in  my  presence. 

'  But  I  believe  I  am  digressing,  and  I  fear  I  have  receded  too  far  from 
my  subject — that  is,  if  I  had  one  —  ever  to  overtake  it.  But  no  matter. 
I  think  it  was  a  cold  one :  it  must  have  been  friendship.  Whew  !  it 
has  almost  frozen  my  fingers  while  writing  it ;  and  so  I  shall  let  it 
alone  until  it  thaws  ;  and,  although  sometimes  '  delays  are  dangerous,' 
I  do  n't  intend  to  wait  till  it  all  evaporates,  but  obtain  the  essence  if 
possible  before  exhaling,  and  by  some  alchemical  process  of  distillation, 
to  extract  —  what?  Ah!  the  spirits!  —  of  what?  the  spirits  of  friend- 
ship ?  Why,  who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  ?  I  must  be  getting 
transcendental,  or  else  really  spiritual,  so  I  will  leave  it  awhile  prepar- 
atbxy  to  its  transmutation. 

*  1  have  an  idea  that  when  I  commenced  scribbling  I  had  a  qaestioni 
to  ask,  and  think  it  was  this  :  What  penalty,  Doctor,  do  you  think  « 
physician  would  merit  who,  calling  upon  a  person  unsolicited,  findiof^ 
him  apparently  satisfied  of  the  h^thy  state  of  each  limb,  and  ako 
confident  that  not  more  than  the  ordinary  complement  has  fallen  to  his 
lot,  and  of  which  the  physician  is  also  cognizable ;  and  yet  who,  with- 
out so  much  as  asking  leave,  ruthlessly  proceeds  to  lop  ofi*  each  mem- 
ber, until  the  poor  trunk  is  left  unsupported  ;  merely  because,  fi>reooth, 
they  did  not  please  his  fastidious  fancy,  and  that  too  without  the  power 
or  will  even  of  substituting  others?  Why,  I  think  it,  and  so  must  you, 
the  most  wanton  piece  of  barbarity  ever  heard  of.  And  yet,  can  you 
believe  it  possible  that  in  this  civilized  country  there  is  a  physician  (one, 
too,  who  professes  to  be  my  friend)  that  has  been  guilty  of  a  pandlel 
cruelty  to  me  ?  Though  I  must  confess  the  injury  to  be  a  nominal  one, 
yet  in  this  instance  it  is  none  the  less  real  for  that,  or  less  culpable 
either ;  inasmuch  as  he  has  had  the  inhumanity  to  sever  the  most  im- 
portant, and  distinguishing,  and  indispensable  appendix  to  my  name, 
because  he  did  not  like  it ;  thus  leaving  me,  comparatively,  as  badly 
off  as  that  mutilated  patient,  with  but  this  inmgnificant  appellation  — 
Augusta.    Too  bad,  is  it  not  ? 

'  But  I  am  determined  to  have  the  wrong  zedroflted,  and,  in  lieu,  have 
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<W  I  iancy  more»  or  else  legain  the  one  I  have  lost,  whichi  m  candor, 
n^  most  probably  to  Your  friend  still 

'Always  remain,        Maidetu^ 

This  i^  an  answer,  dear  reader,  that  jumped  with  my  fancy,  and  I 
jumped  with  joy  on  its  reception.  Surely  that  girl  is  worth  ]aiowi]]§r. 
There  is  somethmg  there  not  every  day  seen  — wit  as  well  as  beauty  ! 
She  is  fully  up  to  the  mark.  Handles  the  pen  in  a  masterly  manner. 
I  was  always  partial  to  beautiful  chirography,  especially  of  a  feminine 
stamp.  And  here,  too,  were  gracefid  sentences,  choice  words,  and 
pretty  conceits.  Such  skillful  parries,  dexterous  lunges,  yet  still  keep- 
ing herself  well  in  guard.  I  must  acknowledge  myself  hit.  Cixpid« 
you  scamp  I  you  showed  but  the  feather  of  your  dart  avA  kept  concealed 
its  barbed  point. 

I  never  saw  any  weakness  of  mind  in  that  face  after  this  letter.  Per- 
fect ^mmetry  gives  this  idea.  The  strength  of  the  leopard  is  feigotteii 
when  noticing  his  graceful  outline  and  easy  carriage. 

As  may  be  imagined,  I  speedily  answered  the  above  epistle ;  but  the 
sentiments  which  animated  me  when  writing  it  were  far  different  firam 
those  which  I  had  felt  when,  as  a  relief  from  ennui,  I  had  concocted 
the  former.  Several  passages  might  now  be  omitted  oould  they  be 
spared  without  marring. 

*  BzASL  AxFGUBTA :  Certainly  I  and  not  already  in  enar.  No !  Thai 
was  definitelv  settled  in  yonr — no,  my  last.  Therefore  I  may  go  on 
without  any  hesitation.  But  why  go  on  ?  "What  more  is  to  be  said  I 
These  two  words  seem  to  sum  up  the  whole  matter.  Yet  theie  is  a  vote 
of  thanks  due  for  a  most  dainty  and  delectable  epistle  that  came  with 
'  gieat  speed '  to  my  dwelling,  or  perhaps,  which  may  be  in  better  taste, 
an  expression  of  the  sentiments  which  its  reception  created.  But  why 
attempt  that  which  is  sure  to  prove  a  failure  ?    Better  far  talk  of 

'  The  v^  little  one  consults  the  happiness  of  one's  friends  or  asaocH 
atas  I  This  would  be  made  manifest  to  you  oould  you  hear  the  ear- 
pieroing  voice  which  for  several  days  has  been  ftxeTrased  in  a  neighbor- 
ing house  upon  poor  Casta  Diva.  But  this  is  a  sin  of  oommiasioa. 
One  of  neglect  could  be  adduced,  if  necessary,  in  the  neglect  to  infenn 
a  &iead  of  any  '  ha]^y  event '  that  was  about  to  occur,*  and  thus  de- 
priving one  of  the  pleasure  of  witnessing  it.  Do  you  like  wedding- 
cake  ? 

'But  fer  something  a  trifle  serieoft.  I  have  spent  some  of  my  leifime 
in  reading  Macaulay*s  History,  about  which  such  m  ado  is  just  now 
being  made.  It  is  truly  quite  interesting.  It  seems  to  be  a  tale 
'  founded  on  fi^ ; '  any  tlung  rather  than  a  stupid  history  such  as  we 
have  been  made  to  bdieve  by  all  werks  anterior  to  this  that  such  com- 
pilations miKt  be.  It  only  proves  one  thing,  one  that  I  have  vainly 
endeavored  to  make  my  fioends  believe,  but  one  whioh  the  wmrld  la 
beginning  now  to  credit,  namely,  that  dullness  and  stapadity  are  not 

*  TtepflnlB  manlttge  of  kcr  abtir  Bbrbiu 
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reqnisttes  for  or  indicative  of  wiBdom.  Peiliaps  yoa  may  liave  seen  a 
newspaper  paragraph  whicli  states,  the  gravest  bird  was  an  owl,  and 
the  most  sedate  ammal  an  ass.  If  yon  have  n't,  you  may ;  if  yon  do  n't, 
it 's  no  matter ;  if  yon  did  —  then  what  I 

'  A  pretty  character  Macanlay  gives  to  Ihe  gteat  men  of  olden  tima 
According  to  him,  there  is  not  one,  scarcely,  that  is  not  execrable ; 
even  poor  Penn  is  made  out  to  he  a  worldling  and  a  man  devoid  of 
principles.  This  is  pos&nmons  reputation  —  that  which  so  many  seek 
for,  and  ardently  aqiire  to.  The  Lobd  deliver  ns  from  it !  I  shouU 
he  glad  to  compromise,  to  have  a  little  expectation  while  living,  and  to 
he  forgotten  before  the  grass  grows  green  over  my  head. 

'  How  illy  an  historian  is  able  to  judge  the  characters  of  the  great 
personages  in  life's  drama  I  Certain  wrong  acts  —  as  events  have 
shown  tiiem  to  have  been — have  been  committed  by  a  person,  and  the 
writer  at  once  makes  the  reputation  of  the  doer  for  eternity.  Hence- 
forth his  character  is  infamous.  The  vnriter  can  see  only  the  event  and 
its  consequences,  but  the  intention,  whidh  is  the  only  proof  of  the  moral 
diaracter,  is  hidden. 

*  Now,  the  point  of  all  this  tirade  about  history,  and  great  men,  and 
writers,  is  this  —  if  you  don't  see  the  relation,  I  exceedingly  r^ret  it  — 
that  the  intention  is  to  be  looked  at  in  dl  things,  and  actions  should 
be  judged  by  them  only.  You  should  first  find  out  my  intentions — to 
make  the  matter  personal  —  I  trust  I  do  n't  make  it  imp-personal  — 
and  thenybu  can  judge.  Now,  my  intentions  were,  when  I  sat  down  to 
write  this  note,  to  make  it  interesting ;  whether  it  is  so  or  not,  should  he 
judged  by  those  intentions.  You  imdorstand  the  '  p'int,'  if  you  do  n't 
appreciate  the  logic  f    (Turn  over.^ 

' '  Tum-oven^'  when  stufied  with  apple,  vsed  to  be  considered  quite 
good  to  my  boyish  taste,  but  I  am  a&iud  that  a  more  critical  taste  will 
find  them  otherwise. 

'  I  have  arrived  at  the  last  page,  and  am  well  cramped  up  for  room, 
as  you  see,  and  have  not  succeeded  in  seizing  upon — was  it  the  real- 
ity or  the  idea!  —  the  '  fsginto  of  friendship'  which  you  forwarded  in 
youiB.  I  am  really  afraid  that,  from  its  exoeedingly  volatile  character, 
it  may  entirely  escape  me !  This  is  the  more  probable  as  it  is  com- 
posed of  such  subtle  qualities,  that  one  might  possess  it,  and  be  ignor- 
ant not  only  of  its  value,  but  even  of  his  good[fortone  itself.  I  am 
inclined  to  think  that  it  is  but  another  name  for  ozone,  though  I  never 
heard  of  any  one's  dying  in  consequence ;  not  even  Damon  or  Pythias, 
who  are  said  to  have  taken  it  the  same  way.  I  am  tempted  to  believe 
that  it  is  only  a  ghost  in  which  school-girls  are  apt  to  trust,  but  which, 
when  older,  is  perceived  to  be  a  mere  ddusion.  It  is  a  mere  diadow ; 
well,  if  it  is  a  shadow,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  there  is  a 
sobstance  which  causes  it.  True,  there  is  that  difficulty  i^ainst  ibt 
sapposition.  No ;  I  have  it.  The  country  is  safe !  FnendiBhip  is 
the  shadow  of  Love.  The  spirit  of  Friend^p  must  be  Love  itsdf ; 
the  only  spirit  oonneeted  therewith ;  an  ardent  spirit  that  stupefies  the 
head  and  warms  the  heart.  Shadows  are  cold,  and  no  wonder  yout 
fingers  are  chilled.  But  you  are  not  the  first,  that  neglecting  the  sub- 
stance, has  sought  the  shadow.    Now,  I  trust  that  you  will  learn  by 
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expeiieace,  and  will  now  mind  what  you  take  hold  of;  so  don*t  bam 
your  fingers. 

*  You  know  how  fond  people  are  of  giving  advice !  I  am  so  delighted 
at  having  the  opportunity,  that  with  it  I  must  leave  oW,  I  might  give 
you  as  another  reason,  tlutt  the  lady  who  infonned  me  that  it  was  time 
to  go,  might  also  say  it  was  time  to  stop. 

*  Truly  your  friend/ 

This  was  considered,  as  I  afterward  learnt,  to  he  pui^ing  the  matter 
a  little  too  far,  and  no  response  followed.  Several  weeks  elapsed  with- 
out reply  or  any  allusion  made  to  the  existence  of  any  correspondence 
hetween  us,  al^ough  we  frequently  met.  At  the  end  of  that  period, 
an  invitation  from  Augusta  to  join  some  friends  upon  a  party  (^ 
pleasure,  gave  an  opportunity  to  her  for  an  allusion  to  the  still  nnao- 
sweied  note. 

From  this  period  we  were  upon  terms  of  intimacy ;  scarcely  an 
evening  hut  found  us  together,  and  time  showed  new  charms  and  new 
excellencies.  I  never  lost  the  impression  that  these  early  letters  made. 
The  ability  that  was  so  evident  in  them,  I  considered  far  more  valu&Ue 
t^an  the  acknowledged  charms  which  had  rendered  their  fair  poesesaor 
a  belle  of  the  ward  in  which  she  dwelt. 

Semi-weekly  visits  were  interspersed  with  day  engagements,  and 
rapidly  growing  more  and  more  protracted. 

One  eveniog  a  young  man — certainly  not  very  old — might  have 

been  seen  about  one  o'clock,  standing  on  tiie  comer  of  a  street  in  this 

city,  engaged  in  writing  by  the  dim  flicker  of  a  street-lamp.    If  one 

looked  over  his  shoulder,  he  might  read,  if  the  writing  was  l^ble,  ibe 

following  lines : 

'  Tkb  word  U  spoken.    Now  for  ever, 

E^er  to  mj  neart  she's  boand ; 
And  naught  can  come  on  earth  to  terer, 
The  cluhin  so  stronglj  thrown  around. 

*  And  rolling  jeara  shall  come  to  test 

The  bonds  thus  forged  on  hish ; 
But  Time  shall  only  find  them  blest, 
And  harmless  pass  them  by. 

*  From  Fribndship*s  sterling  ore. 

That  precious  chain  was  riven ; 
True  Mbrit  formed  the  links ; 
Love  rivets  them  in  heaven.' 

I  can  testify  that  this  young  man  arrived  home  safe  that  night,  doubt 
it  who  may. 

A  few  months  elapsed,  and  if  our  love  did  not  grow  warmer,  the 
weather  did.  I  have  a  dim  remembrance  of  a  few  friends  collected  in 
a  parlor,  a  few  tears,  and  cake,  and  wine,  and  a  minister ;  a  short 
silence ;  the  corns  impzessed  by  the  light  patent-leather,  seemed  to 
throb  audibly ;  then  we  were  put  into  a  carriage  and  hustled  out  of 
the  city,  The  thermometer  during  the  week  foUowing,  was  not  for  a 
moment  lower  than  ninety-five,  and  soared  even  to  one  hundred  and 
two.  I  do  not  know  that  there  is  any  thing  interesting  in  this,  but  I 
mention  it. 
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Yean  have  pasBod  away ;  I  have  written  no  more  poetry ;  even  this 
has  been  so  long  written,  that  till  this  last  postscript,  the  pale  ink  will 
scaicely  permit  it  to  be  read:  my  epistolary  communicationB  are 
principally  confined  to  transmitting  my  yearly  bills.  In  fact,  I  think 
yon  woald  scarcely  know  yonr  young  doctor  of  so  many  years  ago ;  bnt 
if  yon  will  come  and  flee  me,  I  \nll  show  you  my  babies ;  one  has 
just  put  his  finger  in  my  inkstand. 

The  aphorism  with  which  this  narratiTe  is  commenced,  I  haye 
feund  to  be  true.  The  reason  is,  that  a  wife  and  family  is  a  balance- 
wheel,  restraining  the  impetuosity  of  youth,  preventing  excesses,  and 
enablhig  the  foroe  of  manhood  to  be  directed  to  some  usefiil  result 
To  a  physician,  matrimony  is  particularly  essential  to  success.  It 
keeps  him  where  a  doctor  should  always  be  found  —  at  home.     a.  k.  ow 
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At  last  thou  'st  found  a  hayen.    Many  a  year 
Has  passed  since  first  thy  Tenturing  foot-steps  trod 
The  stately  yesseFB  deck,  and  thy  blue  eye 
Looked  with  a  sailor's  love  on  rope  and  spar, 
And  in  the  gush  of  boyhood's  mantling  pride 
Thou  call^dst  the  safely-bulwarked  craft  thy  home, 
And  smiled  with  joy  to  see  the  crested  wave 
Oome  bounding  wildly  o*er  yon  dreary  waste, 
And  melt  in  foam  at  thy  good  vessel's  side. 

And  thus,  too,  hast  thou  dared  Life's  troubled  sea, 

And  breakers  dashed  around  thee.    Once  't  was  smooth, 

And  summer  suns  and  summer  gales^  as  soft 

As  the  blight  seraphs'  whispers,  wanned  and  fanned 

Thy  early  venture  on  Life's  changing  wave ; 

And  the  good  angel  of  a  sister's  love 

Did  pilot's  duty,  and  a  mother's  prayers. 

Like  the  ftaQ  helm,  unseen,  but  not  unfelt, 

At  danger's  menace  turned  the  trembling  craft, 

And  fixed  its  course  again  '  a-port '  toward  heaven. 

There  hast  thou  moored  at  last    Its  cloudless  skies 

And  gales  of  balm  celestial  thine.    How  strange, 

Athwart  Life's  varying  tide  to  turn  him  back, 

And  learn  the  guiding  of  the  unseen  Hand, 

That  leads  Life's  voyager  safe  into  port  — 

To  own  th'  unerring  pilot 

Fbre  thee  well! 
And  she  who  struggled  'gainst  the  tide  with  thee ; 
And  dear  ones,  whose  young  Ups  have  barely  kissed 
Life's  changeful  ripples ;  they  who  shared  with  thee 
A  sailor's  trials ;  we  who  mourn  a  friend 
CSalled  to  that  vast  unknown  that  all  must  tread; 
When  the  last  sands  shall  smk  beneath  our  feet, 
Oh  I  may  our  trembling  hope  be  anchored  then 
Upon  the  Kock  of  Ages  1  Fare  thee  well  1 
Bi^l»,  (M  y^)  Jimitarv  iS.  ISM. 

*  Laxb  Ekis. 
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T  WAS  in  the  ereniBg  of  the  year, 

When  the  wood-iyy  gUnmiered  red, 
And  listening  hearts  might  almost  hear 
What  Silence  said. 

T  was  in  the  evening  of  the  dagr, 

When  tiie  warm  earth  and  slrf  were  Ueiii 
And  gentle  breeses  died  away 
Ainng  the  finnamsnt: 

Beside  a  river's  bank  I  mused, 

Hy  heart  was  like  the  dreary  shore ; 
Was  like  the  stream  that  shore  refhsed, 
That  loved  no  more. 

T  is  tnie  that  here  and  there  a  beam 

i^m  some  oold  star  came  glittering  forth, 
And  gemmed  the  strand  and  gemmed  the  streaxs, 
But  cold  and  little  worth. 

Ah  I  had  some  breeze  but  waved  its  wand, , 

But  touched  the  river's  toipid  tide, 

Perchance  that  lone,  indifferent  strand 

Had  kissed  its  bride. 

The  silent  shore,  the  silent  river, 

Idke  unmoved  hearts,  lay  oalmly  there ; 
While  in  the  sky  there  lived  as  ever 

The  beating  pulse,  the  quickening  air ; 
The  quickening  air,  that  could  inspire 

The  mute  and  moveless  tide  again. 
And  stir  those  cold  sands  with  a  fire 
Like  lava  rain. 

Cold  as  that  shoie,  eold  as  that  wave^ 
I  wandered  in  the  breeeeUai  tof^ 
When  Memory's  ghost,  as  from  a  grave, 
Game  dothed  in  \ight 

I  thought  of  thee,  long  absent,  lost, 
Lost  in  the  dim  and  silent  years; 
And  only  seen  but  through  the  frost, 
The  mist-frost  of  my  tears. 

The  air  that  stirs,  the  air  that  breathes, 

O'er  earth,  from  heaven's  eternal  shrine, 
Had  stirred  amid  love's  withering  wreath, 
And  love  was  mine. 

Ko  more  by  that  still  stream  I  mused ; 

No  more  with  pulseless  heart  I  strove 
To  win  the  love  that  life  refused. 
For  God  had  given  love. 

H.  J.  Bust. 
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BT     OnARlKS     ▲.     XirVOBS. 

GioEBo,  m  liu  q^aM  dialogues  oonceiiHiig  cratoiy,  mdceB  iStm 
remaik :  '  Laughter,  what  H  may  he,  how  osofled,  where  it  is,  wheaee 
it  springs  and  bo  Baddeoly  hredks  out  that,  ihoogh  deaiam,  we  aie 
vnahle  to  restrain  it,  and  in  what  manner  it  at  ^e  same  time  do^  peaseai 
the  sides,  mouth,  yeins,  countenance,  eyes,  let  Bemecritns  detemime ; 
fm  it  doth  not  pertain  to  this  discourse ;  and  erven  if  it  did,  I  am  not 
ashamed  to  conlbss  my  ignoranoe,  since  even  those  do  net  know  iffho 
profess  to*  If  ^e  wenb  of  the  orator  and  phiksqpher  are  to  he 
heeded,  then  is  all  investigation  iqpon  ^ns  suhject  useless,  since  the 
ancients  hefoie  him  had  giren  it  muoh  consideration,  and  had  aimed  to 
no  conclusion  whioh  to  his  mind  was  d^nite.  Tet  erven  in  these  ftw 
lines  he  seems  to  throw  some  light  upon  the  suhject ;  fer  he  recognizes 
its  power ;  he  acknowledges  onr  inal^ity  to  restrain  it ;  and  notes  its 
involuntary  spring.  In  fact,  he  has  given  us  the  host  desoripHdn  of 
laughter  we  have,  while  ai&oting  to  dispose  of  it  hy  pleading  its  £neign* 
nesB  to  the  matter  then  in  hand.  Laughter  is  a  mystery  whioii  time 
and  its  temporals  have  not  heen  ahle  to  sdve.  The  philosopher  of 
Malmesbury,  in  reality,  has  made  a  most  shahhy  confession  of  his  oon- 
ftiaion  in  regard  to  the  suljeot,  which  compares  very  unfavorahly  with 
the  manly  avowal  of  ignorance  hy  Tully.  However,  his  reasomng  is 
curious,  and  withal  a  little  amusing.     He  says : 

<  There  is  a  passion  that  hath  no  name ;  hot  the  sign  of  it  is  that 
distortion  of  the  countenance  which  we  call  laughter,  whic^  is  always 
joy  ;  hat  what  joy,  what  we  thiidc,  and  wherein  we  triumph  when  we 
laugh,  is  not  hitherto  disclosed  by  amy.  That  it  ccmosteth  in  wit,  or  as 
tiiey  call  it  in  the  jest,  experience  confiiteth ;  fi)r  men  laogh  at  mis- 
chances and  indecencies,  wherein  Hiere  lieth  no  wit  or  jest  at  all.  And 
fiirasmuch  as  the  same  is  no  more  ridiculous  when  it  groweth  stale  or 
usual,  whatsoever  it  he  that  moveth  laughter,  it  must  he  n/ew  and 
unexpected.  Men  laugh  often  (especially  such  as  are  greedy  of  applause 
fiom  every  thing  they  do  well)  at  their  own  actiims,  performed  never  so 
little  heyond  their  own  expectations,  as  also  at  their  own  jest ;  and  in 
this  case  it  is  manifest  that  the  passion  of  laughter  pioceedeth  from  a 
■ndden  conception  of  ability  in  hitnsdf  that  laugheth.  Also,  men 
laugh  at  the  infirmities  of  others,  hy  comparison  'viHb^rewith  their  own 
ahilities  are  set  off  and  iHustrated.  Also,  men  laugh  at  jests,  the  wit 
whereof  always  consisteth  in  the  elegant  discovering  and  conveying  to 
onr  minds  some  ahsurdity  of  another ;  and  in  this  case  the  passion  of 
laughter  proceeded  6om  the  sudden  imagination  of  our  own  odds  and 
eminency ;  for  what  is  else  the  recommending  of  ouiselves  to  our  own 
good  opinion,  hy  comparison  with  another  man's  infirmity  or  ahsurdity! 
For  when  a  jest  is  hroken  upon  ourselves,  or  fiiends,  of  whose  dishonor 
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we  participate*  we  never  laugh  thereat.  I  may  therefore  conclude  that 
the  passion  of  laughter  is  nothing  else  hut  sudden  glory,  arising  from 
some  sudden  conception  of  some  eminence  in  ourselves^  hy  oompaiiaon 
with  the  infirmities  of  others,  or  with  our  own  formerly  ;  for  men  lanf^ 
at  the  follies  of  themselyes  past,  when  they  come  suddenly  to  rCTiem- 
hrance,  except  they  bring  with  them  anv  present  dishonor.  It  ia  no 
wonder,  therefore,  that  men  take  heinously  to  he  laughed  at  or  derided ; 
that  is,  triumphed  over.  Laughing  without  ofiencemust  he  at  absoid- 
ities  and  infirmitieB  ahstracted  firom  persons,  and  when  all  the  oompnoy 
may  laugh  together ;  for  laughing  to  one's  self  putteth  all  the  rest  into 
jealousy  and  examination  of  themselves.  Beade,  it  is  glory,  and  an 
argument  of  little  worth,  to  think  the  infirmity  of  anoUier  sofficient 
matter  for  hia  triumph.* 

We  have  not  introduced  this  for  the  purpose  of  attacking  the  reafioa- 
ing  of  so  great  a  champion  of  the  intellect  as  Hobhes ;  for  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  matter  of  definition,  having  disposed  of  that  in 
our  £>rmer  paper.  But  we  have  given  a  place  to  it,  for  the  purpose  of 
showing  what  queer  ideas  of  laughter  were  entertained  by  that  mighty 
supporter  of  the  selfish  system  of  philosophy.  What  a  poverty  of  aigor 
ment  and  inventi(Hi  Sir  Thomaa  has  displayed,  becomes  veiy  appaient 
when  we  consider  that  if  hia  definition  be  oonect,  those  denominated  in 
our  former  article  as  those  who  do  laugh,  would  be  very  proud  and 
haughty  ;  and  those  who  laugh  without  cause  would  be  the  most  over- 
bearing and  supercilious  people  in  the  world ;  whereas  the  £>rmer  are 
univenally  aclmowledged  to  be  as  free  finxm  those  failings  as  it  is  pos- 
sible for  mortals  to  be ;  and  the  latter  are  directly  the  contrary,  beyond 
all  controversy.  Thia  conception  of  eminence  may  sometimes  be  effi- 
cacious; but  out  upon  that  laughter  which  pride  engenden!  Loka 
Falstafi^'s  '  honor,'  we  '11  none  of  it  I 

It  is  related  that  Panneniscus,  a  rich  man  of  Metapontum,  who  had 
visited  the  cave  of  Trophonius,  was  deprived  of  the  faculty  of  lankier. 
On  consulting  the  oracle  as  to  the  means  of  recovering  that  inestimable 
treasure,  he  was  told  to  return  home  to  his  mother,  and  was  assured 
that  on  doing  so  a  cure  would  be  efiectod.  Following  implicitly  this 
injunction,  he  reached  both  hmne  and  mother,  but  his  disability  coiir 
tinned.  Afterward,  being  in  Delos,  ^i^Tn^r^ng  ^e  wonders  it  afibrded, 
he  entered  the  temple  of  Latonas,  where  he  expected  to  see  a  i^lendid 
statue  in  honor  of  the  mother  of  Apollo,  in  h^  own  peculiar  shrina. 
But  instead  of  the  rare  sculpture  he  was  prepared  to  admire,  he  beheld 
nothing  but  a  rude  and  shapeless  wooden  figure,  at  which  sight  he 
involuntarily  burst  out  into  a  laugh,  and  continued  to  enjoy  his  lost 
faculty  ever  after.  Through  this  legend,  whether  historical  or  spnbolie, 
is  shadowed  forth  Aristotle's  definition,  which  is,  surprise  at  perceiving 
any  thing  out  of  its  usual  place,  when  the  unusualness  is  not  aooom- 
panied  by  a  sense  of  serious  danger. 

Coleridge,  when  he  declared  this  definition  to  be  '  as  good  as  can  be^' 
seems  to  have  been  remarking  upon  the  elucidation  and  reasoning  of 
some  peison  who  had  attempted  to  resolve  laughter  into  an  expressiaiL 
of  contempt    That  the  wise  take  things  upon  trust,  is  as  true  as  that 
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the  simple  do,  else  the  '  old  man  doqnent '  *  had  not  so  onieierTeAy 
indoxsed  thestagyxite.  That  laughter  may  be  earned  by  a  suipiiae,  ean- 
not  be  denied ;  but  that  the  efiect  of  every  Boiprise,  unacoompanied  by 
danger,  is  laughter,  is  absaid.  Thus  the  death  of  a  firiend  oould  never 
surprise  us  into  mttriment,  although  such  an  event,  however  unlooked- 
for,  should  not  make  us  at  all  appreheusive  of  serious  danger. 

But  our  author  of  the  '  Ancient  Mariner,*  and  '  Ohristabel/  in  his 
*  Talk '  upon  this  subject,  redeems  himself  nobly  when  he  attempts  to 
aeoount  for  its  physical  cause.  '  Laughter/  he  says,  *  is  a  convulaon  of 
the  nerves ;  and  it  seems  as  if  nature  ctU  short  the  rapid  thrill  rf 
pleasure  on  the  nerves  by  a  sudden  convulsion  of  them,  to  prevent  the 
sensation  becoming  painfull* 

Hear  also  what  Sir  Thomas  Biovm  hath  to  ofier  upon  this  same 
thing,  wherein  Coleridge  is  so  happy.  '  For,'  quoth  our  silTer-tougned 
old  Englishman, '  the  act  of  laughter,  which  is  a  sweet  contraetian  of 
the'musdes  of  the  face,  and  a  pleasant  agitation  of  the  vocal  organs, 
is  not  merely  voluntary  or  withm  the  jurisdiction  of  ourselves,  but  new 
or  unexpected  jocundities,  which  present  themselves  to  any  man  in  his 
life,  at  some  time  or  other,  will  have  activity  enough  to  excitate  the 
earthiest  soul,  and  raise  a  smile  firom  the  most  composed  tempers.' 

But  we  must  bring  these  wanderings  to  a  close.  We  have  admitted 
them  merely  for  the  purpose  of  showing  how  great  a  mystery  our  sub- 
ject is  and  hath  been.  How  true,  after  all,  was  the  remark  of  the 
Boman  orator,  that  they  know  nothing  about  it  who  profess  to  I  Philo- 
sophy, which  has  '  carried  the  line  and  rule  to  the  utmost  bairiers  of 
creation,  and  explored  the  principles  by  which  all  created  matter  is  hekd 
together  and  exists,'  is  yet  at  fault  upon  this  subject. 

Yet  laughter,  though  like  our  chie&st  blessings,  as  life,  speech,  reason, 
etc.,  may  be  inexplicable,  is  as  conducive  to  the  happiness  of  our 
xaoe  as  any  thing  we  can  conceive  of  Yea,  laughter  hath  its  uses,  con- 
fers upon  us  benefits ;  and  these  uses,  these  benefits  we  will  endeavor 
briefly  to  set  out. 

In  the  cultivation  of  the  good-will  and  afiections  of  people,  there  is 
not  a  more  powerfiil  assistant  than  this  same  ever-gracious  and  ready 
laughter.  It  matters  not  how  frank,  open-hearted,  and  generous — how 
gifted,  how  talented  a  person  may  be — however  assiduous  he  may  be  to 
win  his  way  into  the  esteem  and  regard  of  others ;  unless  he  can  laugh, 
and  laugh  heartily,  unless  he  possesses  the  power  of  agitating  others  as 
be  does  himself,  lus  progress  will  be  slow  and  toilsome :  it  may  prove 
impossible.  Nothing  certainly  is  more  forbidding  than  a  firigid  aspect 
A  solemn  countenance  is  universally  looked  upon  as  the  mdex  of  a 
morose  disposition,  and  with  great  conectness.  The  world  has  judged ; 
and  this  world  is  a  pretty  correct  reasoner,  which,  though  logicians 
'  most  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  hold  it  not  hcmesty  to  have 
it  thus  set  down.'  But  with  the  laugh  upon  the  lips,  and  the  faculty 
of  exciting  it  in  others,  the  way  of  life  is  &11  of  friends,  ready  and  will- 
ing to  grasp  the  proffered  hand,  and  lead  its  possessor  through  the 
pleasant  fields  and  along  the  slow  streams  of  existence ;  or,  if  it  be  his 

•  Tn  *  dd  oMBeloqiMnt  *  vm  orfgbiaDj  appttad  to  Coubidm;  bat  bj  whom  I  luiTe  flngotta. 
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desae,  to  urge  and  pVMB  him  oniwttrd  and  upiwaid  to  diBtinction.  lisy, 
Hhere  is  flomething  bo  seduotiTQ  in  langlxter,  that  -we  feel  dmivii,  m  it 
were,  by  a  magnetic  mflaenGe  toward  him  who  has  the  power  of  <sreBt- 
ing  it  in  ns,  though  he  he  destitate  of  other  ahilitiea^  and  deToid  of 
thoie  finer  qualities  and  generons  immdses  which  would,  were  they  hii» 
<  grapple  us  to  his  tool  with  hooks  of  steel.'  But  let  the  person  be  erer 
BO  witty, '  oharm  he  never  so  wisely,*  tmless  he  himself  laugh — unless 
his  laughter  be  genunie  and  hearty «- be  diall  exert  himself  in  vam. 
Who  OTer  laughed  at  the  joeidar  attempts  of  a  glum  and  Btrait^^Med 
indiTidual  ?  Truly  did  Charles  Lamb  say  that '  the  aeveiest  exactiai 
surely  ever  invented  upon  ^  self-denial  df  poor  human  natme  was 
that  of  the  popular  fallacy  that  a  man  should  not  laugh  at  his  iMnt 
jest'  It  must  be  apparent  to  every  l8«gh<lover  that  the  parent  of  this 
fidlaoy  must  have  beoai  some  sour  and  crabbed  old  wise^acre,  who  never 
had  said,  and  who  never  expected  to  say  a  vritty  thing  in  his  life ;  and 
wlio  therefore  envied  the  person  tiiat  ccmld  hinuielf  relish  whs^t  had 
aiKnded  joy  and  merrunent  to  others.  If  he  who  must  be  'die  &at  to 
perceive  l&e  point  of  the  jest,  the  ridioulouoness  of  the  remark,  oamiet 
laugh,  diould  we  expect  others  to  do  so  t  Will  they  not  defer  to  his 
superior  advantages,  to  say  nothmg  of  his  judgment  of  his  ovm  per- 
fennancef  If  a  father  lovet^  not  yschildren,  who itell  care  fiir than  f 
Mart  he  not  spread  the  contagion  fsi  his  own  mirth  ?  By  preserving 
an  unruffled  firont,  we  may  look  upon  and  admire  the  vrit  as  ire  weidd 
ft  cold,  keen,  and  polished  sword  ;  but  if  such  an  one  would  have  as 
esteem  him  as  a  num,  let  him  wreathe  his  lips  with  smiles,  and  set  «b 
an  example,  as  he  gives  us  an  ooeasion  for  laughter. 

The  orator  fully  appreciates  the  b^iefits  of  laughter.  WeU  he 
Imows  tJhat  by  eating  it,  he  can  conciliate  his  audience,  however 
mifavorably  it  may  be  disposed  toward  him.  He  is  well  awaie  that 
after  having  put  a  pers^i  in  good  humor,  (and  tins  can  only  be  done  by 
raising  laughter,)  he  is  sure  of  the  good-will  and  attention  of  such  an 
one,  and  that  he  may  talk  to  him  as  long  as  may  be  desired,  by  keep- 
ing vp  within  his  auditor  that  internal  satis&ction,  the  provocatiott  of 
laughter.  The  (vator  also  makes  use  of  ridicule  for  the  purpose  ef 
eiqiosing  his  adversajry  to  laughter,  sensible  that  if  once  the  laugh  be 
turned  upon  him,  neither  logic  shall  avail  the  vanquished  oppomeot,  nor 
eloquence,  viritii  all  its  blandidmients,  eflectuate  his  end ;  kir  em- 
tempt  is  begotten  in  the  mmd  of  the  most  charitaUe  for  one  that  has 
bee(»ne  a  taiget  fiyr  the  gallii^  shafts  of  ridicule.  As  of  the  rheteri- 
eien,  (Ko  of  his  rhetoric  ;  as  of  ^  logician,  so  of  his  logic  ;  as  of  the 
advocate,  so  of  his  cause  ;  their  fates  are  indivisible. 

fliiould  laughter  be  considered  as  a  great  instrument  of  civilisaticB, 
some  might  be  inclined  to  cry  out,  '  Nonsense !  *  But,  my  good  Sir,  it 
is  se  in  very  truth ;  and  as  such,  it  shall  be  disoouned  upon.  The 
savage  is  pnyverbially  grave,  and  why?  Manifestly  because  he  is 
savage.  He  is  also  uncommmncative.  Let  education  be  brought  to 
bear  upon  a  horde  of  savages,  and  suppose  each  one  still  remains  grave 
and  uncommunicative,  pray  tell  me  how  vrould  the  progress  of  the 
mind  be  observed  ?  — what  approach  irould  there  be  to  civilization? 
But  perhaps  this  may  be  better  iOustrated  by  taking  an  enlightened 
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ooinmiuuty,  and  sqppoBuig  its  menibeza  to  be  depnred  of  this  faculty. 
Qmvity  necessarily  makes  men  silent  and  reserred.  TJnoommiuiicafe- 
itrooeBS  fosters  selfishness,  which  feeds  and  ministexs  sti^igth  to  ths 
baser  passions,  which,  being  allowed  to  ezeii  themsriveB  without  oisk 
tnd,  brutalize  man,  and  redxice  him  to  abaolute  barbarism.  Thus  by 
what  a  regular  gradation  that  society  would  descend  into  the  gloom  and 
honors  of  saragery !  Coaqpare  the  nations  of  the  East  wiOk  those  of 
the  West,  and  mark  the  Ta«t  difierence  existing  between  them.  The 
fixrmer  are  retrogressive  —  the  latter  pzogressiTa  The  preyailing 
characteristic  of  the  Orientalist  is  gravity.  According  to  MontesqioieUf 
there  aie  families  in  Turkey  wherein,  from  father  to  son,  not  one  has 
laughed  since  the  foundation  of  the  monaichy.  In  that  country,  and 
also  in  Persia,  friendship  is  almost  unknown.  Each  swaglio  is,  so  to 
speak,  a  nation  by  itself.  Each  family  is  isolated  from  others.  Laughr 
ter  is  a  stranger.  A  i^^^  half-ciyilization,  like  the  hectic  fiudi  on 
the  cheek  of  the  consumptive,  announces  the  presence  and  inroads  of 
decay. 

Laughter,  considered  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  is  also  a  great  blen- 
ing.  If  rdigion  be  permitted  to  operate  upon,  the  mind  in  such  a  man* 
nei  that  mirth  is  held  in  pious  honor,  then  doth  it  become  dark  and 
gloomy.  Solemn  and  austere,  it  hath  no  charms  to  attract  the  lintleas 
and  unregenerate.  In  such  garb  it  becomes  the  especial  dislike  of 
children ;  and  they  who,  above  all,  should  be  won  by  its  beauties — 
should  learn  to  love  it  for  the  pleasurea  it  affi>rds —  axe,  b^  its  being 
thus  presented  to  them,  in  their  early  years  prejudiced  sgamst  it,  and 
ultimately  confirmed  in  hostility  to  it.  In  such  a  state  it  goes  drawlr 
ing  and  grovelling  down  into  sup^nstition,  and  from  thence  into  atheism. 
That  this  is  not  mere  fiuicy,  but  that  it  is  plain,  unglossed  truth,  ia 
most  emphatically  attested  in  lands  not  far  rraaote.  In  that  porlioA 
of  our  own  country  where  religion  assumed  its  sternest  frown  and  most 
sombre  garments — where  it  was  the  rule  by  day  and  guide  by  night-* 
founded  by  professors  who  for  its  untrammelled  exercise  had  fled  &om 
Ofmression,  and  enforced  by  civil  authority,  even  under  its  enlightening 
influences  —  in  that  land  most  fearfully  did  '  witehcrafl  celebrate  pale 
Hecate's  o&rings  *  —  did  intolerance  find  its  most  zealous  advocates ; 
and  there  in  later  years  has  infidelity  set  up  its  altars,  estabhehed  its 
priesthood,  and  obtained  its  proselytes.  It  is  not  our  province  here  to 
say  how  far  laughter  should  be  mingled  with  religion ;  whether  glad- 
ness should  enter  into  the  awful  realities  of  life  and  death ;  but  this  is 
true,  if  we  are  at  any  time  favorably  impressed  with  our  subject,  it  ia 
when  we  read  of  the  Christian  dying  wiUi  the  smile  upon  his  lips ;  it 
is  when  we  behold  upon  the  senseless  features  of  the  coqpse  the  smile 
fiEOBien  fer  ever  there ;  the  last  manifestation  which  the  scwl  had  made 
through  the  clay  being  one  of  Ineffable  joy  and  gladness.  Then  it 
ia  we  think  she  of  the  sacred  book  said  truly,  '  God  made  me  to 
laugh!' 

Socially,  laughter  is  a  great  conservative.  It  is  this  whidi  binds 
bamtanity  together.  It  is  the  golden  shower  of  the  Danae-earth,  in 
which  all  her  joys  are  begotten.  What  worth  the  while  would  societ^F 
afibrd  if  it  were  not  for  this  fisunilty  of  exprsssiag  our  satisfacticai  at 
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beholding  familiar  faces,  and  giving  vent  to  the  mirth  which  an  mt■^ 
change  of  happy  thoughts  and  fancies  provokes !  Think  of  a  friendly 
gathering  without  laughter  —  a  May  without  flowers  —  a  summer 
without  a  sun!  Think  of  the  kindly  greeting  without  the  tsmile — 
society  without  laughter !  Imagination  cannot  conjecture  such  a  mon- 
strosity !  We  might  conjure  up  in  fency,  periiaps,  a  world  of  strangers  ; 
but  it  would  be  a  world  devoid  of  all  that  is  lovable  in  life  —  a  vast 
charnel-house,  peopled  with  skeletons.  But  the  supremest  benefit  of 
laughter  is  displayed  in  the  closer  and  dearer  relations  of  life.  This  it 
is  which  unites  household  bands  ;  this  it  is  which  gives  the  hearth  its 
charm,  and  makes  the  fire  gleam  warm  and  bright.  Yea,  the  old  home 
we  were  bom  in  is  filled  with  laughter  from  cellar  to  garret.  In  e^eiy 
room  old  echoes  for  ever  linger  of  old  laughters  which  we  lored.  To 
be  sure,  there  is  no  home  but  there  are  sorrows  which  may  sanctify  it  ; 
but  it  is  not  for  the  tears  we  have  shed  within  the  threshold  that  we 
adore  it.  God  knows  we  have  suflerings  and  griefs  enough  in  the  broad 
and  garish  light  of  the  world,  that  home  should  not  be  endeared  to  ns 
by  afflictions  and  woes.  No,  it  is  for  its  joys  and  pleasures,  not  itsidghs 
and  sadness ;  its  sun-«hine,  not  its  gloom ;  its  laughter,  not  its  eorrow, 
that  we  love  it.  Out  upon  your  grave  parents  in  the  family  circle ! 
They  fireeze  rapture  in  the  fountain.  Their  children  are  not  children. 
They  are  old  as  soon  as  out  of  the  cradle ;  and  when  they  finally 
become  men  and  women,  like  their  parents,  they  are  not  men  and 
women ;  they  are  mere  entities. 

Having  now,  as  we  think,  in  this  and  the  former  paper  shown  the 
uses  and  benefits  of  laughter,  it  remains  for  us  to  fulfill  the  promise  of 
further  considering  the  subject,  and  to  lay  down  certain  precepts  for 
the  guidance  and  governance  of  such  as  would  make  themselves  familiar 
with  this*  ancient  divinity. 

There  is  a  certain  propriety  to  be  observed  in  the  expression  of  our 
mirth  and  gladness.  By  this  propriety  is  signified  that  it  is,  under  cer- 
tain circumstances,  proper  to  laugh  unrestrainedLy,  that  we  may  du- 
play  our  merriment  to  the  world ;  a  distinction  being  made  between  the 
laugh  manifest  and  the  laugh  concealed  and  internal.  It  is  proper  to 
laugh  whenever  we  may  do  so  without  uselessly  giving  pain  to  our  fel- 
lows, and  without  injunng  a  good  cause.  It  is  proper  because  it  is  oar 
duty  to  do  so.  Laughter  was  not  given  us  to  be  wrapt  in  a  napkin  and 
hid  in  the  earth  ;  but  like  the  faithful  servant,  we  are  to  put  it  ont  at 
usury,  so  that  when  we  render  an  account  of  it  to  our  great  Benefac- 
tor, we  may  repay  it,  and  hear  the  welcome  which  that  faithful  servant 
received.  It  is  proper  to  laugh  when  the  mean  are  thwarted,  the 
wicked  disconcerted,  the  vile  checked,  the  malicious  prevented ;  and 
though  this  may  seem  contradictory  to  the  proportion  with  which  this 
portion  of  this  essay  started,  as  it  may  give  pain  to  the  disappointed, 
yet  our  smile  will  not  be  unavailing,  as  it  will  aid  to  cover  them  with 
confusion  ;  and  thus  the  enemies  of  every  good  work  may  be  deterred 
and  discouraged.  It  is  proper  to  laugh  when  great  and  good  principles 
triumph,  though  those  defeated  may  have  ^n  urged  by  as  honest 
thinkers  and  earnest  labors  as  those  which  are  in  the  ascendant  r  ftr 
by  so  doing,  though  we  may  grieve  those  overthrown,  and  that  too  m 
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the  darkest  hour  of  their  afflietion,  when  their  cause  can  receive  no 
further  condemnation,  yet  by  heaping  shame  and  ignominy  on  the  com- 
batants for  the  wrong,  it  will  be  a  lesson  to  others  to  look  well  before 
engaging  in  an  enterprise  which  wiU  call  down  npon  their  heads  conr 
tempt  and  ridicule — the  especial  honoor  of  humanity.  We  should 
always  laugh  whenever  we  can,  and  wherever  we  are,  unless  the  time 
and  &e  place  imperatively  forbid ;  for  this  laughter  is  a  8un<«hine  which 
every  person  may  carry  in  his  face,  with  which  he  may  illume  not  on]y 
his  own  pathway,  but  that  of  his  fellow,  whose  countenance  is  not 
irradiated  from  within,  and  to  whom  custom  or  misfortune  has  made 
darkness  better  than  the  light.  Whenever  wit  commands  us,  wherever 
joy  provokes  us,  whenever  ridicule  demands,  wherever  pleasure  invites 
us,  and  whenever  and  wherever  we  may  spread  the  sway  and  dominion 
of  laughter,  without  irreverence,  without  injury  to  the  good,  and  without 
giving  needless  umbrage  to  our  fellows,  then  and  there  we  should  laugh, 
and  laugh  heartily,  as  if  it  were  not  the  <  labor  we  delight  in,'  but  tibe 
faculty  which  rules  over  us. 

The  preceding  paper  and  this,  thus  fat,  having  been  devoted  to  show* 
ing  what  laughter  is,  what  its  uses  and  b^iefits  are,  it  remains  for  us  to 
consider  how  it  may  be  cultivated.  No  one,  we  are  certain,  after  hav- 
ing witnessed  its  beneficial  efiects  upon  humanity,  and  (to  be  a  little 
facetious)  after  having  read  these  pages,  vnll  ask,  *  Why  should  we  seek 
to  improve  in  this  ? '  unless  he  be  of  that  class  whose  divinity  hath  a 
throne  in  the  hearts  of  every  one  of  its  members,  which  hearts  are  not 
in  the  mortal  frames  of  the  possessors,  but  are  '  cribbed,  cabined,  and 
confined '  in  iron  safes  and  gloomy  vaults.  The  good  we  cannot  have 
in  too  great  perfection  or  abundance.  We  may  make  blessings  like  dew 
upon  the  sand,  or  like  refreshing  rains  upon  the  fruitfiil  field.  Laugh* 
ter,  like  music,  is  susceptible  of  cultivation.  We  know  but  very  little 
of  it  in  our  days.  As  an  art,  it  is  yet  in  its  infancy.  The  ancients 
were  almost  unacquainted  with  the  provocatives  of  laughter.  It  was 
not  until  the  fifteenth  century  that  Babelais,  the  forerunner  of  the  great 
genius  of  laughter,  veas  heard  stirring  up  mirth  in  the  departing  gloom 
of  the  dark  ages.  After  the  way  had  been  prepared,  then,  like  *  a  sun- 
shine in  a  shady  place,'  came  the  illustrious  Cervantes.  After  these 
high-priests  succeeded  the  great  tribe  of  Levi,  the  ministen  to  laugh- 
ter—  Moliere,  Sterne,  Swift,  Smollett,  Goldsmith,  Pope,  Byron,  Lamb, 
Irving,  and  last,  and  most  lovable  of  them  all,  poor  Tom  Hood,  who 

'  Walked  through  the  world  with  bleeding  feet  and  smiled.' 

Then  if  laughter  was  not  taken  fi^ym  its  cradle  until  five  thousand 
years  had  bloomed  and  faded  over  its  head,  can  we  expect  that  in  four 
centuries  it  has  reached  maturity  ?  No !  no  !  It  is  for  us  to  aid  in  the 
support  and  establishing  of  this  glory  of  these  later  days.  True,  we 
may  not  live  to  see  it  assume  the  toga  virilis  ;  but  we  may  be  blessed 
beyond  measure  by  seeing  it  increase  and  grow  in  strength  under  our 
fostering  care.  Then  what  means  shall  we  make  use  of  in  the  culti- 
vation of  laughter  ? 

First,  we  should  recommend  the  habitual  reading  in  private  of  the 
works  of  the  vrits,  as  being  very  beneficial  in  giving  tone  and  vigor  to 
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tW  &eultj  of  laugbter ;  and  alto  as  beii^  infilUible  in  qoidceniiig  our 
apps^enaijon  of  the  gladsome  and  mir^iul.  Didlneai  of  appnini- 
abn  ii  the  greatest  obstacle  oar  mibgect  has  met  with ;  and  the  better 
vi^  to  orercome  it  is  to  commence  in  tiie  eloBet  witiei  some  voluoie  of 
broad  humor,  and  after  having  maatdred  all  its  jeata,  and  ekoiciaed  in 
laughing  o^r  them,  gradually  to  ascendi  step  by  step,  to  tlie  hiigher 
lepoaitoriea  of  the  ice^brook  tempered  wit.  Practical  jokes  axe  very 
beneficial  upon  thoae  over  and  abore  slow  to  pevoeive ;  bnt  oaze  dioold 
be  taken  in  the  administering  of  these  aperients,  lest  a  too  fbeffneat 
lepetition  sour  the  disposition,  and  unfit  ^ae  mind  for  any  «iltiiie. 

The  moderate  use  of  wine  might  not  be  unadvisable,  if  old  avAoD* 
ties  axe  not  to  be  entirely  diteegacded  in  these  hydnhprogiesBve  times, 
as  appears  in  the  fcdlowing  extracts :  *  If  moderately  taken,  (as  Phir 
tazeh  saith,  symph.  9,  qumst.  12,)  it  makes  those  which  are  otherwise 
(kdl  to  exhale  and  evaporate  like  irankineease,  or  qnieken  (Xensplion 
adds)  as  oil  doth  fire.'  A  little  farther  on  oonttnnes  oar  autibor :  "  It 
glads  the  heart  of  man,'  (Psalm  104  :  15,)  hUariiatis  dtdce  semmarium, 
Hebna's  bowl,  the  sole  nectar  of  the  gods,  or  that  true  nepenthes  in  Homer 
whiehputsaway  care  and  grief,  waananght  elsebat  acnpof  good  wine.' 
Again  he-says  :  '  Wine  measorably  dmak,  ud  in  timB»  brings  gladness 
and  cheerfulness  of  mind  :  it  ehe^rath  Ged  and  man,'  (Judges  9  :  13.) 
LoUMm  Bacchus datoTtit  makes  an  old  wife  dance,  and  such  as  aiein 
misery  to  forget  evil  and  be  merry. ^  The  same  writer,  still,  presczihng, 
doubmilly  recommends :  *  The  d^rks  have  a  drink  called  oofee,  (tot 
Xhej  use  no  vnna,)  so  named  of  a  henry  as  black  as  soot,  €md  as  bitter, 
(like  that  Ucbck  drink  which  was  in  use  among  the  LacedBBaMoiaiiia 
sniperhaips  the  same)  which  they  sip  still  of,  and  sup  as  wann  of  as 
they  can  suffer  ; '  which,  he  affirmeth,  maketh  them  meiry,  etc.  But 
see  &rther,  if  it  be  your  desire,  Burt,  AmU.  Md.y  Part  2,  sec  5,  Mem>. 
1,  Subs.  6. 

Solitude  induces  gravity.  (In  sai^rt  of  the  first  receauneadatiop, 
we  should  here  say,  that  he  who  hath  a  good  book  by  him  is  never 
alene^)  Therefore,  those  striving  to  cultivate  lan^ter  should  seek  ti[» 
company  of  others  merrily  disposed.  It  is  only  in  such  gathraangs  that 
the  Troglodytes  of  Montesquieu  are  to  be  found;  among  whom  the  inter- 
change of  ^)od  feeing  and  happiness  was  habitual,  and  in  whose  do- 
main^ *  cdui  qui  donnait  croyait  Un^curs  avosr  Vavantage.*  The 
soeiety  of  the  mirthfiil  is  the  great  school  of  laughter,  where  all,  finom 
the  school-boy  to  the  sage,  are  both  scholars  and  preceptors.  There,  as 
occasion  offers,  may  all  the  divisions  of  our  subject  be  practised  upon 
until  perfection  is  attained.  There  you  may  be  pleased  with  the  amiiey 
gratified  with  the  grin,  convulsed  with  the  laugh  proper,  and  self-asp 
teonded  with  the  sardonic.  There  you  may  b^old  how  the  most 
graceful  and  approved  lau^^ers  express  thdr  mirth  and  gladnesB|,  note 
their  faults,  duoover  new  modes,  attempt  new  methods,  and  while  in 
the  very  heaven  of  enjoyment  an  improvement  approaching  perfeotioa 
may  be  attained  be&re  you  are  avrare  of  it. 

Theatres,  when  the  sock  presses  the  boards,  aSSbiA  exeellent  oj^oi^ 
tunities  for  the  cultivation  of  laughter.  As  the  voice  of  the  singer  is, 
by  ^aotising,  c&ea  wtonghl;  up  to  stiength  and  sweetness  which  it  did 
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not  poiBOflS  befbte,  so  is  the  langliter  of  an  individiul  fortified  and  made 
dideet  by  fteqaent  escifcaticii.  Spectacles,  amphitheatres,  and  all  shows 
of « xniithful  ntfture  ure  ^eryhenefieial,  as  meiriment  hath  a  contagion 
wUch  ^mXL  impregnate  the  hearts  of  the  most  dolonms. 

^e  streets  pcesent  many  occasiMis  for  the  cnltare  of  laughter. 
There  you  will  meet  with  all  that  is  odd  and  burlesque ;  and  there,  m 
the  jargon  of  queer  phrases,  starange  exclamations,  and  pointed  sen* 
tencei^  unless  you  are  of  uncommon  fiigidity,  often  indeed  will  your 
risibilities  be  brought  into  action.  He  is  indeed  a  pattem  of  stolidity 
who  goes  out  into  &e  streets  and  returns  to  his  room  without  having 
laughed. 

Awkwardness,  uncouthness,  and  cant  will  neyer  fail  to  thrill  thc" 
nerves,  and  cause  us  to  cachifmate.    Juvenal  says : 

'  DmocBiTUi^  at  every  step  he  took, 
His  tides  with  nnexBogmshed  Imif  hter  shook. 


He  Uaghed  aloud  to  see  the  vtd^ar/ean. 
Laughed  at  their  Joyt,  and  some  time  at  the! 


iir  tears.' 

Old  Burton,  when  h&  melandioly  had  increased  to  such  a  degree  that 
naught  else  could  move  him,  v^  to  find  relief  firom  his  affli^ions  by 
going  to  the  <  bridge-fbot,'  aim  listening  to  the  ribaldry  of  the  barge- 
men, which  never  failed  to  throw  him  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

The  society  of  w»men  to  men,  and  of  men  to  women,  I  would  also 
recommend  as  bemg  highly  beneficial  in  the  culture  of  this  fiusnlty,  by 
reason  of  the  strong  tendency  which  it  hath  toward  causing  that '  sweet 
anUracUan  of  the  musdes  of  the  face,'  and  that  'pleasant  agitation 
of  the  vocal  organs,^  spoken  of  by  Sir  Thomas  Browne.  Still,  a  cer- 
tain caution  is  to  be  used  in  the  observation  of  this  rule  ;  for  a  too  con- 
stant association  with  one  person  is  apt  to  bring  about  a  seriousness, 
which  it  is  unadvisable  for  one  to  cultivate  who  is  not  an  adept  in  this 
most  excellent  art. . 

Having  thus,  dear  reader,  completed  4»ur  voyage  over  the  sea  of 
laughter,  thoagh  we  have  frequently  d^arted  firam  tiie  direct  course  into 
usekss  digressions,  or  have  been  becahned  in  unnecessary  repetitions, 
and  as  we  now  sedL  a  shelter  from  the  shocks  andbuiSetingBof  theveave, 
permit  us  to  find  a  haven  in  your  good  wishes  and  approbation.  May 
you  never  be  able  to  say  vrith  Hamlet, '  I  have  of  late  lost  all  my  mirth, 
....  and,  indeed,  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  this 
goodly  firame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  sterile  promontory ;  this  most 
excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave  o  erhanging  firmament, 
this  majestical  roof,  fretted  with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other 
thing  to  me  than  a  foul  and  pestilent  eongiegation  of  vapors ; '  but 
may  you 

'  Kxow  the  wm  of  j;>lessiii^  the  sweet  strains, 
The  lollings,  and  the  rehshes  of  it ; 
what  mirth  and  mnsic  mean ; ' 

and  may  you  be  ever  ready  and  able  to  say  truly, 

<  I  'll  not  change  life  with  any  king ; 
I  rayished  am ;  ean  the  world  bring 
More  J07  than  still  to  langh  and  smile  ?  ' 

VOL.  XLIV.  39 
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Cultivate,  dear  reader,  cultivate  laughter  as  a  bleflamg.  It  is  a 
blessmg  '  twice  bleesed.'  DarknesB  and  aonow  are  merely  traoflieiit, 
and  ever  '  is  the  earth's  still  moon-like  confidence  in  joy  at  her  fulL' 
May  this  confidence  be  not  unfounded.  May  -we  ever  be  seen  in  the 
ranks  of  the  laughter-loving.  Let  us  cultivate  daughter  by  langhiag. 
Well  said  Martial, 

*  Ride  si  oapis.* 


S     O     N      o   :        TO 


BT     L.     J.     B  ATBB. 


When  sun-Mt  is  glowing 

O'er  wcx)dlaii<l  and  meadow, 
And  the  rill,  softly  flowing, 
I  Lies  deep  in  the  Bh%dow ; 

I  When  the  flowers  are  aSI  dosing 

Their  soft-tinted  blossomB, 
^  And  the  dew-drops  reposing, 

I  Lie  hid  in  theur  bosoms ; 

!  As  slow  o'er  the  river 


^\ic-Yurk,Pec.»,lBSi, 


Lights  gleam  and  depart, 
S^stUlinmyheart 
Thine  image  will  quiver. 

When  twilight  is  stealing 

0*er  main-land  and  ocean, 
So  dunly  revealmg 

The  waters  in  motion; 
When  the  clouds  have  oeased  floahiog, 

As  if  they  were  grieving 
The  sun-set,  and  blushing 

Through  tears  at  his  leaving ; 
As  sweet  mumc  pealing 

Far  over  the  sea, 

I  listen  to  thee 
In  fancy's  revealing. 

When  still  night  demurely 

Dons  her  starry  tiara^ 
And  the  moon-light  shmes  purely, 

And  the  forest  looks  fairy; 
When  the  waves  sparkle  brightly 

On  the  dear  lake  in  motion, 
And  their  crests  shiver  lightly 

Far  out  on  the  ocean; 
As  stars  in  their  gleiifning 

Are  glassed  in  tiie  sea, 

But  ima^  thee 
My  &ncy,  m  dreaming. 
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LINES 

TO     TBK     PAOirXC,     ArTIB     B  O  V  X  X>  I  V  O     0  A  P  I  •  H  O  B  N  . 

■  T    joa.    V.    AXvaoMT. 


Fbom  the  vast  Atlantio  waters, 
From  the  tempest's  fierce  assail, 

From  the  Gape  of  storm  j  terrors, 
Han  to  thee,  Pacific,  haill 


Cloudlees  are  the  skies  aboye  thee, 
Thee  alone  the  skies  enfold, 

With  thy  waves  all  snowj-crested, 
Heaying  'neath  the  sanbeam*s  gold. 


Thoa  whose  Yory  name  recallcst 
Shores  ^that  stall  romanoe  may  claim  ,* 

Deeds  of  Cobtes  and  Pizabbo, 
Boldest  in  the  blaze  of  fiune. 


Shores  whereon  are  mighty  forests, 
Never  known  to  woodman's  stroke, 

'Midst  whose  myriad  trunks  gigantic 
Human  voices  never  broke : 


Shores  of  heaven-soaring  mountains^ 
Gai^ped  with  never-melting  snow ; 

Shores  where  olive,  palm,  and  citron, 
Pine  and  prized  banana  grow : 


Shores  whoro  rolls  the  terrene  thunder, 
Fearfiil  voice  of  earthquake  dire; 

Shores  whereon  the  fierce  volcano 
Vomits  forth  its  balefiil  fire ; 


Shores  where,  from  the  Squthem  ocean, 
Stretching  to  the  Polar  sea. 

Tower  to  heaven  the.  mighty  Andes, 
Like  a  world's  vast  vertebras. 


O'er  thy  blue  and  gleaming  waters. 

Swiftly  borne  by  favoring  gale, 
Buojrant,  joyous  every  spirit, 
HaU  to  thee,  Pacificl  haU! 
8a»  Franetsco,  {OtU^)  Sepk,  1861 
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SBA-SIDB     GOSSIP     AT     M  A  T  T  A  P  0  I  S  B  TT. 


*  Tbouoh  bis  baric  shall  not  be  lost, 
Yet  It  shsU  be  temptist-tosL* 

Some  years  a^,  business  called  me  ficom  an  inland  town  to  take  up 
my  residence  in  lULattapoisett.  Tbis  village,  tbe  name  of  wbich,  in  the 
Indian  language,  signines  '  a  place  of  rest,'  is  pleasantly  located  on  the 
northern  extremity  of  Buzzard's  Bay,  vrithin  the  old  county  of  Plymouth, 
Massachusetts,  six  mike  east  of  the  city  of  New-Bedfoid.  The  chief 
occupation  of  the  inhabitants,  of  whom  there  are  some  two  thonsand,  is 
ship-building  and  whaling.  At  the  time  of  my  arrival,  seven  ships 
were  on  the  stocks,  and  some  fifteen  whalemen,  bringing  good  returns 
to  their  owners. 

The  natural  beauty  of  the  harbor ;  the  majestic  ships ;  the  launches ; 
the  excitement  attending  the  return  of  brothers,  husbands,  and  loveii 
from  a  long  voyage ;  their  embarkation  on  a  new  one ;  the  joy  of  the 
villagers  over  a  prosperous  yaynjgo ;  the  faces  made  sad  by  an  unfortu- 
nate one ;  and  the  terrible  disasters  and  encounters  of  the  ocean,  pro- 
duced in  my  mind  sensations  and  emotions  that  a  long  residence  in  such 
a  port  obliterates  or  materially  diminishes. 

I  had  been  in  the  village  but  a  short  time  before  I  had  listened  with 
the  eagerness  of  Desdemona  to  the  wreck  of  the  Orion,  the  Annawan, 
and  many  other  tales  of  woe,  which  make  the  stoutest  heart  shudder, 
from  the  lips  of  those  who  could  say  with  iEmas, 

*  All  of  which  I  saw, 
And  part  of  which  I  was.' 

Among  the  villageis  was  one  retired  master-mariner,  living  in  easy  dt- 
cumstances,  of  about  sixty-five  years,  whose  physical  frame  and  heavy 
brow  indicated  more  than  ordinary  strength  and  activity  of  body  and 
mind.  His  correct  principles,  modest  deportment,  and  excellent  judg- 
ment fully  entitled  him  to  the  respect  that  was  universally  accorded 
him.  Such  was  his  courage,  that  no  form  of  danger  could  jump  up  in 
his  path,  but  he  seemed  to  have  calculated  upon  it ;  and  such  was  his 
coolness  and  self-reliance,  that  he  could  see  his  ship  go  down  firom  under 
him,  or  be  boarded  by  a  pirate  or  friend  with  the  same  apparent  equani- 
mity.   He  had  seen  trying  times  in  his  day,  and  had  the  courage  that 

'  Dared  do  atl  that  docs  become  a  man ; ' 

and  a  physical  strength  and  energy  that  was  equal  to  its  acoompliah- 
ment.  With  such  an  one  conversation  is  always  ddightful,  and  to  me 
it  was  peculiarly  so  when  he  spoke 

'Of  most  disaatrous  chances, 


Of  moTing  accidents,  bj  flood  and  field : 

Of  hair-breadth  'scues  i'  the  imminent  dead!/  breadi  ; 

Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe 

And  sold  to  slareir.' 
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In  no  IwastM  spirit,  li^ut  xather  with  leluctance,  he  ^ke  of  deeds  in 
which  others  would  have  gloried. 

The  atory  of  the  Mary-Ann  he  neye;  told  hnt  at  his  own  fire-side, 
and  I  called  one  eyeniog  hy  appointment  to  hear  it.  The  night  was 
dark,  and  the  wind  hlowing  a  perfect  gale  from  the  south-eait.  The 
wharves  were  heing  rent  from  their  foundations  and  ships  driven  from 
th^  moorings.  Since  the  gale  of  Eighteen  Hundred  and  Fifteen,  so 
wild  a  night  had  not  heen. 

The  storm  was  howling  through  the  rigging,  and  lights  waving  to  and 
bo  on  the  shore,  as  I  wended  my  way  through  the  sleet  to  the  house  of 
Joshua  Cushing.  ^ 

'  ^What  a  tremendous  storm.  Captain  I '  said  I. 

'  Heavy  weather !  heavy  weather ! '  responded  the  Captain ; '  hut  the 
gale  has  reached  its  height,  and  is  aha>ting ;  yet  it  has  lasted  long 
enough  to  drive  ashore  many  a  gallant  hark,  and  sent  many  a  poor  saUor 
on  the  voyage  &om  which  Uiere  is  no  return.' 

After  recounting  many  thnlllng  incidents  of  his  life,  which  the 
appointment  and  the  storm  alike  suggested,  he  came  reluctantly  to  the 
a£air  of  the  Mary-Ann.  The  good  lady,  who  had  heen  sitting  in  the 
comer  of  the  open  fire-place  with  her  work,  apparently  knovnng  what 
was  coming,  gathered  up  her  work  and  quietly  quitted  the  room,  and 
the  Captain  commenced : 

'  On  the  fourth  day  of  July,  eighteen  hundred  and  seven,  the  schooner 
Uary-Ann,  Ichahod  Shefiield,  of  Sag-Harhor,  being  master,  sailed  from 
New-York,  ballasted  vnth  dye-wood,  for  the  Strait  of  Bellisle.  She  was 
of  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  tons  burden,  and  was  owned  by  Mr. 
Kobinson,  of  New-York  City,  I  was  then  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and 
sailed  as  mate.  We  had  three  fore-mast  hands,  a  cook,  (colored,)  and  a 
cabin-boy.  On  the  twenty-fifth  of  July,  we  arrived  at  Cape  Charles, 
where  we  waited  several  days  for  a  cargo  of  fish.  This  time,  as  it  after- 
ward proved,  was  well  spent  in  painting  sixteen  port-holes  and  dressing 
the  Mary-Aim  with  such  apparel  as  gave  her  the  appearance  of  a  cran 
not  to  be  trifled  vfdth. 

'  Having  taken  in  a  caigo  of  fish,  we  shipped  two  more  fore-mafit 
hands,  and  on  the  twentieth  of  September  set  sail  for  a  market  in  the 
Mediterranean.  Nothing  occurred  worthy  of  note  till,  on  the  twenty- 
ninth  of  October,  about  forty  miles  west  of  the  Island  of  Majorca,  we 
discovered  a  ship-of-war  standing  on  the  wind  to  the  westward,  about 
eight  miles  distant,  two  points  forward  of  our  lee  beam,  while  we  were 
steering  east,  under  a  south  wind.  In  about  half-an-hour,  the  ship 
hoisted  English  colors,  and  tacked  to  the  eastward.  The  captain  said 
she  would  be  coming  up  vrith  us  in  the  course  c£  the  night ;  so  we  set 
our  colors  and  bore  up  to  fall  in  with  her.  She  came  up  on  our  weather- 
quarter,  hauled  down  her  English  colors,  and  made  our  hair  stand  esect 
by  hpisting  the  Algerine  flag  and  throwing  a  shot  across  our  bows. 
The  Mary-Ann  seemed  to  Judder,  and  every  plank  to  utter  a  groan. 
From  the  beginning  of  the  world  till  now,  more  barbarous,  savage,  and 
desperate  pirates  never  disturbed  sea  or  ocean.  They  claimed  as  a  right 
all  property  and  persons  found  in  the  Mediterranean ;  and  if  it  was 
questioned,  all  the  ferocity  of  the  tiger  and  *  devils  damned '  seemed  to 
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take  possession  of  them,  till  they  demonstrated,  in  the  most  awful  fiinn 
their  savage  imagination  could  invent,  their  deteimination  and  ability 
to  maintain  the  right  that  all  nations  had  heretofore  conceded  to  them. 
Piracy  was  a  government  enterprise,  and  the  treasury  of  the  Dey  was 
replenished  from  year  to  year  by  the  sale  of  captives  into  slavery,  and 
the  merchandise  wrenched  from  the  hands  of  the  enterprising  manner. 
The  character  of  these  desperadoes  was  in  keeping  with  their  occupa- 
tion. To  have  found  our  vessel  on  fire,  or  going  down  from  under  us, 
would  have  been  delightful  when  compared  widi  our  present  situation. 
Nevertheless,  a  frigate  was  an  aristocratic  kind  of  a  pirate,  from  whom 
some  mercy  might  be  obtained.  Beside,  the  United  States  Grovemment 
were  paying  large  tribute  to  the  Dey  of  Algiers,  to  be  exempt  £pom 
these  piratical  depredations. 

'  The  commander  of  the  frigate  hailed  us,  and  by  signs  ordered  us  to 
lower  a  boat  and  come  on  board.  This  invitation  we  respectfully 
declined,  giving  as  a  reason  that  om  boat  would  not  swim.  They  then 
boarded  us,  took  Captain  Sheffield  and  the  ship's  papers,  and  returned 
to  the  frigate. 

<  I  was  now  master  of  the  schooner.  Various  expedients  for  escape 
ffitted  through  my  mind  ;  but  being  under  the  broad-side  of  a  war-ship 
of  forty-four  guns,  which  could  siiik  us  at  a  single  discharge,  it  was 
hopeless,  even  could  we  have  out-sailed  her,  which  we  could  not. 
Instead  of  fear,  anger  took  possession  of  me.  We  might,  perhaps* 
make  terms  with  our  captors  K>r  our  lives ;  but  was  life,  upon  the  whole, 
desirable  ?  The  fore-mast  hands  were  pacing  the  deck  with  pale  lips 
and  trembling  limbs.  Unutterable  agony  was  painted  on  their  faces  as 
they  thought  of  their  homes.  I  took  the  glass  and  watched  the  fHgate. 
The  men  stood  around  in  silence.  An  hour  of  painful  anxiety  ensued, 
at  the  end  of  which  I  discovered  preparations  for  the  boat's  return. 
Men  armed  with  guns,  pistols,  swords,  and  daggers  were  being  put  on 
board.  At  last  my  heart  leapt  for  joy  to  see  the  captain  among  the 
company.  On  their  arrival,  they  brutally  bound  our  fore-mast  hands 
and  threw  them  into  the  boats.  The  captain,  mate,  cook,  and  cabin- 
boy,  of  about  fourteen  years,  alone  remained,  and  we  found  ourselves  in 
the  possession  of  a  prize  crew  of  nine  men  and  a  cabin-boy,  thoroughly 
armed  with  the  aforesaid  weapons.  The  dagger  or  knife  which  they 
carried  in  their  belt  was  of  singular  construction,  and  intended  to  be 
thrown  or  to  strike  with,  being  held  in  the  right  hand,  with  the  thumb 
over  the  end  of  the  hilt.  It  was  about  two  feet  in  length ;  and  so  skill- 
ful were  the  pirates  in  the  use  of  it,  that  they  would  dart  it  to  consider- 
able distance  with  great  precision  and  force.  In  a  hand-to-hand  action 
it  was  a  most  formidable  weapon,  and  if  we  were  to  be  butchered,  a 
more  fitting  one  could  not  be  found. 

'  We  now  stood  alone  before  that  band  of  pirates,  who  monopolized 
that  business  in  the  Mediterranean.  Every  feature  was  most  brutish, 
and  every  expression  of  countenance  fiend-like;  their  manners  and 
habits  disgusting  beyond  parallel.  Their  infernal  spirits  seemed  to 
shine  through  them  and  reveal  the  total  depravity  of  their  natures. 
Their  dirty  beards  nearly  covered  their  swarthy  faces,  and  swept  their 
breasts.    Four  of  the  number  were  six  feet  two,  and  stoutly  built ;  the 
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othen  bat  little  less.  Each  wore  a  flat  cloth-cap,  of  a  drab-color,  a 
Btnfled  shirt  without  a  collar,  with  a  flannel  under-shirt,  petticoat 
pantaloons,  fastened  below  the  knee,  with  the  1^  bare.  The  prize- 
master  and  two  others  had  on  their  feet  somethiiqg;  resembling  dices ; 
they  also  had  a  strip  of  cloth,  also  drab,  about  ei^t  inches  in  width, 
which  they  wound  about  their  person  in  difllerent  ways.  Some  of  the 
number  had  cloaks  with  head-pieces  of  singular  appearance.  The 
prize-master,  beside  his  sword  and  other  defensive  weapons,  wore  in  his 
belt  a  magnificent  pistol,  about  eighteen  inches  in  length,  richly  encased 
in  silver ;  and  the  manner  in  which  his  conmiands  were  given  and 
executed,  showed  that  these  weapons  would  be  used  against  his  own 
crew  with  the  same  readiness  as  against  a  foe,  if  he  was  not  instantly 
and  implicitly  obeyed. 

*  It  was  now  about  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  we  were  informed 
by  signs  that  we  could  have  our  liberty,  provided  we  would  work  the 
vessel  into  Algiers.  This  we  accepted,  and  obeyed  all  ordeis  with 
loaded  muskets  pointed  toward  us.  When  the  prize-master  was  being 
served  at  our  table  in  the  cabin,  muskets  loaded  and  cocked  were 
invariably  pointed  at  us  from  above,  and  similar  precaution  was  ueed 
on  all  occasions,  both  day  and  night.  An  accidental  discharge  of  a 
musket  was  by  no  means  unexpected.  I  had,  however,  some  oppor- 
tunity to  consult  with  the  captain.  From  what  he  learned  on  board 
the  ftigate,  we  were  doomed  to  perpetual  slavery — Algerine  slavery. 
This  was  Iheir  usual  custom  with  their  captives.  Our  suspicions  were 
strengthened  by  a  paper  that  we  found  in  the  prize-master's  cloak- 
pocket,  which  he  happened  to  leave  hanging  in  the  cabin,  some  words 
of  which  we  could  understand  ;  and  also  from  the  prize-crew,  who  took 
hold  of  the  iron-rings  about  the  vessel  and  made  signs  that  similar  ones 
were  destined  for  our  hands  and  feet.  One  of  the  crew  was  also  pointed 
out  to  the  cook  as  his  lash-master.  It  was  therefore  morally  certain 
what  was  to  be  our  fate. 

*  On  the  twenty-eighth  of  October,  I  had  another  opportunity  to  con- 
sult with  the  captain.  It  was  not  long  before  we  soberly  and  deliber- 
atelv  determined  never  to  go  into  Algerine  slavery.  Death  was 
pre&rable.  From  that  moment  our  purpose  was  not  shaken.  October 
twenty-ninth  came  in  with  the  wind  west-south*  west,  and  we  had 
another  moment  for  consultation.  Neither  of  us  had  the  slightest 
miigiving ;  it  was  a  desperate  chance  to  undertake  the  re-capture  of  the 
vessel,  for  there  were  nine  men  against  three,  and  it  had  been  always 
considered  by  surrounding  nations  that  one  Algerine,  for  fighting  pur- 
poses, on  the  deck  of  a  vessel,  was  equal  to  three  of  any  o&er  nation. 
Beside,  they  were  completely  armed  &r  a  hand-to-hand  encounter. 

'  We  had  two  guns  belonging  to  the  schooner,  that  the  pirates  had 
been  unable  to  find.  The  captain  had  another  with  a  spnng-bayonet 
and  a  pair  of  pistols.  These  were  prepared  for  use,  loaded  and  con- 
cealed again  in  the  cabin. 

'  October  thirtieth  came  in  with  light  winds  from  the  west-south- 
west. Caught  some  small  fish  with  the  grain-stafi*,  which  greatly 
pleased  the  prize-crew,  and  required  some  skill. 

*  October  thirty-first,  stowed  away  the  pump-brakes  and  grain-staves, 
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wliore  we  could,  lay  our  hauds  on  tbam,  aod  out  of  the  sight  i^  the 
pirates.  At  twelve  o'clock  we  made  the  land.  We  now  laid  our  plan 
of  action  with  the  vessel  on  the  wind.  The  cabin-hoy  was  to  ramain 
below  in  the  cabin  with  the  fiie-anns  in  his  keeping,  and  to  pasa  them 
up  if  called  for.  If  obliged  to  retreat,  we  should  then  have  anna  with 
which  to  defend  ourselves.  At  one  o'clock  we  came  in  sight  of  the  eity 
of  Algiers,  and  its  artificial  harbor.  We  now  made  known  to  the  oooji 
our  resolution.  He  was  a  powerful  man  of  six  feet  three  inches,  and 
entered  most  cordiaJily  into  our  plans.  I  ordered  him  below  to  take  off 
his  boots  and  such  clothing  as  would  encumber  him  in  a  hand-to-hand 
fight.  He  soon  reappeared,  with  nothing  on  but  his  pantaloons  and 
shirt,  with  the  sleeves  rolled  up  in  the  most  improved  fighting  at^. 
This  caused  suspicion,  and  the  piize-crew  cocked  their  guns  and  pointed 
them  at  us.  I  then  ordered  the  cook  to  the  foxe-topsail  yard,  which 
allayed  suspicion,  and  the  guns  were  uncocked.  At  this  moment,  I 
observed  the  prize-master  laying  his  fine  pistol  and  swoid  on  the  coop. 
The  captain  was  to  take  the  grain-6tafi*to  oatch  some  fish.  This  wonld 
draw  the  crew  to  the  side  of  the  vessel.  They  would  probably  lean 
over  the  rail,  the  better  to  see  the  captain  use  the  harpoon.  At  a^mm 
signal,  each  of  us  was  to  pitch  a  man  overboard. 

*  We  were  now  about  seven  miles  from  Algiers,  and  could  diacsm 
the  sentry  walking  by  the  castle.  A  cloud  was  rising  to  meet  the  spn 
in  his  descent,  and  had  just  touched  its  lower  limb.  The  captain  had 
taken  the  grain-staff  to  Uie  lee-quarter.  The  cook  had  come  down  fisom 
aloft,  and  had  taken  the  helm ;  he  was  to  take  a  turn  in  tlie  tiilei^iope 
at  a  signal.  One  man  with  a  double-barrelled  gun  was  reclining  intte 
cable-tier.  The  crew  were  leaning  over  the  rail.  The  captain  waited 
till  they  were  more  scattered  :  unconquerable  resolution  sat  upon  hie 
brow.  The  cook  loved  the  occasion  aa  he  hated  chains  and  slavsKf  • 
ITothing  was  wanting  to  nerve  us  to  the  desperate  undertaking.  Qudna 
and  slavery  were  before  us ;  and  if  we  failed,  the  most  honiUe  tortniea. 
Not  another  hojpe  or  fear  could  have  strengthened  our  poxpoae.  ^th 
unutterable  desire  I  waited  for  the  signal.  My  rage  had  gxadnall; 
increased  till 

'  Now  cotild  I  drink  hot  blood, 

And  do  such  business  as  the  bitter  daj* 

Would  quake  to  look  on.' 

The  signal  was  given  for  the  cook.  A  part  of  the  crew  were  poiaed  on 
the  rail  as  the  longed-for  signal  saluted  our  eajcs.  In  an  instant  of  tioie 
three  men  had  plunged  into  the  sea.  The  captain  q^rang  like  a  lioa 
on  the  man  in  the  cable-tier,  on  the  lee-quarter.  The  gun  was  wsenched 
from  his  grasp  and  thrown  upon  deck  before  he  oonld  bring  it  to  bear. 
He  was  a  strong  man,  but  the  captain  was  nerved  to  supeidinmanaffixrt 
He  dragged  the  pirate  to  the  side  of  the  vessel,  and  had  thnywn  him 
over  the  rail ;  but  could  not  shake  him  ficom  his  death-gxai^.  The 
strength  of  the  captain  was  giving  way,  and  he  about  goiQg  over- 
board with  the  pirate,  as  the  mate  came  to  his  aaostance.  With  the 
aid  of  a  grain-staff,  the  Tui^  dropped  into  the  water,  and  the  captain 
was  drawn  again  upon  deck.  The  captain,  oveicame  with  wvexe 
struggling,  did  not  mingle  further  in  the  mdee.     The  punqKhcake  <^ 


16^.]  Sea-Side  Gossip  at  MaOap&iseU.  607 

the  oook,  on  the  lee-mde,  was  doing  tenable  execution,  wliile  the  mate 
iras  encoanteiing  thiee  men  at  uie  brake  of  the  quarter-deck.  The 
mate  with  a  grain-staff,  and  the  ibremoet  Turk  with  a  dagger,  stood 
face  to  face.  The  Biain-Btaff,  from  its  length,  would  be  brought  to  bear 
befinre  the  dagger  of  the  Turk,  who  thereupon  threw  it  with  such  yio- 
lenoe  that  it  almort  buried  itself  in  the  deck.  It  just  grazed  my  side, 
without  drawing  blood.  The  grain-staff  then  did  its  work.  Before  it 
could  be  again  raised,  the  most  powerful  of  the  pirates  had  grappled 
with  me.  The  stru^le  was  to  be  of  short  duration,  for  the  hmder^ 
most  of  the  Algerines  had  raised  his  horrid  knife  to  plunge  it  into  my 
side.  I  was  beyond  escape,  in  the  clutches,  of  my  antagonist.  I  saw 
the  dagger  descending  on  its  fearful  errand  I  Ten  thousand  thoughts, 
that  woidd  have  filled  volumes  in  the  utterance,  with  more  than  tele- 
graphic speed  ran  through  my  mind.  The  glistening  kmfe  had  tra- 
versed more  than  half  its  distance  when  the  pump-brake  of  the  cook 
came  down  again  with  the  velocity  of  lightning  and  a  crash  like  thun- 
der, spattering  blood  and  brains  in  all  directions.  One  second  more  and 
the  contest  would  have  been  equal.  The  last  man  was  thrown  over- 
board ;  and  the  '  bloody  grapple,'  that  lasted  from  three  to  five  minutes, 
was  over.  The  sun  was  still  visible  above  the  rising  cloud.  The 
silver-cased  pistol  and  sword  of  the  prize-master  lay  untouched  on  the 
coop.  Guns  and  pistols,  too  slow  for  use  and  too  uncertun  to  be  relied 
on,  were  strewn  about  the  deck,  or  thrown  overboard  with  their  owners. 
Four  horribly-mangled  corpses,  in  their  piratical  habiUments,  lay  mo- 
tionless and  bleeding,  on  the  deck,  and  a  gloomy  silence  brooded  over 
all ! 

'  We  w^e  now  ourselves  again,  and  the  Mary-Ann  was  at  our  com- 
mand. You  will  readily  believe  that  the  vessel  was  not  long  in  going 
about.  All  sails  were  set,  and  our  course  up  the  Straits.  The 
decks  were  cleared,  and  with,  devout  hearts  we  uianked  God  for  the 
deliverance. 

*  The  Algerine  cabin-boy,  a  lad  of  about  fourteen,  had  climbed  the 
taffiail,  and  was  ready  to  jump  overboard.  He  made  signs  to  us 
that  he  would  black  our  boots,  or  do  other  menial  service,  if  we  would 
spare  his  life.  His  death  was  not  at  present  necessary,  and  he  soon 
came  down  to  us,  and  we  treated  him  kindly. 

'  At  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening, 

''  Aft  if  the  bearens  were  troubled  with  m^'s  set,' 

a  heavy  thunder-squall  struck  us,  and  came  near  capsizing  the  vessel ; 
tore  several  of  our  sails  completely  to  rags ;  and  more  or  less  injured 
all.  At  such  a  time  such  a  misfortune  was  a  calamity.  The  gale  was 
more  terrible  than  this  of  to-night.  Through  the  darlmess  of  l£e  night 
the  flashes  of  lightning  and  the  heavy  peals  di  thunder  followed  each 
other  in  quick  succession.  We  were  in  imminent  peril  of  being  wrecked. 
Sailors  are  seldom  infidels,  and  I  called  to  mind,  the  better  to  appreci- 
ate than  ever  before.  King  David's  description  of  a  thunder-storm  on 
the  Mediterranean,  in  the  twenty-ninth  Pialm.  The  sublimity  of  the 
scene  was  mingled  with  the  excitement  of  the  day's  business,  with  awe 
and  gratitude,  as  I  called  to  mind 
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' '  Tbb  Toioe  of  the  Lobo  is  upon  the  waters ; 
The  OoD  of  glory  thandereth ! 
The  Lord  is  upon  the  great  sea ; 
The  Toice  of  tfie  Lord  is  fall  of  majes^; 
The  Toioe  of  the  Lord  breakeih  the  oeoars ; 
He  maketh  the  cedars  to  skip  like  a  calf, 
And  Lebanon  and  Sirion  *  like  a  roung  nnioom. 
The  Toioe  of  the  Lord  divideth  tne  flames  of  fire; 
In  His  temple  doth  every  one  ^eak  of  His  giory  I ' 

*  The  gale  continued  through  the  night,  driving  us  from  our  enemies. 
In  the  morning,  (November  first,^  heavy  gales  still  continuing,  we 
attempted  to  repair  some  of  the  sails. 

*  One  thought  weighed  heavily  upon  us  :  What  %oas  to  be  done  if 
toe  were  again  taken  ?  If  it  was  unendurable  in  the  first  instance, 
how  much  more  in  the  second !  The  boy  could  identify  us,  and  the 
Maiy-Ann  was  known.  In  such  an  event  there  was  but  one  course. 
It  was  a  dear  necessity  that  the  boy  must  be  put  where  he  could  tell 
no  tales,  and  the  vessel  scuttled.  By  taking  to  the  boats,  we  might 
possibly  escape  identification.  I  shuddered  that  such  a  necessity  mi^t 
arise ;  it  was  even  probable,  and  it  became  us  to  prepare  for  it  Seven 
large  auger-holes  were  bored  in  the  ship's  bottom,  and  stopped  ujp  with 
plugs.  Toward  night  the  wind  moderated,  and  we  bent  a  new  foresail 
and  completed  the  repair  of  the  main-sail.  During  the  day,  we  con- 
tinued to  make  preparations  £>r  being  again  taken,  and  repaired  the 
leaky  boat.  We  all  seemed  to  be  imprest  with  the  idea  that  we  wete 
yet  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Turks. 

*  November  second  came  in  with  light  winds.  Every  prepajatiofn  bt 
sinking  the  vessel  had  been  made,  and  the  boat  loaded  o^y  with  neoesr 
sary  articles.  At  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  we  discovered  a  rakish- 
looking  craft,  bearing  north,  with  the  wind  west-north-west  When 
she  discovered  us,  she  changed  her  course  and  bore  down  upon  us. 
The  dreaded  event  teas  now  at  hand,  A  low,  devihsh  Algerine  pxrste 
was  fast  coming  up  with  us. 

*  *  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damned 
In  evils.' 

*Our  previous  captors  were  gentlemen  in  comparison,  Our  lives 
would  only  be  spared  for  tortures.  The  plugs  were  pulled  out,  and 
three  feet  of  water  already  in  the  hold.  The  pirate  was  so  near  we 
could  discern  with  the  glass  that  she  was  mounted  with  eight  guns. 
She  was  a  first-rate  sailer,  and  not  ashamed  to  show  her  colors.  In 
half-an-hour  she  will  be  up  with  us,  with  her  infernal  crew.  Time 
had  been  when  the  stars  and  stripes,  waving  above  us,  would  have  been 
a  protection.     No  time  was  to  be  lost ;  and  now 

<  <  Searf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pity,' 

for  the  boy  must  be  disposed  of.  When  the  blood  was  iip,  it  would 
have  been  hard  enough ;  but  now  it  was  cool.  The  uno^nding  hoy 
or  we  must  die.    The  cook  brought  upon  deck  a  fifty-six  weight,  and 

*  Ths  tempests  that  rise  on  the  Medlternmean  or  Great  Sea  more  over  the  mouBtslna,  nd  ^ead 
their  strength  amoog  the  oedan  of  Lebanon  and  Blrion. 
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tamed  away.  It  was  the  captain's  duty  to  give  ordeiB,  and  mine  to  see 
them  executed ;  but  there  was  no  ciew  to  perfonn  ihe  bidding ;  the 
cook's  was  another  duty.  Nearer  and  more  near  the  pirate  approaches. 
In  silence,  as  if  by  necessity  itself,  the  boy  was  bound  and  the  weight 
tied  to  his  feet,  and  none  of  us  could  say,  *  Thou  didst  it.' 

'  Most  pitifhlly  moaning,  the  boy  lay  upon  the  'deck.  I  can  hear 
him  now ;  it  was  enough  to  melt  tiie  stoutest  heart.  '  0  God  ! 
deliver  me  from  this  hour  I '  broke  firom  the  lips  of  the  captain.  He 
would  not  throw  the  boy  overboard ;  the  mate  did  not  give  the  order  ; 
the  cook  would  not  do  it. 

<BnTBB  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we  to  gain  our  place  haye  sent  to  peace, 
Than  on  this  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstasy.* 

*  As  if  by  inspiration,  I  took  the  helm,  and  bore  up  to  fall  in  with 
the  pirate.  The  cook  now  became  greatly  excited,  and  talked  of  throw- 
ing the  boy  overboard.  The  alteration  of  our  course,  as  we  could  see 
with  the  glass,  seemed  greatly  to  surprise  the  pirate.  Our  painted  port- 
holes, at  that  distance,  had  the  efiect  of  real  cmes ;  and  the  pirate,  find- 
ing we  were  not  afraid  of  her,  concluded  we  carried  too  many  guns,  and 
so  tacked  about,  and  with  a  press  of  canvas  was  fast  leaving  us.  That 
teas  the  happiest  moment  of  my  life.  The  fact  that  she  could  out-sail 
us  was  by  no  means  disagreeable.  The  holes  were  plugged  up  with 
difficulty ;  the  boy  unbound  ;  the  pumps  set  to  work ;  and  our  couise 
shaped  for  Naples,  where  we  arrived  November  fourth,  eighteen 
hundred  and  seven,  about  four  o'clock  in  the  af^moon. 

'  Here  we  found  we  had  run  a  blockade  that  had  been  blown  off  by 
the  storm ;  for  Naples,  being  then  in  possession  of  the  French,  vras 
blockaded  by  the  English  and  Sicilians.  Here  the  cabin-boy  cut  our 
acquaintance. 

'Before  our  departure,  we  learned  that  the  Algerine  government 
had  used  their  utmost  exertion  for  our  reHsapture,  and  that  all  cruisers 
were  commanded  to  bring  us  in  alive.  We  thoroughly  appreciated  the 
term  aUve.  The  Dey  made  a  formal  demand  upon  our  Consul  at 
Najdes  for  two  thousand  dollars,  for  each  Algerme  that  was  missing, 
which  our  government  paid  to  the  amount  of  sixteen  thousand  dollars. 
The  reason  of  our  being  taken  we  learned  to  be  because  the  United 
States  had  failed  to  pay  tribute  to  the  Dey  ;  and  the  reason  of  the  fail- 
ure was  that  the  Chesapeake,  which  was  carrying  the  tribute,  was  fired 
into  hj  the  English,  and  obliged  to  return  to  Norfolk  for  repairs. 

'  Aner  selling  our  cargo  of  fish  (owing  to  the  blockade)  at  an  unheard- 
of  price,  we  became  uneasy,  and  concluded,  in  spite  of  the  Algerines 
and  the  blockade,  to  set  sail  for  New- York.  We  took  a  favorable  time ; 
ran  the  blockade ;  kept  clear  of  the  cruisers ;  and  on  the  third  day 
hauled  under  a  Swedish  seventy-four,  and  asked  protection  from  the 
Algerines,  which  was  refused,  because  they  were  at  peace  veith  them ; 
but  acting  on  the  belief  that  thei  frigate  would  not  harm  us,  though  we 
were  within  three  miles  of  her,  we  in  the  day-time  kept  a  respectful 
distance,  and  at  night  hugged  closer,  and  finally  arrived  safely  at  Long- 
Island,  July  tenth,  eighteen  hundred  and  eight,  during  the  embargo  ; 
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l^ui  finding  we  could  not  get  to  sea  egain,  tl^ough  we  had  not  eiiteied 
our  vessel,  we,  on  the  feurteenth,  came  up  to  the  city  of  Kew-York, 
wheie  we  were  visited  by  hundjedB,  who  came  to  hear  the  stoiy  I  hare 
just  told  you.' 

*  And,  Captain,  what  became  of  the  sailoxB  that  were  taken  bsm  the 
Maiy-Ann  and  cairied  on  board  the  frigate  ? ' 

'  Well,  they  were  put  to  hard  labor,  till  the  Danish  goyemment  pro- 
cured the  releaM  of  one,  the  English  two,  and  the  United  St9.tea  the 
rest,  by  the  payment  of  tribute.' 

Here  the  Captain  rose  and  opened  a  cupboard,  and  took  out  the  dag- 
ger that  he  so  narrowly  escaped,  and  the  olver-cased  pistol  of  the  prize- 
master,  saying, '  that  Captain  Sheffield,  who  visited  him  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  fourteen,  had  carefully  preserved  the  double-banelled 
gun.  The  cook,  who  left  the  vessel  at  Naples,  took  a  part  of  the  aims, 
as  a}B0  did  the  cabin-bc^.  The  insuranceoffioe  in  New-Yoxk  gave  us 
five  hundred  dollars,  wxiich  was  distributed  as  fi>ILowB :  two  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars  to  Captain  Sheffield  ;  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  to 
the  mate  ;  and  the  rest  to  the  cook  and  cabin-boy. 

'  Captain  Sheffield  died  at  his  residence  near  Hurlgate,  in  Eighteen 
Hundred  and  Forty,  ^n^eatly  lamented  by  a  large  circle  of  fnenda.* 

If  any  reader,  in  visiting  the  '  Old  Colony,'  will  call  upon  my  wortiiy 
friend,  he  will  find  a  generous  hospitality,  this  account  minutely  cor- 
rect, and  the  Captain  will  tell  him  another  stoiy  worth  two  of  thia. 


R  . 


Bend  beneath  thy  sorrow  deep; 

Bend,  but  do  not  break ; 
Unto  hope's  reyiving  light 

Thy  burdened  heart  shall  woko. 


GcD  does  not  on  our  spirits  Uy 
More  than  we  should  bear ; 

But  looks  to  see  us  ask  his  help 
In  unceasing  prayer. 


Thou  skalt  not  need  to  wait  on  Hue 
As  courtiers  wait  on  kings, 

Until  an  answer,  long  deferred, 
A  slender  solace  brings. 


Thy  lonely  chamber  is  a  court 
tVhence  thou  canst  see  E&s  face ; 

The  SovEEEiQN  Lord  of  all  the  world 
Is  near  in  every  place. 
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DOCTOR    STUMOR. 

*Ilu  t£N£ba  CoLcnA  TBACTATR.*— Hobacb:  Book  Fibst,  la  ▼.  8-10. 
HoXkac  l^ifuvc  infxOQ  'AM(  'rtuitai^tv.  —  IliaI)  i.  3. 


On  the  '  Creek  PnrchaBe,'  years  ago, 

When  men  were  few  and  ^vannintB '  plenty, 
And  chills  and  fever,  high  and  low, 

Shook  nineteen  men  in  every  twenty ; 
Wh6ne*er  the  'Gradcen,'  salt  or  fresh, 

Had  colds,  coughs,  diarrhea,  croa|i,  or 
The  other  ills  tiiat  haont  the  flesh, 

They  alwi^  sent  for  Doctor  Stitpob. 


I  knew  him  in  his  latter  daye^ 

And  oft  upon  his  limping  pony 
I  saw  him  nde,  and  stopp^  to  gaze 

Upon  his  figure^  grim  and  bony: 
And  often  o'er  his  office^oor 

I  saw  the  Doctor's  sign-board  swingmg, 
And  sometimes  at  the  mid-night  honr 

I  heard  his  deathfal  mortar  ringing. 


That  mortar  I  beheld  with  awe. 

As  Stdfos's  boy  would  sit  and  pound  it  ; 
For  warrior  never  mortar  saw 

That  death  had  oftener  dealt  around  it 
Upon  his  shelves,  in  grim  array. 

Powders  and  pills  were  piled  like  bullets, 
The  which  the  Doctor  day  by  day 

Discharged  a-down  his  patients'  gullets. 


The  Doctor  was  a  learned  Creek ; 

He  knew  that  ^Hedicus'  meant  monkey, 
And  that  lar^^  in  the  Greek, 

Was  the  appropriate  term  for  donkey ; 
And  when  of  symptoms  called  to  sp«i^ 

His  jargon  was  so  diabolic^ 
So  mixed  with  barbarous  CreNok  and  Greek, 

It  gave  his  auditors  the  ooHc  I 


The  Doctor's  eyes  were  like  blue  pills. 
His  hair  a  ravelled  sticking-pla^r ; 

His  nose  some  fiery  root  that  kills, 
Like  his  own  medicines,  or  faster : 
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His  lips  were  like  Yirginia  twist ; 

Complexion,  calomd  and  sulphur; 
His  stzknge  ingredients  through  the  list 

Of  drug^  Bame  Natube  had  to  cull  for. 


And  yetj  however  at  lacts  like  these 

A  smile  incredulous  may  dimple 
The  learned  mugs  of  grave  M.D.b^ 

The  tout  ensemble  was  still  a  simple. 
Nature  upon  his  &ce  had  wrought 

A  pompous  vacuum  unchangmg, 
No  glimmer  of  intruding  thought 

Its  blank  composure  e'er  deranging. 


It  was  not  strange  that  he  should  be 

A  saint  and  elder  ui  the  session ; 
No  man  had  oftener  seen  than  he 

The  consequences  of  transgression ; 
He  knew  tiie  end  that  sinners  met. 

By  his  and  Pbovidbkob'  appointment ; 
The  memory  of  their  woes  was  yet 

.Unto  his  soul  as  '  precious  omtment' 


His  theological  belief 

Was  simple,  dear,  and  comprehensive  ,* 
And  though  't  was  somewhat '  curt  and  brie^' 

Its  applications  were  extensive. 
*T  was:  *  Love  thy  God  with  all  thy  might, 

(As  for  thy  neighbor ^  thai  *s  all  gammon,) 
Work  m  his  service  day  and  nigh]^ 

And  let  that  god  be  ever  HAHMoy. 


The  Doctor,  like  the  knowing  few, 

Was  fierce  against  all  innovation : 
He  oft  declared  that  notions  new 

Would  soon  '  demoralize  the  nation  I ' 
He  scorned  the  new  and  strange  ideas 

Bja  younger  brethren  got  by  reading, 
And  always  calmed  his  patient's  fears 

With  copious  calomel  and  bleeding. 


For  forty  years  did  Dxatb  and  he 

Ride  on  the  some  old  horse  together, 
And  range  the  country  fiir  and  &e, 

In  every  kind  of  wind  and  weather. 
But  even  Death  at  last,  dismayed. 

Endeavored  vainly  to  restrict  him ; 
The  monarch  grim  became  afraid 

That  he  kmseif  might  fiUl  a  victim ! 
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So  down  the  Doctor's  tbR»t  he  crammed 

A  pUl  of  his  own  mannfiictare, 
And  then  his  curiooB  cnmiom  jammed, 

And  smashed  it  with  a  compound  fracture : 
The  Doctor,  'neath  the  graye-jard's  plain, 

like  some  grim  warrior  reposing 
Amid  the  fiMS  his  band  hath  slain, 

Sleeps  with  the  victims  of  his  dosing. 


Bat  erring  fame  is  wont  to  gild 

The  '  batchers  of  mankind '  with  glorjr : 
The  Tillage  paper  half  was  fOled 

With  prose  and  poems  landatoiy ; 
And  on  a  pompons  marble  pile, 

Which  moaxning  yew  and  cypress  droop  o'er, 
Yoa  still  maj  read,  if  worth  yoar  while, 

*  Bkjacet  Doctor  Nathan  Stupoh  I ' 


JULIA,    OR    THE    GARDEN    OF    THE   TUILERISS. 

On  a  bright,  snn-duny  aftenuxm  the  garden  of  the  Tnileries  is  one 
of  the  most  agreeable  leflorts  in  the  world.  Its  broad,  shady  avenues, 
smoothly  laid  with  gravel,  its  flowen,  foontains,  and  statnaxy,  and  its 
forest  of  venerable  trees,  fbnn  a  pictoie  nneqoalled  by  any  other  city 
in  Europe. 

At  one  end,  the  view  extends  through  the  Chaimpt  Ehfsies  to  the 
Aroh  of  Triumph ;  at  the  other,  arises  the  dignified  old  palace  of  the 
Tuileries,  which  looks  down  as  placidly  upon  the  scene  as  if  no.fmaous 
mob  had  ever  profaned  its  precmcts,  nor  driven  forth  its  royal  inmates, 
some  to  the  scafibld,  and  o&em  to  wander  through  the  world. 

What  histories  are  written  on  the  walls  of  tiiis  time>honored  pile, 
idiich  Dumas  compares  to  an  inn,  where  Royalty  has  merely  put  up  in 
passing. 

Louis  the  Sixteenth  and  Marie  Antoinette  were  dragged  hence  to 
prison,  andsnffired  death  in  the  Flacedela  Concorde,  in  sight  of  the 
walls  of  their  once  royal  abode. 

Napoleon,  when  he  had  reached  the  pinnacle  of  his  glory,  sojourned 
here  for  a  fdiort  time,  and  then  gave  place  to  Louis  the  Eighteenth;  but 
the  latter  had  hardly  time  to  arrange  his  household  before  he  was 
obliged  to  make  a  precmitate  retreat  l^&re  the  returning  Emperor,  who 
also,  after  another  brief  stay,  was  called  away  to  Waterloo,  never  more 
to  enter  its  gilded  halls. 

Since  then,  Charles  the  Tenth  has  given  place  to  Louis  Philippe,  and 
Louis  PhilippMB  has  given  place  to  the  people. 

The  imperial  eagle  haa  again  unfolded  its  wings  at  the  Tuileries ; 
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Louis  Napoleon  sits  on  the  throne  of  his  illiiBtrioas  uncle,  and  aU  the 
pomp  and  splendor  of  royalty  have  again  letumed  to  its  time-honarBd 
walls.  But  it  is  a  bold  man  who  can  inhabit  this  building,  so  fatal  to 
kings,  and  a  bolder  one  who  can  lie  down  at  night  and  sleep  socmdly 
upon  the  breast  of  this  volcano. 

But  we  will  return  to  the  garden,  filled  with  its  gay  and  thooghtleGB 
crowd,  some  of  whom  are  promenading  through  its  verdant  alleys^  or 
along  its  beautiful  terraces,  others  quietly  seat^  beneath  the  shade  of 
the  stately  trees,  enjoying  the  eyer-chan^[ing  scene  upon  a  comfortable 
rush*bottomed  chair,  for  the  moderate  pnce  of  two  cents. 

Let  us  stroll  up  this  alley,  skirting  the  Rue  de  Hivoli,  and  what  a 
charming  view  meets  the  eye.  You  might  imagine  you  had  entered 
some  public  nuisery,  for  hundreds  of  bright-^yed,  roay-cheeked  nmses 
are  there,  with  infants  in  their  arms.  Innumerable  blooming  children 
are  at  play ;  some  trolling  gayly-colored  balls,  some  jumping  the  rope, 
others  playing  at  tag,  and  all  joyous  and  happy. 

If  any  thing  could  cure  a  misanthrope,  I  think  a  daily  visit  to  this 
place  would  soon  have  the  desired  effect.  For  to  hear  the  joyooa  voices 
of  these  children  at  play,  to  behold  their  bright  angelic  faces,  blooming 
with  health,  and  to  see  their  slight  forms  adorned  with  taste  and  ele> 
gance,  tripping  artlessly  but  most  gracefully  over  the  gravel  walk, 
would  warm  die  coldest  heart,  and  cause  it  to  feel  more  kindly  toward 
its  species.  Behold  that  young  mother  sitting  beneath  yon  tree  ;  how 
often  her  eyes  are  raised  nom  the  piece  of  embroidery  she  is  engaged 
upon,  to  watch  with  swelling  heart  her  lovely  little  daughter,  ^dio  is 
mixing  with  the  joyous  throng,  but  who  never  waadera  beyond  oAll. 
There  are  a  hundred  such  movers  here,  wl»»e  hearts  axe  avtsAming 
with  matemstl  afiection  as  they  behold  with  pride  Iheir  '  1»rd  of  pto- 
mise,'  their  '  jewel  widiout  price.'  The  scene  is  really  enehttntiBg,  and 
we  might  gaze  on  it  for  hours  with  pleasure ;  but  we  will  pass  onwud 
to  the  grand  avenue,  where  children  of  a  laigcr  growfh  are  »mndng 
themselves.  Here  the  modt  beautiful  women  axd  the  meet  ^^gant 
yoong  men  may  be  seen  daily.  Even  the  gray-haired  sire,  who  feels 
conacions  that  he  is  too  old  to  pleade,  is  glad  to  come  and  behdd  the 
beautiful  toilets  and  lovely  faces  that  thrmig  the  gravel  walk ;  for  the 
Frenchman  is  never  too  old  to  admire  you^  and  beauty. 

Some  are  seated  in  groups,  engaged  in  lively  conversation  upon  the 
topics  of  the  day ;  some  are  in  pairs,  and  talk  m  so  low  a  voice  that  if 
they  were  making  love  no  one  would  be  the  wiser  fixr  it ;  oftere  ore  en- 
gaged in  reading,  or  in  needle-work ;  others,  promenading;  and  all 
appear  to  be  contented  and  happy. 

But  what  a  difierent  scene  thn  garden  preeextts  early  in  Ibe  morn- 
ing !  Its  avenues  aire  then  desert^  and  silent,  and  &e  outly  eomda 
which  greet  the  ear  are  the  distant  roar  of  the  great  city  awaking  to 
life,  and  the  chirping  of  the  little  bizds  skipping  among  tl»  bnmobaB  of 
tiie  trees.  An  occasional  passenger  may  be  seen  travernn^  the  gafden 
from  the  Rue  de  RivoU  or  the  Cluai  Voltaire ;  but  he  lingers  not  to 
enjc^  the  perfume  of  the  flowers,  run  to  lounge  on  the  bwichee,  bat 
with  a  hurried  step  passes  onward  to  his  mcnning  taak. 

Eugene  A ,  a  young  medical  studant  who  lived  in  the  Hoe  St. 
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Hoii0r6,  Beldam  saw  the  guden  except  at  this  hour,  or  late  in  theeven- 
iogt  when  lie  travemed  it  on  liie  way  to  and  from  hospitals  and  the 
Academy  of  Medicine.  The  candidate  for  medical  honors  must  be  an 
eajdy  nser  here,  when  sneh  men  as  Ye^iean  and  Jobert  may  be  finmd 
in  the  wards,  or  in  the  operating  room  between  seven  and  eight  o'clock 
in  the  morning. 

.  For  more  than  a  month  Eugene  had  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting  in 
his  morning  walk  through  the  garden  a  young  girl,  dressed  in  black, 
and  deeply  veiled,  who  always  carried  in  her  hand  a  small  box,  like 
those  used  to  hold  artificial  flowers. 

He  soon  became  so  nmch  in  the  habit  of  meeting  this  young  person, 
that  every  morning  he  failed  to  see  her  graceful  form  tripping  over  the 
gravel  walk  he  felt  disappointed.  This  feeling  grew  upon  him,  and  in 
a  short  time  his  sympathies  became  so  much  interested,  that  if  he  did 
not  meet  her  in  the  garden,  he  would  linger  on  the  quay,  or  on  the  Pont 
Boyal,  until  she  made  her  appearance,  and  thus  ofbn  arrived  late  to 
the  clinique. 

Eugene  was  the  only  son  of  a  wealthy  gentleman  living  near  Bor- 
deaux. Although  perfect  master  of  his  own  actions,  and  not  stinted 
with  regard  to  means,  which  were  liberally  furnished  to  him  by  his 
father,  he  had  nevertheless  resided  in  the  metropolis  for  several  years 
without  becoming  contaminated  by  its  vices.  The  arduous  pursuit  of 
his  studies,  coupled  vrith  an  ambiticm  to  excel  in  the  profession  he  had 
chosen,  vrere  his  safeguards  amid  the  thousand  snares  which  beset  a 
young  man  in  this  vortex  of  dissipation. 

Naturally  of  an  excitable  nature,  a  certain  interest  was  awakened 
in  his  mind  by  the  mystery  which  appeared  to  hang  around  this  young 
person,  and  their  almost  daily  meetings  soon  kindled  in  his  breast  a 
sympathy  toward  her,  the  cause  of  which  he  could  not  explain.  His 
heart  beat  more  quickly  as  he  approached  toward  her,  and  timidly 
gazed  upon  the  beautiful  face  which  the  envious  veil  could  not  altoge- 
ther conceal.  And  when  she  had  passed  by,  he  would  pause  and  watch 
her  receding  fixrm  until  it  v^as  lost  to  his  view. 

One  morning  the  young  girl  was  not  seen  as  usual,  and  Eugene  lin- 
gered so  long  in  the  hope  of  beholding  her  that  he  did  not  arrive  at  the 
hospital  untU  the  clinique  was  half  over.  Several  mornings  passed  in 
the  like  manner ;  he  waited  and  waited  vrithout  avail.  He  began  now 
to  neglect  his  studies,  and  passed  nearly  the  whole  day  lingering  about 
the  garden  in  hopes  of  re-beholding  the  being  toward  whom  he  was  so 
mysteriously  attracted.  But  his  hcfpes  were  fruitless ;  days  and  weeks 
passed  away,  but  the  vision  of  his  morning  walks  never  more  appeared 
to  gladden  his  sight. 

Eugene  lost  biis  taste  for  study,  and  instead  of  being  at  the  hospital, 
or  at  his  books,  was  continually  rambling  over  the  city,  buoyed  up  with 
the  firail  hope  of  again  meeting  the  young  lady  in  black. 

At  length,  one  evening  while  he  was  returning  home  afler  a  long 
stroll,  tired  and  disheartened,  he  espied  the  object  of  his  search  passing 
through  the  Eue  Castiglione  toward  the  Rue  de  Bivoli.  He  was  so 
much  overcome  vrith  joy  at  re-beholding  her,  that  his  first  impulse  was 
to  rush  up  and  greet  her  with  all  the  warmth  of  an  old  acquaintance. 
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But  a  moment's  leflection  lestrained  him  from  committiiig  eo  rash  an 
act  as  to  accost  one  to  whom  he  was  entiiely  miknown.  FoUowiiig  in 
her  foot-steps,  however,  he  traversed  the  Rue  de  Bivoli,  the  Garden  of 
the  Tuileries,  and  the  Pont  Royal,  continued  along  the  Q;uai  Voltaire 
and  the  dual  Malaquais,  up  the  Bue  de  Seine,  to  the  Rue  de  Bussy, 
where  she  entered  a  house  and  disappeared. 

Eugene  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then,  as  if  seized  with  a  sadden 
determination,  entered  the  gate-way  to  speak  with  the  porter,  that  Cer- 
berus of  all  Parisian  houses. 

*  Good-day  to  you,  Sir ! '  said  Eugene ;  *  can  you  tell  me  the  name  of 
the  young  person  who  has  just  gone  up-stairs  ? ' 

'  Yes,  Sir,'  replied  the  porter,  *  with  the  greatest  pleasure ;  it  is  Miss 

Julia,  who  lives  with  her  mother,  Madame  D ,  in  the  fifth  story ; 

the  door  is  to  the  right  of  the  stair-way.' 

'  I  do  not  wish  to  go  up,'  answered  Eugene ;  *  I  merely  thought  I 
would  step  in  to  inquire  the  name  of  the  lady,  for  I  have  often  met  her 
in  the  street.' 

'Ah !  Sir  1  she  is  a  very  worthy  young  person,  and  it  is  a  pity  theie 
are  not  more  like  her  in  the  world.  Although  young  and  beautiful, 
she  never  thinks  of  going  out  to  places  of  amusement,  but  passes  the 
whole  of  her  time  in  administering  to  the  wants  and  comforts  of  a  sick 
mother,  and  in  laboring  for  her  support.  Madame  and  her  daughter 
have  lived  in  the  house  for  more  than  two  years.  When  they  first  came, 
they  seemed  to  be  tolerably  well  off;  but  they  are  very  poor  now.  I 
never  gain  any  thing  by  performing  little  conunissions  for  them,  as  I 
used  to  do ;  but  no  matter ;  I  like  them,  nevertheless,  for  they  are  al- 
ways so  gentle  and  polite  that  I  would  willingly  do  them  a  servioe  with- 
out expecting  a  peimy's  recompense.' 

Eugene  talked  for  more  than  half-an-hour  with  the  old  porter,  whose 
feelings  appeared  to  be  very  deeply  hiterested  in  the  sick  lady  and  her 
daughter.     From  all  he  oonmiunicated  to  him,  he  learned  they  had 

been  in  affluent  circumstances  before  the  death  of  Mr.  D ,  who 

was  a  gentleman  of  ample  fi)rtune,  but  had  so  diminished  his  means  by 
unfortunate  speculations  at  the  Bourse,  that  at  the  time  of  bis  death, 
which  took  place  just  before  the  Revolution  of  eighteen  hundred  and 

forty-eight,  Madame  D found  herself  reduced  almost  to  a  state  of 

poverty.  She  immediately  sold  off  her  splendid  furniture,  her  horses 
and  equipage,  and  retired  to  an  apartment  in  a  less  fashionable  quarter 
of  the  city,  where  she  devoted  her  whole  attention  to  the  education  of 
her  daughter.  After  two  years,  however,  her  fimds  had  dwindled 
away  so  rapidly  that  she  found  it  necessary  to  take  a  still  more  humble 
lodging  in  the  Rue  de  Bussy,  where  after  having  occupied  for  sometime 
an  apartment  on  the  third  floor,  poverty  had  at  last  forced  her  to  ascend 
to  a  small  room  on  the  fifth  floor,  where  for  a  long  time  she  and  her 
daughter  had  gained  a  precarious  subsistence  by  making  artificial 
flowers. 

Eugene  bade  the  old  porter  good-day,  and  went  away  pondering  how 
he  might  be  able  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  Julia  and  her  mother. 
Numerous  plans  were  decided  upon  and  relinquished  as  untenable  ; 
and  not  unlal  the  next  morning  did  he  conclude  how  to  prooeed. 
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His  final  deciaon  was  to  go  and  see  the  old  porter,  and  inquire  if  there 
were  any  rooms  Tacant  in  the  honse.  For,  once  under  the  same  roof  with 
Jiilia,  he  flattered  himself  there  would  be  a  thousand  ways  of  forming 
an  acquaintance  with  her  ;  and  he  likewise  persuaded  himself  that  an 
apartment  in  the  Eue  de  Bussy  would  he  much  more  suitable  for  him 
as  a  student  than  one  in  the  Eue  St  Hon0r6,  as  it  was  nearer  to  the 
hospitals  and  the  Academy  of  Medicine,  and  was  much  more  economi- 
cal, although  he  had  no  reason  to  economize.  But  Love's  arguments 
are  irresLstible  to  a  young  man  of  twenty*two. 

At  an  early  hour  Eugene  was  on  his  way  to  the  Eue  de  Bussy,  where 
he  found  the  old  porter  at  his  post. 

'  Good-day,  Mr.  Porter ! '  said  he.     *  How  is  Madame  D and 

her  daughter  this  morning  ? ' 

'Ah  ! '  replied  the  old  man,  *  she  is  much  worse ;  and  I  fear  the 
young  lady  will  fall  siclt  likewise,  for  she  looks  very  pale  to-day.  They 
have  no  serrant,  and  this  delicate  young  girl  is  obliged  to  perform  all 
the  household  duties,  to  watch  night  and  day  by  the  bed-side  of  her  sick 
mother,  and  to  labor  for  their  daily  support.' 

Eugene  could  scarcely  conceal  his  feelings  when  he  learned  the  suf- 
ferings of  these  unhappy  people,  who  had  been  raised  in  the  lap  of  lux- 
ury, and  were  now  reduced  to  tiie  most  abject  misery.  But,  alas !  how 
many  examples  of  this  kind  does  not  Paxia  produce ! 

He  turned  away  for  a  moment  to  conceal  a  tear  which  trembled  in 
his  eye,  and  changed  the  subject  of  conversation  by  asking  the  porter 
if  there  were  any  vacant  rooms  in  the  house  to  hire. 

The  old  man  showed  him  a  very  modest  apartment  on  the  fourth 
floor,  which  suited  him  exactly,  and  he  took  possession  of  it  at  once. 

Established  in  his  new  abode,  Eugene  had  a  firm  ally  in  the  old 
porter,  whose  good-will  he  had  completely  gained  by  the  interest  he  had 
taken  in  the  unhappy  lady  and  her  daughter.  Although  Eugene  only 
caught  an  occasional  glimpse  of  Julia  as  she  was  descending  or  going 
up-stairs,  he  was  nevertheless  kispt  constantly  informed  of  her  move- 
ments, and  felt  himself  happy  in  being  under  the  same  roof  with  her. 

A  few  days  after  he  had  become  established  in  his  new  abode,  he 
commenced  a  series  of  little  attentions  toward  his  neighbors  in  the  upper 
story.  He  would  send  to  the  sick  lady  almost  daily  some  present  of 
fruit  or  other  delicacy,  with  a  kind  inquiry  after  her  health. 

This  method  was  continued  for  a  week  or  ten  days,  when  Julia  fell 
sick  and  was  unable  to  leave  her  room.  Obliged  to  relinquish  her 
work,  she  was  no  longer  able  by  the  firuits  of  her  labor  to  supplythe 
wants  of  her  mother  and  her  own.  Her  last  resource  was  a  few  jewels 
which  had  been  saved  from  the  wreck  of  their  fortune,  and  the  first  of 
these,  a  valuable  diamond  ring,  the  porter  had  been  commissioned  to 
sacrifice.  Eugene  saw  this  was  a  propitious  moment  to  make  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Julia,  and  he  felt  rejoiced  to  think  that  it  was  in  his 
power  to  be  an  angel  of  mercy  to  these  unfortunate  beings  who  found 
themselves  desert^  and  friendless,  without  one  pitying  hand  to  lend 
them  aid. 

One  morning  he  sallied  forth  to  the  market  at  an  early  hour,  imd 
bought  a  basket  of  delicious  grapes,  which  he  intended  to  go  and  ofiTer 
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in  person  to  his  neighboiB.  Upon  bifl  letom  he  ascended  to  the  fifth 
story,  and  -with  a  beating  heart  and  trembling  hand  tapped  gently  at 

the  door  of  Madame  D 's  apartment.    A  low  voioe  called  to  Kim 

to  enter.  He  placed  his  hand  on  the  latdi,  but  hesitated  to  lift  it.  A 
thousand  conflicting  feelings  took  poseessiQn  of  his  bipeast,  and  for  a  few 
moments  he  feh  undecided  whether  to  advance  or  retreat.  The  question 
was  whether  he  should  give  up  the  object  of  his  life  fiir  the  past  three 
or  four  months,  and  resign  all  hopes  of  becoming  acquainted  with  Julia, 
or  whether  he  should  leave  her  alone  and  desolate,  and  perhaps  to  die, 
unless  timely  aid  was  oflered,  or  to  overcome  his  timidity  and  boldly 
pursue  the  path  he  had  determined  upon. 

These  thoughts  flashed  quickly  through  his  brain,  and  he  hesitated 
no  longer,  but  gently  pressing  the  latch,  entered  the  room. 

Stretched  upon  a  narrow  bed  lay  the  attenuated  form  of  Madame 
D ,  and  beside  her  reclined  her  daughtei'  in  a  low  arm-chair. 

Upon  perceiving  Eugene,  the  young  girl  started,  and  a  faint  blush  fer 
a  moment  overspread  her  pale  but  beautiful  features.  Eugene  timidly 
advanced  and  presented  the  basket  of  grapes,  apologizing  for  his  intru- 
sion, and  kindly  inquiring  after  the  health  of  her  mother  and  her  own. 

JuHa  thankeid  him  for  his  present,  and  warmly  expressed  the  grati- 
tude she  felt  for  all  the  attentions  he  had  shown  to  them  since  they  had 
been  under  the  same  roof  Madame  D ,  in  a  feeble  voice,  reite- 
rated the  words  of  her  daughter,  and  poured  forth  her  thanks  to  the 
Deity,  who  in  their  deserted  condition  had  not  entirely  left  them  fiiend- 
less. 

'  0  Madame ! '  said  Eugene,  *  I  do  not  merit  so  many  thanks ;  for  I 
blame  myself  for  not  having  come  sooner  to  ofler  you  my  services.  But 
it  is  never  too  late  to  do  right,  and  I  hope  now  while  your  daughter  s 
health  is  so  feeble,  you  will  call  upon  me  without  hesitation.* 

An  angelic  smile  lighted  up  Julia's  face  as  she  tiianked  Eugene  for 
his  profiered  kindness ;  and  although  Ihe  sick  lady  wajs  too  weak  to 
give  utterance  to  her  feelings,  her  countenance  expressed  the  warm 
gratitude  of  her  heart. 

Eugene's  attentions  to  Madame  D and  her  daughter  now  be- 
came constant.  He  ran  daily  to  the  apothecary's  to  procure  the  medi- 
cines the  physician  would  order,  administered  them  with  his  own  hands 
at  the  proper  moment,  and  attended  to  all  thm  little  wants  and  com- 
forts with  the  most  imtiring  assiduity. 

A  week  flew  by,  and  the  hues  of  health  began  again  to  bloom  upon 
Julia's  cheek.  Her  indisposition  had  been  caused  l^  over-exertion,  the 
proper  remedy  for  which  was  repose. 

She  had  again  resumed  her  work,  and  Eugene  would  now  sit  for 
hours  by  her  side,  watching  her  fairy  fingers  as  they  formed  flowers 
and  wreaths  to  adorn  the  forms  of  many  far  less  fair  than  herself. 

With,  what  rapture  would  he  gaze  upon  her  beautiful  face,  when  her 
eyes,  half-veiled  in  their  dark  lashes,  were  engaged  upon  her  work ! 
Oh !  how  sweet  to  him  were  those  hours  spent  by  her  side !  How 
natural  and  unaffected  was  their  conversation,  which  flowed  on  as 
smoothly  as  the  waters  of  a  gentle  stream ;  their  tastes  mutually 
harmonizing  and  blending  together,  like  the  colors  of  a  beautiful 
painting. 
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Each  day  Engene  fboad  some  new  feataie  to  admire  in  Jalia*s  mind, 
as  it  gradually  deyeloped  itseli'to  bim.  Her  devotion  to  her  mothsri 
her  untiring  industry,  and  the  sweet  resignation  with  which  she  bore 
adversity*  added  an  inezpreasible  charm  to  her  youth  and  beauty. 

In  the  course  of  two  or  three  weeks,  Madame  D had  so  far 

recovered  that  she  was  enabled  to  sit  up  for  an  hour  or  two  during  the 
day.  It  was  about  this  period  that  Eugene  receiyed  a  letter  firom  Bor- 
deaux, announcing  the  illness  of  his  father,  and  requestang  him  to  return 
home  immediately.  This  letter  was  a  tvro-fold  affiictum  to  him ;  finr 
he  loved  his  father  with  the  most  devoted  afiection,  and  the  fear  lest  his 
malady  should  prove  fatal,  caused  him  the  deepest  sorrow ;  he  also 
loved  Julia  with  all  the  ardor  of  his  nature,  and  he  felt  wretdied  at  the 
very  thought  of  leaving  her.  But  the  calls  of  filial  afifection  could 
not  be  set  aside ;  and  he  went  to  taJce  leave  of  his  neighbors  in  the 
fifth  story  vfdth  a  heavy  heart. 

As  Madame  D pressed  his  hand,  she  expressed  to  him  the  warm 

thank&lnesB  of  her  heart  finr  his  untiring  devotion  and  kindness  to 
them ;  and  Julia,  with  a  Toioe  broken  vnth  emotion,  breathed  forth  her 
gratitude,  with  many  a  fervent  wish  fi)r  his  welfare,  and  for  the  restora- 
tion of  his  father'a  health. 

Eugene  bid  the  mother  adieu,  and  then  turned  toward  the  daughter ; 
bat  he  could  not  utter  a  word.  He  pressed  her  hand  in  silence  ;  and 
while  he  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  fair  forehead,  a  tear,  which 
trembled  in  hu  eye,  finmd  its  way  to  her  cheek. 

We  will  not  pause  to  describe  the  bitter  tears  which  Julia  shed  after 
Eugene's  departure.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  her  wixnan's  heart  had 
never  confe^ed  to  itself  that  she  loved  him  until  now.  It  was  at  thia 
moment  when  his  noble  character,  his  amiable  temper,  his  kind  and 
generous  disposition,  together  with  all  his  devotion  to  her  mother  and 
herself,  were  vividly  pictured  to  her  mind,  that  it  was  reserved  for  her 
to  feel  the  power  of  emotions  which  hitherto  had  been  strangers  to  her 
breast. 

Eugene  proceeded  rapidly  aa  his  journey,  and  upon  reaching  Bor- 
deaux, found  his  &ther  dangerously  lU.  For  two  weeks  he  watehed 
by  his  bed-side,  night  and  day ;  but  all  the  kind  attentions  which  filial 
afiection  could  bortow,  and  all  the  aid  which  the  best  medical  talents 
in  the  country  could  give,  were  of  no  avail.  Death  had  marked  his 
victim  ;  and  the  sick  man  sank  gradually,  and  finally  breathed  his  last 
in  the  arms  of  his  son. 

Eugene  was  so  much  overcome  by  the  death  of  his  &ther,  that  he 
closed  his  doors  against  all  visitors,  and  lived  a  li&  of  seclusion  for 
several  weeks. 

After  the  poignancy  of  his  grief  was  somewhat  assuaged,  his  father's 
notary  came  to  lay  before  him  the  state  of  his  afiairs. 

With  the  exception  of  wosme  trifling  legacies,  the  will  left  lum  sole 
heir  to  a  handsome  estate.  Yet  the  only  pleasure  this  gave  him,  in  the 
depressed  state  of  his  feelings,  was  the  thought  that  he  might  be  able 
to  share  it  with  Julia,  and  tiius  to  place  her  in  the  position  which  her 
birth,  beauty,  and  intelligence  so  fitted  her  to  adorn.  At  the  end  of 
five  or  six  weeks,  all  his  afiairs  being  arranged,  he  returned  to  Paris,  to 
unbosom  his  heart  to  the  lovely  Julia. 
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Upon  his  anival  in  the  dly,  he  drove  immediately  to  the  Sue  de 
Buflsy,  elated  with  a  thousand  fond  hopes,  which,  alas!  were  onlj 
doomed  to  disappointment. 

The  old  porter  was  at  his  post,  but  Julia  and  her  mother  had  left  the 
house  for  several  weeks,  and  the  old  man  was  ignorant  of  their  place 
of  residence. 

He  told  him  that  about  ten  days  after  he  left  for  Bordeaux,  Madame 

D received  a  letter,  which  contained  some  agreeable  intelligence, 

and  shortly  after  this  the  two  ladies  left  the  house  suddenly  one  mocn- 
ing  with  a  gentleman,  who  had  called  for  them  in  his  carriage. 

Eugene  felt  desolate  and  heart-broken  at  this  news,  and  taking  his 
key  fiom  the  porter,  ascended  quickly  to  his  chamber,  where  he  threw 
himself  on  the  bed,  and  gave  way  to  a  torrent  of  grief.  life  appeared 
to  him  to  have  lost  its  charms ;  his  father,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  had 
been  snatched  away  from  him,  and  the  last  tie  that  bound  him  to  life, 
the  lovely  being  upon  whom  he  had  placed  all  the  fondest  affections  of 
his  heart,  and  toward  whom  he  had  flown  on  the  wings  of  love  to 
ofier  his  hand  and  fortune,  had  gone,  and  no  one  knew  whither. 

The  day  passed  away,  and  night  stole  upon  him,  but  his  grief  was 
not  assuaged  ;  for  the  vision  of  Julia  continually  rose  before  hun,  in  all 
her  youth  and  beauty,  and  the  recollection  of  the  many  happy  hours  he 
had  spent  by  her  side,  ever  and  anon  returned,  to  swell  the  cuirent  of 
his  grief. 

A  week  flew  by  before  Eugene  left  his  chamber.  During  this  time 
the  old  porter  came  to  see  him  several  times  during  the  day,  fi>r  experi- 
enoe  had  taught  him  that  solitude  was  favorable  to  grief,  and  he  Imew 
a  little  lively  conversation  would  do  him  good. 

In  the  course  of  time,  Eugene  gradually  resumed  his  ordinary  habits, 
devoting  his  mornings  to  the  hospitals,  and  his  evenings  to  study, 
whereby  the  poignancy  of  his  grief  was  greatly  dinunished. 

Some  weeks  after  his  return  to  the  city,  he  entered  as  one  of  the  house- 
physicians  at  the  hospital  of  La  GharitI,  and  gave  up  his  room  in  the 
Rue  de  Bussy.  Although  he  was  now  constantly  occupied  in  medical 
studies  and  duties,  he  never  forgot  Julia.  The  avior  of  his  passion  was 
somewhat  tempered,  but  her  memory  was  still  fondly  cherished ;  and 
in  his  dreams  her  beautiful  form  would  often  reappear  to  add  new  li& 
to  the  hopes  of  re-beholding  her,  which  he  still  cherished  in  his  bceast 
But  these  hopes  were  sometimes  dimmed  with  sad  reflections  when  he 
thought  of  what  might  have  been  her  &te.  Could  it  be  that  she  had 
fled  from  the  Hue  de  Bussy,  to  hide  her  poverty  in  some  more  obscure 
situation,  where  she  had  ended  her  life  in  misery  ?  or  by  some  un&raeen 
means  had  she  been  placed  in  the  possession  of  wealth ;  and  had  some 
fortunate  suitor  carried  away  the  prize  which  he  would  have  given  all 
he  possessed  to  obtain  ? 

One  afternoon,  while  he  was  walking  amid  the  gay  crowd  in  the 
garden  of  the  Tuileries,  indulging  in  gloomy  reflections  and  completely 
abstracted  from  every  thing  passing  around  him,  he  heard  a  well- 
known  voice  call  him  by  name.  He  turned  around  quickly  in  the 
direction  from  which  it  proceeded,  and  perceived  Julia  and  her  mother 
at  a  short  distance,  seated  beneath  the  shade.    With  a  heart  overflow- 
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ing  with  joy  he  flew  towaid  them.     Julia  advanced  to  meet  him,  and 

greeted  hun  with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  sister,  while  Madame  D 

welcomed  him  with  as  moch  warm  afiection  as  if  he  had  heen  her 
son. 

Julia  had  never  hefore  appeared  to  him  so  lovely  as  she  was  at  this 
momemt ;  the  roses  of  health  bloomed  upon  her  cheek ;  the  shade  of 
sorrow  had  passed  away  from  her  brow ;  and  her  beautiful  form  was 
clothed  with  an  elegance  and  taste  befitting  her  position.  As  he  took 
a  seat  beside  them,  he  saw  evidently  there  had  been  a  great  change  in 
their  conditicni. 

He  told  them  of  the  death  of  his  father,  of  all  the  re^grets  he  had 
experienced  on  his  return  from  Bordeaux,  at  not  finding  them  in  the 
Hue  de  Bussy,  and  of  his  inefilectual  efibrts  to  trace  them  out. 

Madame  D ,  in  turn,  related  that,  shortly  after  his  departure  for 

Bordeaux,  she  had  received  a  letter  from  Martinique,  informing  her  of 
the  death  of  a  relative,  to  whose  fi>rtuiie  she  had  fallen  heir.  The 
legacy  made  it  necessary  for  her  to  go  to  Martinique,  whither  her 
daughter  had  accompanied  her;  and  hence  the  fruitless  searches  of 
Eugene  were  accounted  fi>r. 

'  But  we  have  never  forgotten  your  kindness,'  continued  she ;  *  and 
ever  since  our  return  we  have  used  our  utmost  exertions  to  discover  yon, 
that  we  might  welcome  you  to  our  new  home.  We  shall  never  cease 
to  feel  the  wannest  gratitude  toward  you,  Mr.  Eugene,  for  you  were,  in 
truth,  a  ministering  angel  to  us  in  the  hour  of  adversity.' 

Their  conversation  had  lasted  for  nearly  an  hour,  when  it  was  inter- 
rupted by  a  servant,  who  came  to  announce  to  Madame  D that 

iier  carriage  was  in  waiting. 

The  ladies,  on  taking  leave  of  Eugene,  made  him  promise  to  come 
and  see  them  early  the  next  morning. 

Our  hero  returned  to  his  hospital  with  very  di^rent  feelings  from 
those  with  which  he  had  started  out.  Despondency  had  vanished,  and 
radiant  hope  again  returned  to  light  up  his  breast  and  shed  its  benign 
influence  over  his  whole  being.  He  was  impatient  for  the  coming  of 
the  morrow,  and  at  as  early  an  hour  as  propriety  would  admit  of,  he 
repaired  to  the  residence  of  his  fiiends,  resolved  to  unbosom  his  heart  to 
Julia. 

Arriving  at  a  house  of  handsome  exterior,  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Honor6,  he  was  shown  into  sin  apartment  on  the  first  floor,  funushedin 
the  most  sumptuous  style.  The  elegant  mirrors,  the  splendid  carpets, 
and  the  numerous  objects  of  taste  and  luxury  that  were  scattered  round 
in  profusion  contrasted  strangely  with  the  misery  of  the  little  chamber 
tfaey  had  occupied  in  the  Rue  de  Bussy. 

But  Eugene  had  barely  time  to  cast  a  hasty  glance  around  him 
before  Julia's  light  step  was  heard  in  an  adjoining  room,  and  she  ran 
forward  with  a  sweet  smile  to  welcome  him  to  their  new  abode. 

'  Mamma  has  just  this  moment  gone  out,'  said  she, '  to  attend  to 
some  business,  but  she  will  soon  return,  and  in  the  mean  time  you  must 
sit  down  and  tell  me  all  you  have  done  since  we  parted.  Ton  do  not 
know  how  much  we  have  thought  of  you,  and  how  many  fervent 
pray^s  we  have  ofiered  up  for  your  happiness  and  welfare.' 
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'  Nor  do  you  know/  replied  Eugene, '  how  much  I  have  thou^t  of 
you ;  how  m&ny  fruitless  hours  I  have  spent  in  searching  for  yon,  and 
how  many  hitter  tears  I  have  shed  wheu  the  thought  has  come  over 
me  that  we  might  never  more  meet  each  other.'  Eugene's  voioe  trem- 
bled slightly  as  he  gave  utterance  to  these  words,  and  when  he  oeaaed 
to  speak  Jidia  answered  not,  but  cast  down  her  eyes  and  was  sileiil. 

In  a  few  moments  he  appeared  to  have  reooTered  from  his  emotioii, 
and  said  in  a  firmer  tone :  '  You  aaked  me,  dear  Julia,  to  tell  yoa  all 
that  has  transpired  since  we  parted ;  but  I  will  be  more  retrospectxre. 
I  will  go  back  to  the  time  when,  a  light-hearted  student,  I  used  to  crosB  the 
Garden  of  the  Tuileries  to  go  to  my  hospital.  One  morning,  in  my 
walk  I  met  a  young  girl  of  graceful  form  and  airy  step,  who  attracted 
my  attention.  The  next  morning  she  appeared  to  me  again;  and  foaa^ 
for  days  afterward.  I  soon  began  to  feel  a  strange  mnpathy  for  this 
young  person ;  and  afterward,  when  I  missed  seeing  her  in  ^e  morn- 
ing, a  sadness  hung  G^et  me  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  In  the  oouiie  of 
a  few  weeks  our  meetings  became  much  less  frequent,  and  finally  we 
met  no  more  ;  and  I  was  now  made  completely  wretched.  I  neglected 
my  studies,  I  ceased  to  visit  the  hospitals,  and  wandered  about  ^  city 
with  the  vain  hope  of  meeting  this  unknown  young  person.  Accident 
caused  me  again  to  cross  her  path,  and  this  time  I  foUowed  in  her  ioiAr 
steps  until  I  ascertained  the  place  of  her  abode.  The  next  day  I  hired 
an  apartment  in  the  same  house,  and  soon  afterward  we  became  ac- 
quainted. After  afewahort  days  of  happiness  passed  by  her  side,  filial 
duty  called  me  away  to  my  home  to  attend  the  bed-side  of  a  dying 
father.  Weeks  passed  before  my  return  to  Paris,  and  upon  my  anovai 
I  found  the  cherished  being,  who  now  occupied  all  my  thoii^hta,  and 
toward  whom  I  had  flown  on  the  wings  of  love  to  ofier  my  lumd  and 
fortune,  had  gone,  and  no  one  knew  whither.  I  now  became  uttedy 
wretched,  and  existence  appeared  to  be  a  burden  to  me.  My  mxnd  had 
but  one  object,  and  that  object  was  the  diaooveiy  of  the  one  I  loved. 
Many  weeks  passed  awa^  in  fruitless  searches,  and  finally,  when  hope 
was  almost  extinguished  m  my  breast,  in  an  unlooked-for  moment  we 
met  again.  I  need  not  proceed  farther  with  my  history,  my  dear  Julia, 
for  you  know  the  rest,  and  I  come  now  to  ofier  you  a  heart  which  has 
long  been  yours,  a  love  which  has  been  tried  by  time  and  absence,  and 
which  is  free  from  all  worldly  considerations.' 

At  this  moment  Eugene  pressed  Julia's  hand  to  his  lips,  and  gently 
drawing  h^  toward  hun,  clasped  her  in  his  arms.  The  beantiM  girl 
shrank  not  from  his  embrace,  but  hid  her  blushes  in  his  bosom. 

What  pen  could  describe  the  ecstasy  of  these  two  beings  who,  after 
having  long  cherished  a  secret  love  for  each  other,  in  spite  of  time  and 
absence,  found  at  last  their  feelings  were  reciprocal  ? 

It  was  long  before  either  of  th^  spoke,  but  their  silence  was  moie 
eloquent  than  words. 

At  last  Julia  told  him  that  she  too  remembered  their  meettngs  in  the 
Garden  of  the  Tuileries,  that  she  soon  learned  to  look  for  his  elastie 
step  upon  the  gravel-walk,  and  when  afterward  he  reappeared  to  her 
as  an  angel  of  mercy  amid  their  sickness  and  poverty,  she  felt  emotioiis 
she  had  never  before  experienced.    The  hour  of  separation  then  came. 
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when  he  was  obliged  to  return  home,  and  it  was  at  this  moment  that 
it  was  reserved  for  her  to  feel  all  the  influence  he  had  gained  over  her 
afiections.  She  painted  to  him  in  vivid  colois  the  grief  she  had  expe- 
rienced at  his  departure,  and  with  what  love,  mingled  with  feelings  of 
the  liveliest  gratitudei  she  had  cherished  his  memory. 

In  the  midst  of  this  conversation  Madame  D returned,  and 

while  she  was  cordially  welcoming  Eugene,  Julia  glided  out  of  the 
room  to  hide  her  feelings  firam  the  penetrating  eye  of  her  mother. 

Eugene  seized  the  propitious  moment,  and  related  to  Madame  D 

all  that  had  just  transpired  between  himself  and  her  daughter. 

No  sooner  had  the  good  lady  heard  it  than  she  clasped  him  in  her 
anns,  and  imprinting  a  kiss  upon  his  cheek  said, '  Dear  Eugene !  I  will 
be  too  happy  to  call  you  my  son.  I  feel  at  this  moment  as  if  Gon  had 
repaid  me  a  thousand-fold  &r  all  the  afflictions  I  have  suflered,  and  I 
have  nothing  farther  to  desire  on  this  side  of  the  grave ;  my  cup  of 
happiness  is  full  to  overflowing.' 

About  a  month  after  this,  Eugene  and  Julia  were  married,  and  never 
did  the  venerable  old  ohurdi  of  St.Eoohe  witness  the  union  of  two  hap- 
pier beings. 

More  than  a  year  of  nnsnllied  felicity  has  passed  over  their  heads 
since  then,  and  as  Eugene,  the  promising  young  physician,  and  Julia, 
his  beautiful  wife,  take  their  accustomed  walk  in  the  Garden  of  the 
Tuileries,  they  still  love  to  recall  their  morning  meetings  there  in  days 
gone  by,  and  their  first  acquaintance  in  the  Hue  de  Bussy.  And 
although  surrounded  by  all  the  comforts  and  luxuries  wealth  can  pro- 
cure, &ey  often  fondly  dwell  upon  the  memory  of  the  many  happy 
hours  they  spent  together  in  that  wretched  chamber,  and  acknowledge 
they  were  among  the  most  happy  of  their  li^s.  x.  t.  m. 


AUTUMN, 

The  aatumn  wind  came  sighing 

In  at  my  open  door, 
And  a  yellow  leaf  left  lying 

Silently  on  the  floor. 
Then  ont  and  around  my  cottage 

It  shook  each  loosened  pane, 
Then  leaped  away  to  the  forest 

To  toy  with  the  leaves  again, 
And  shake  from  broad  boughs  bendmg 
The  fruits  of  summer's  sending: 

Then  once  again  came  flying 

Back  to  my  cottage  door, 
And  sobbed  as  the  sun-light  &ded 

And  died  upon  the  floor. 
Then  I  heard  the  noisy  patter 

Of  the  cold  and  chilly  rain ; 
And  I  knew  that  the  golden  autumn 

Had  wandered  away  again. 


LITERAEY     NOTICES. 


Ukuoirs  of  Kapolsox,  his  CouBt  AKD  Family.    By  the  Dccbess  D'Abeaiits,  (Ma- 
dame JuNOT.)     In  two  Yolumea:  pp.  1186.     NeW'-York:  D.  Applbtoii  akd  Com- 

PAKT. 

Thcsb  are  ponderous  volames,  and  written  with  all  that  minuteness  of 
detail,  even  in  matters  of  the  slightest  possible  importance,  in  which  a 
woman,  and  especially  a  French  woman,  is  so  apt  to  indulge.  The  motives 
which  actuated  the  writer  in  giving  her  volumes  to  the  world  most  be  ac- 
knowledged to  be  pure  and  honorable.  '  I  consider,'  she  says,  in  her  intro- 
duction, '  the  publication  of  these  memoirs  to  be  a  duty  to  my  fiunily,  and, 
above  all,  to  the  memory  of  my  husband.  Often  during  political  storms  a 
veil  is  thrown  over  some  part  of  an  illustrious  life.  The  arm  of  Juhot, 
which  for  twenty-two  years  defended  his  country,  is  now  in  the  grave,  and 
cannot  remove  the  veil  in  which  jealousy  and  envy  would  envelop  his  lame. 
It  remains  therefore  for  me,  the  mother  of  his  children,  to  fulfill  that  sacfed 
duty,  and  throw  in  all  the  light  and  aU  the  truth  which  can  leave  him  to 
be  fairly  judged.'  This  is  certainly  well  and  gracefully  said,  and  avows 
objects,  the  noble  character  of  which  will  be  conceded  by  all  honorable 

ininda, 

Ifadame  D'Abbantbs  commences  her  work  by  some  details  respecting  her 
family,  and  certain  distinguished  individuals,  such  as  Paoli,  *  at  the  tune 
when  he  diffused  a  ray  of  light  upon  his  barbarous  country.'  She  relates 
conversations,  of  which  it  would  appear  she  kept  copious  memoranda,  with 
RoKANsoPF,  Mabcoff,  Kalischepf,  and  Dibsghkoff,  who  enjoyed  the  inti- 
macy of  the  Russian  Empress,  and  acquainted  the  authoress  with  the  real 
cause  of  the  Greek  insurrection  of  1770.  She  speaks  of  Corsica,  the  adopted 
country  of  the  fiunily  of  Gomnbne,  and  of  the  Greek  origin  of  the  Buona- 
PABTB  &mily.  The  first  part  of  the  Memoirs  describes  the  dawn  of  the 
Revolution,  to  all  the  vicissitudes  of  which  Madame  D'Abbanies  was  a  wit- 
ness. Another  part  of  the  volumes  comprises  a  terrible  moment  of  the  writer's 
existence ;  that  sanguinary  period  '  when  the  French  people  seemed  for  a 
while  to  vie  in  ferocity  wit^  the  wild  beasts  of  the  desert'  Of  what  ensued, 
subsequently,  Madame  D'Abrantes  gives  this  succinct  but  rapid  rinime.* 
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'  But  the  mUitary  fla^  soon  rallied  under  its  protecting  shade  the  honor  and  gloij  of 
France;  and  with  magical  rapiditTthe  triumph  of  her  arms  was  witnessed  on  thebaoks 
of  the  Rhine,  on  the  summit  of  the  Alps,  in  the  marshes  of  Holland,  on  the  lake  of 
Zurich,  and,  aboye  all,  on  the  plains  of  Italj.  Yictorj  accompanied  onr  armies,  and 
whereaocTer  thej  went  their  track  was  marked  by  their  blood.  I  am  proud  to  saj  that 
the  blood  which  flows  in  the  reins  of  mj  sons  was  not  spared  bj  their  fiither  m  the 
service  of  his  country.  But  those  days,  so  brilliant  in  our  camps,  were  dull  and  gloomj 
in  our  cities:  the  latter  were  a  prej  to  drU  dissension.  The  terror  of  massacre  had 
been  sncoeeaed  bj  a  terror  no  less  frightfol,  produced  by  the  continual  conflict  between 
anarchy  and  power.  The  termination  of  this  conflict  was  the  more  doubtftil;  for 
anarchy  was  fostered  in  an  element  but  too  isTorable  to  its  growth ;  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  power,  which  was  almost  always  usurped  by  force,  and  never  delegated  by  a  rea- 
sonable majority,  could  neither  be  awarded  nor  exercised  without  a  struggle.  Such 
oonteatB  always  terminate  in  conyulsions,  and  how  many  have  we  not  seen  1  How 
often,  when  listening  to  the  discussions  which  were  maintained  around  me,  have  I  heard 
the  destruction  of  my  unfortunate  country  predicted  I  Alas  t  France  was  doomed  to 
linger  oat  a  longer  career  of  misfortune  I  What  was  done  one  day  was  undone  the  next 
But  it  is  not  so  easy  to  build  up  as  to  pull  down,  and  in  Frante  the  truth  of  this  com- 
mon-place proverb  was  forcibly  verified.  Next  succeeded  the  directorial  reira^— that 
monstrous  union  of  anarchy,  tyranny,  and  weakness.  I  saw  those  Pa9qtnn£Rn(f»Au 
whose  hands  the  sceptre  was  a  mere  club,  with  which  they  struck  until  the  blow  be- 
came a  wound.  Their  reign  terminated,  the  consulate  marked  the  dawn  of  a  new^era, 
and  France  once  more  roS^  from  amidst  wrMk  and  ruin.  Kext  came  the  days  of  the 
empire,  that  great  and  prodigious  wonder  I  Doubtless  the  true  republican  recretted 
hia  invaded  rights ;  but  where  is  the  French  heart  that  does  not  beat  at  the  recoUection 
of  that  era  of  glory,  on  hearing  the  names  of  those  men  who  marched  to  battle  as  they 
would  ffo  to  a  n^te;  who  purchased  victory  by  a  scar,  and  proclaimed  France  the  mis- 
tress or  nations  from  the  Vistula  to  the  Tagus?  Thus  I  b^eld  the  star  of  our  pros- 
perity at  its  summit;  I  saw  it  wane  into  obscurity,  re&ppear,  and  sink  a  second  time. 
During  these  changes  my  heart  has  been  often  amictea ;  I  have  suffered  deeply,  and 
my  silent  sorrow  has  been  more  bitter  than  the  loud  de^Mor  of  many  others.  How- 
ever, it  was  even  some  gratification  to  French  j)ride  to  see  all  Europe  adirancing  to 
crush  a  sovereign  of  whom  but  a  few  days  previously  it  had  been  the  slave. 

'  In  preparing  these  Memoirs,  how  many  past  recollections  have  revived !  bow  many 
dormant  griefs  nave  awakened  1  In  spite  or  the  general  fidelity  of  mv  memo^,  I  occa- 
sionally met  with  dates  and  facts  the  remembrance  of  which,  thouffu  not  effaced,  had 
faded  by  the  course  of  time.  They  were  speedily  restored;  but  imust  confess  that 
my  task  has  been  a  laborious  and  painftil  one,  and  nothing  could  have  urged  me  for- 
ward to  its  execution  but  the  conviction  that  it  must  hedoru.* 

Thero  are  numerous  matters  in  both  of  these  large  volumes  of  which  only 
a  woman,  and  only  such  a  woman  as  the  Duchess  D'Abrantbs,  would  hare 
treated :  and  yet  all  are  so  immediately  interwoven  with  national,  historical, 
and  domestic  facts  connected  with  Napoleon^s  great  career,  that  they  are 
seldom  without  deep  interest  to  the  reader.  The  &ult  of  the  hook  is  its 
great  prolixity  in  matters  which  concern  only  the  noble  lady's  private  feel- 
ings and  emotions,  unconnected  with  any  stirring  events  which  she  was 
called  upon  to  narrate.  Some  of  these  emotions  and  feelings,  although  not 
perhaps  without  interest  to  those  who  are  for  the  first  time  to  become  mo- 
thers, might  perhaps  have  been  omitted  without  detriment  to  the  complete- 
ness of  the  volumes,  as  a  work  of  general  historical  information.  We  dose 
our  notice  with  the  following  fervent  passages  from  the  last  page  of  the 
work : 

'  Napolsok,  destitute  of  all  the  aid  he  should  have  received,  reentered,  on  the  twen- 
tieth of  March,  1815,  the  chiteau  of  the  Tuileries,  while  the  fire  lighted  on  the  nre- 
vious  evening  for  the  use  of  Louis  the  Eighteenth  still  burned  in  the  principal  kitchen. 
Kafolson  did  not  well  comprehend  his  position :  it  was  new  to  him ;  and  he  should 
therefore  have  employed  new  assistants.  He  believed  the  Marshals  less  fiddle,  snd 
regretted  ' Ms  own  men,*  os  he  termed  them.  But  these  men  were  no  longer  his;  they 
were  for  ihemseloes :  and  his  error  concerning  them  ruined  him.  He  had  Tormed  plans 
ill  cemented  together,  to  enable  him  to  cross  a  bottomless  abyss.  He  could  but 
perish  I 

'  The  twentieth  of  March  was  perhaps  the  most  important  day  in  the  life  of  Napo- 
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uoK.  It  might  hftye  been  a  daj  of  regeneration,  both  for  him  and  France:  it  was  a 
dar  fatal  to  both.  I  re^nard  it  aa  the  termination  of  the  nand  military  and  polataeal 
ezutence  of  Napolbon  fioKAPABTs.  Here  we  must  atop ;  for  his  laat  great  daj  waa  ae- 
oomplished  I  Waterloo  waa  the  tomb  of  all  that  had  escaped  the  aabre  of  the  Coaaack:, 
and  the  cannon  of  the  Auatriana  and  Bnaaiana.  Thua  was  engnUed  our  natioaal 
honor,  weiriied  down  bj  infiunous  treasona.  Waterloo  came  upon  na  likie  a  flaoM  kan 
died  in  heU.  and  destroyed  our  fortune,  our  glorj,  our  alU — even  hope  I  O  Water- 
loo! Waterloo!  No!  I  will  not  dwell  on  that  horrible  day.  I  will  not  dimlce  ikat 
wAtflA  Ihnmo,  I  will  not  publish  the  disgrace  of  a  French  name.  I  will  not  tdl  that 
the  battle  fnigM  hare  been  gained,  yet  wot  not.    In  M(g4  a  case,  silence  is  daty. 

<  The  twentieth  of  March^  then,  is  the  day  whereon,  in  theae  Memoirs^  I  quit  Kapo- 
uoir.  I  have  conducted  lum,  as  it  were  by  the  hand,  almost  from  his  cradle  to  mature 
age,  through  the  world  that  rang  with  his  marvellous  deeds,  and  unto  this  day,  when, 
mors  surpnsittg  thsn  ever,  he  reentered  alone,  at  the  head  of  a  few  brave  men,  the 
palace  conquered  by  his  sword:  whenoe  he  issued  to  front  entire  Europe  anaed 
againat  him  1 ' 

Touching  the  manner  of  these  volumes,  we  wish  we  could  s&y  thftt  the 
paper  upon  which  they  are  printed  was  whiter  than  it  is,  althoui^  it  seems 
sufficiently  firm  as  to  *  body.*  The  engratings,  of  which  there  are  many, 
of  the  Bonaparte  family  mainly,  are  well  engraved.  ^We  had  no  ide%  how- 
ever, that  Maria  Louisa,  Josephine's  successor  as  Empress  of  Franoe,  had 
such  a  'high  old  head.'  She  doesn't  appear  to  have  been  'what  yon 
might  call  a  ha'dsobe  wobad,'  as  the  wag  sajs  in  the  play. 


Pabtt  Lbadbbs:  Skbtchbi  op  Thomas  Jkffkksox,  Albxanokb  HAXiLToy,  Aimaaw 
Jaoksok,  Hbnbt  Clay,  and  John  Baxdox.pb  of  Roanoke.  By  Jo.  6.  Baldwix.  In 
one  Tolume:  pp.  369.    New -York:  D.  Applbtox  akd  Coxpakt. 

This  rolume,  from  the  pen  of  the  author  of  *  The  Flush  Times  of  Alabama 
and  Mississippi,'  includes  notices  of  many  other  distinguished  American  states- 
men beside  those  mentioned  in  the  title.  The  design  of  the  author,  as  briefly  set 
forth  in  his  pre&ce,  he  seems  fiuthfully  to  hare  carried  out  The  loading 
erents  of  the  public  and  private  history  of  some  of  the  eminent  peroooages 
connected  with  the  political  careo*  of  tiie  United  States  are  given,  instead  of 
an  elaborate  review  of  the  lives  of  all  the  men  who  hare  figured,  and  <^  all  the 
measures  that  have  been  agitated,  in  the  course  of  the  eventful  period  extend- 
ing through  three-quarters  of  a  century,  which  would  have  been  impossible. 
The  author  claims,  and  so  fiir  as  we  have  been  able  to  see,  with  justice,  to 
have  performed  his  task  with  candor,  both  in  the  narrative  and  critidsm, 
and  especially  in  entire  freedom  from  all  partisan  bias.  The  events  he  de- 
scribes are  matters  of  fiuniliar  history ;  all  that  he  has  attempted  has  been 
a  concise  narrative  of  the  faets,  with  just  and  appropriate  reflectioBS,  in 
which,  as  we  have  said,  we  think  he  has  succeeded.  The  omission  of  two 
eminent  party  leaders,  Calhoun  and  Wsbsiibr,  is  explained  and  excused  upon 
the  ground  of  a  lack  of  space,  and  the  multiplicity  of  recent  eulogies 
upon,  and  personal  memoirs  of  them.  It  strikes  us  that  good  engiaTed 
portraits  of  the  principal  subjects  of  the  volume  would  have  added  greatly 
to  its  attractiona    It  is  well  printed,  upon  good  paper. 
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LmsiA :  ▲  Dbamatic  Poem.  In  one  Tolnme,  doable-octavo :  pp.  128.  Boston,  Mais. : 
TiccfOH  AHD  Folds. 

An  *IoN'-ic  column  in  the  classical  dramatic  temple,  that  will  win 
admiration  and  applause  from  more  than  '  e?n(^-readers/  (as  the  German 
phrase  goes,)  and  which  reflects  honor  upon  the  chaste  taste  and  seyere  study 
of  the  author.  In  this  '  work-a-daj '  age,  when  a  classical  style  is  repudiated, 
and  '  Hot  Com '  is  considered  a  better  dish  than  any  which  ancient  Rome  could 
furnish,  perhaps  the  author  (whom  we  understand  to  be  Josiah  P.  Quhtcy, 
Jt.^  of  Boston)  need  not  expect  any  'great  rush '  to  th^  counters  of  his  pub- 
lishers ;  but  he  may  nevertheless  have  the  better  satis&ction  of  reflecting 
that  he  has  done  nothing  to  vitiate  the  style  or  corrupt  the  literary  taste  of 
the  time  —  such  as  it  is.  Not  that  we  admire  entirely  the  style  of  the  clas- 
sic drama,  for  we  do  not.  It  must  needs  be  stately,  and  hence  necessarily 
somewhat  cold ;  but  with  all  its  lack  of  warmth,  it  is  pure  —  and  that  is  a 
great  point  gained.  We  had  written  thus  much  concerning  the  work  before 
us,  which  we  had  read  attentively  and  with  interest  and  pleasure,  when  the 
subjoined  review,  doubtless  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Bktant,  met  our  eye  in 
the  columns  of  the  ^Evening  Post  *  daily  journal  We  substitute  it  in  place 
of  any  farther  remarks  of  our  own,  as  a  dear  synopsis  of,  and  just  tribute 
to,  this  classical  performance : 

*  Lttbbia  is  foonded  upon  the  fiuniliar  classical  legend  of  Maxcus  CuRnus,  a  young 
RoniBD  kni^t  who  sacrificed  his  life  Sot  the  good  of  the  state,  in  obedience  to  the  ora- 
cle declaring  that  a  daogerons  abyss,  which  had  suddenly  opened  in  the  midst  of  the 
Forum,  should  not  close  until  it  had  engulfed  Rome's  most  precious  possession. 

'With  a  view,  however,  of  creating  a  sufficient  necessity  for  so  great  a  sacrifice,  a 
deviation  has  been  taken  firom  the  original  lirian  narrative  in  the  noxious  exhalations 
which  are  described  as  rising  firom  the  gulf  and  spreading  a  mortal  pestilence  which  no 
ordinary  human  means  can  remove.  But  the  introduction  of  the  character  of  Lttbbia, 
the  affianced  bride  of  Cdrtius,  who  incites  the  self-immolation  of  what  she  holds  most 
dear  to  the  demands  of  duty,  is  another  change,  and  the  change  most  essential  to  the 
purpose  of  the  author. 

'  This  purpose  is  to  exhibit  feminine  devotion  put  to  the  highest  possible  proo^  and 
thereby  to  suggest  that  woman,  even  in  the  ordinary  exertion  of  her  influence  on  man, 
has  a  share  in  the  merit  of  his  greatest  achievements,  which  is  by  no  means  generally 
suspected  or  appreciated. 

*  With  regard  to  the  leading  idea  of  ^Lyteria^  we  may  remark  that  it  is  an  original 
one,  or  that,  at  least,  it  is  here  brought  into  more  distinct  relief  than  has  elsewhere  been 
attempted.  It  is  certainly  an  adequate  basis  for  a  drama  of  a  very  high  order.  Xor  do 
we  think  that  the  author  has  fiuled  to  answer  the  severe  requirements  of  his  task.  The 
plot  shows  throughout  an  unusual  mastery  of  dramatic  art,  particularly  in  the  ingenious 
manner  in  which  the  dreadiiil  truth  is  gradually  suggested  to  the  mind  of  Lttihza, 
while  listening  in  the  Temple  of  Jupitkb  to  the  oracle,  that  her  lover  is  the  sacrifice 
indicated  by  its  mysterious  announcement.  While  liable  to  exception  for  the  undue 
length  of  some  of  the  sentences,  the  language  is  remarkable  for  its  clearness,  purity, 
and  sonorous  rhythmical  march,  obviously  betokening  the  author's  familiarity  with  the 
early  and  best  examples  of  English  dramatic  composition.  The  tone  of  thought  is  also 
uniibnnly  sustained  and  elevated,  sometimes  highly  poetical  and  felicitously  expressed, 
but  never  degenerating  into  bombast  or  feebleness. 

*  Ltteria,  the  daughter  of  Dosuns,  the  high-priest  of  the  Temple  of  Jupiteb,  is  the 
afiianced  bride  of  Marcus  Cubtius     She  is  described  as  the  embodiment  of  the  purest 
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and  most  womanly  affections,  subordinated,  however,  to  a  sublime  fidelity  to  her  cob- 
yicttooa  of  duty.  When,  therefore,  the  oracle  not  only  declares  that  the  yawDin^eanh 
will  not  be  satisfied,  nor  the  pestilence  be  staid,  till  the  most  precious  poaseaakm  of 
Rome  shall  be  swaUowad  in  the  abyss,  but  also  that  she  herself  most  annomiea  the  tjc- 
tim  indicated  by  it^  she  sorrenden  without  a  murmur  yet  not  without  a  struggle,  the 
object  of  her  lore  to  the  will  of  Hbatik.  It  is  do  slight  praise  to  say  that  the  aafhor 
has  succeeded  completely  in  portraying  the  moral  beauty  of  so  exalted  a  character. 
Hardly  less  excellent  are  his  delineations  of  the  generous  ambition  of  CuRnca^aad  the 
austere  sanctity  of  the  high-priest,  struggling  respectively  with  the  strong  impulses  oi 
earthly  affection. 

'  Unlike  the  mass  of  contemporary  poetry,  the  volume  will  be  most  acceptaUe  to 
readers  of  a  matured  taste  and  scholarly  culture.  Nor  will  it  be  less  aeoeptable  from 
the  fact  that  it  bears,  with  decided  advantage,  the  critical  test  of  repeated  and  carefol 
perusaL  From  the  conscientious  study,  also,  as  well  as  the  sterling  Utersry  qualities 
manifested  in  *  Lyteria,'  we  are  led  to  believe  that  the  author  is  capable  of  giving  to  the 
world,  whether  in  prose  or  verse,  works  which  will  do  credit  to  his  own  powers  as  well 
as  to  the  judgment  of  his  readers.' 


Saboimt's  Sbbibs  of  ScHOOL-RRADcas :  'The  First-Closs  Standard  Reader':  in  one 
volume:  pp.  480.     Boston:  Piullips,  Sampson  and  Coxpakt.     New-TariL:  J.  C. 

DiBBT. 

We  are  reminded  by  the  appearance  of  the  sixth  edition  of  'The  Fiist- 
Class  Standard  Reader/  upon  our  table,  to  say  a  word  in  regard  to  the  series 
of  new  School-Readers,  in  course  of  publication  bj  Phuxips,  Samfsoit  akd 
Company,  of  Boston,  and  J.  C.  Derbt,  of  this  city,  and  of  which  Mr.  £pes 
Sargent,  author  of  that  remarkably  successful  work,  'The  Standard 
Speaker,'  is  the  editor.  The  principal  yolume  of  the  series,  '  The  First- 
Class  Standard  Reader,'  is  a  handsome  octavo  of  four  hundred  and  dg^iy 
pages,  and  contains  some  new  features  which  must  commend  it  highly  to 
the  finvor  of  every  intelligent  teacher.  The  system  of  references,  by  which 
the  reader's  attention  is  kept  constantly  on  the  alert  against  finults  of  articu- 
lation and  pronunciation,  and  by  which  he  is  directed  to  a  solution  of  all 
difficult  words  in  a  copious  'Explanatory  Index,'  at  the  end  of  the  Tolume, 
is  a  great  improvement  on  all  previous  contrivances.  It  is  more  thoroogh, 
and  relieves  the  text  from  cumbersome  and  unsightly  notes.  But  it  is  in 
the  character  of  its  reading-lessons  that  this  work  is  particularly  strong. 
These  are  carefully  adapted  to  the  capacity  of  the  pupil,  and  areattiiesame 
time  of  a  high  order  in  a  literary  respect.  The  most  scrutinizing  care  has 
been  exercised  to  exclude  every  thing  of  an  immoral  or  even  questionable 
tendency. 

The  above  '  Reader '  is  meeting  with  a  rare  success.  Though  published 
only  last  summer,  it  has  passed  through  six  large  editions,  and  has  been 
widely  introduced  into  our  best  schools.  The  series  will  consist  of  five 
books.  The  next  in  order,  '  The  Standard  Fourth  Reader,'  is  announced  for 
publication  the  present  month.  It  is  said  that  it  will  be  one  of  the  most 
thorough  elementary  books,  in  its  introductory  exercises,  ever  publidied. 
Mr.  Sargent  has  been  several  years  engaged  on  these  works,  and  has  col- 
lected quite  a  library  of  English,  French,  and  Qerman  reading-books,  in 
order  to  avail  himself  of  such  improvements  as  they  may  present 
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Elshbhtb  ov  Logic:  ComprisiDg  the  Sabstance  of  an  Article  in  the  <Encyclo|MBdia 
Metropolitana,'  with  Adaitions,  etc  By  Ricsabd  Whatblt,  D.D.,  ArchbidMip  of 
Dublin.     In  one  rolnme:  pp.  448.     Boston  and  Cambridge:  Jaiub  Mukbos  and 

GOKPAKT. 

Tbb  present  is  a  new  edition  of  a  work  which  has  already  passed  throng 
nine  editions,  and  has  been  carefully  revised  by  the  author,  who  has  intro- 
duced a  few  insertions  and  alterations  of  expression  in  some  places ;  and 
several  passages  have  been  transferred  from  the  places  which  they  formerly 
occupied,  to  others  which  appeared  more  suitable.  In  his  introduction  and 
elsewhere  the  author  has  given  a  brief  hut  dear  exposure  of  some  objections 
which  have  been  of  late  years  revived,  in  a  new  form,  against  the  utility  of 
science  generally,  against  the  syllogistic  theory,  and  against  the  explanations 
given  in  the  treatise  before  us  of  reasoning  from  induction.  We  have  never 
dwelt  much  upon  logical  or  theological  treatises  in  these  pages,  nor  do  we  *  ag- 
nize a  prompt  alacrity  *  at  reading,  as  a  general  thing,  either  the  one  or  the 
other.  But  we  have  been  both  entertained  and  instructed  in  the  perusal  of  the 
present  volume.  We  were  glad  to  see,  for  one  thing,  the  rebuke  given  to  those 
who  indulge  in  ambiguous  terms,  one  example  of  which  (and  it  ought  to  be 
made  a  *■  seoere  example '  of)  he  quotes  from  a  recent  Protestant  work :  '  Theo- 
logy teaches  that  there  is  in  Qod  one  Essence,  two  Processions,  three  Persons, 
four  Relations,  five  Notions,  and  the  Gircumincession,  or  Perichoresis.^ 
Think  of  giving  this  as  a  description  of  the  nature  of  our  Heavenly  Father 
to  a  child  I  We  commend  to  theological  disputants  these  sensible  renuirks 
also,  which  we  incidentally  noted  in  turning  over  the  Archbishop's  pages,  as 
not  unworthy  of  heedful  regard : 

'Afl  it  is  wise  to  reserre  for  mature  age,  snch  instnictions  as  are  unsuitable  to  a 
puerile  nnderstanding,  so  it  seems  the  part  of  a  like  wisdom  to  abstain,  during  this  our 
state  of  childhood,  from  curious  speculations  on  subjects  in  which  even  the  ablest  of 
human  minds  can  but  '  see  by  means  of  a  glass,  darklj.'  On  these  the  learned  can 
have  no  advantage  oyer  others ;  though  we  are  apt  to  forget  that  an j  mysterious  point 
inscrutable  to  Man,  as  Man — surpassmg  the  utmost  reach  of  human  intellect  —  must 
be  such  to  the  learned  and  to  the  lenorant,  to  the  wise  and  to  the  simple  alike ;  that 
in  utter  darkness  the  strongest  sight  and  the  weakest  are  on  a  level.  '  Sir,  in  these 
matters,'  (said  one  of  the  most  eminent  of  our  Reformers,  respecting  another  mysteri- 
ous point,) '  I  am  so  fearful  that  I  dare  speak  no  further,  vea  almost  none  otherwise, 
than  as  the  Scripture  doth,  as  it  were,  lead  me  by  the  hand. 

*  And  surely  it  is  much  better  thus  to  oontuU  Scripture,  and  take  it  for  a  guide,  than 
to  resort  to  it  merely  for  conjirmations,  contained  in  detached  texts,  of  the  several  parts 
of  some  system  of  theology,  which  the  student  fixes  on  as  reputed  orthodox,  and 
which  is  in  fact  made  the  guide  which  he  permits  to  '  lead  him  by  the  hand; '  while 
passages  culled  out  from  various  parts  of  the  sacred  writings,  in  subserviency  to  snch 
system,  are  formed  into  what  may  be  called  an  ana^am  of  Scripture ;  and  then,  by 
reference  to  this  system  as  a  standard,  each  doctrine  or  discourse  is  readily  pronounced 
Orthodox,  or  Socinian,  or  Arian,  or  Sabellian,  or  Nestorian,  etc. ;  and  all  this  on  the 
CToond  that  the  theological  scheme  which  the  student  has  adopted  is  supported  by 
Scripture.  The  matericue  indeed  are  the  stones  of  the  Temple ;  but  the  huuding  con< 
structed  with  them  is  a  fabric  of  human  contrivance.  If  instead  of  this  too  common 
prooMiure,  students  would  fairly  search  the  Scriptures,  with  a  view  not  merely  to 
defend  their  opinions,  but  to  /orm  them  —  not  merely  for  argvmeniSf  but  for  trulh  ~ 
keeping  human  expositions  to  their  own  proper  purposes,  and  not  allowing  these  to 
become  practically  a  standard — if,  in  short,  they  were  as  honestly  desirous  to  be  on 
the  side  of  Scripture,  as  they  naturally  are  to  have  Serijoture  on  their  side,  how  much 
sounder,  as  weu  aa  more  charitable,  would  their  conclusions  often  be  1 ' 

If  any  one  doubts  that  this  is  not  good  advice,  on  the  part  of  the  venerable 
Protestant  Archbishop,  let  them  ttim  to  his  pages,  and  see  with  what  ability 
he  supports  the  arguments  which  enforce  it. 


630  Literary  Notices.  [December, 


PoBMB  or  THS  Oiunrr.    B7  Batard  Tatlob.    In  one  Tolmne:  pp.  208.    BosUm: 

TiCKNOB  AND  FiSLDS. 

'  GoiONO  down  to  town  the  other  mornings  in  the  good  steamer  '  Armeniay 
we  took  out  of  our  trayelling-hag,  or  literary  satchel,  this  neat  and  tasteful 
Tolume  of  Batabd  Taylor.  Now,  it  is  something  to  say  of  anj  one  Tolume 
of  poetry  that  you  ' read  it  through  at  a  sitting; '  nor  is  it  complimentary, 
perhaps,  to  say  it  oiall  volumes  of  poetry  wiiich  one  is  lound  to  read.  But 
it  is  no  mere  compliment  which  we  desire  to  pay  to  this  volume,  or  its  gifted 
author,  when  we  state  that  we  did  read  it  through  at  a  ^tting,  although 
moving  along  the  autumnal  shores  of  a  glorious  river,  in  company  with 
some  two  hundred  and  fifty  fellow-passengers.  We  had  recent  occasion  to 
speak  of  Mr.  Taylor's  faithfulness  of  description  in  his  prose  writings ;  of 
the  certainty  with  which  the  reader  might  assume,  that  he  was  regarding  a 
true  picture  of  what  his  author  was  endeavoring  to  represent  to  his  eye,  or 
to  his  mind.  Taylor's  poetry  demands  the  same  high  praise ;  and  instead 
of  talking  concerning  it,  we  are  going  to  permit  the  reader  himself  to  *  think 
about  it,'  by  affording  him  some  specimens  whereon  to  ruminate.  Sorely 
were  we  tempted  by  *TA«  Temptation  of  Eassan  Ben  Khaled^^  and  one  or 
two  other  somewhat  kindred  pieces,  which  are  suffused  with  oriental  hues ; 
but  we  must  confine  our  extracts  to  less  extended  portions  of  the  volume, 
beginning  with  *  Charmian^^  which  is  also  a  *  temptation,'  but  nevertheless 
a  short  one : 

'  0  DAUGBTBft  of  the  San ! 
Who  gave  the  keys  of  passion  unto  thee  ? 
Who  taught  the  powenul  soroerj 
Wherein  my  soul,  too  willbg  to  be  won, 
Still  feebly  struggles  to  be  free, 
But  more  than  half  undone? 
Within  the  mirror  of  thine  eyes, 
Full  of  the  sleep  of  warm  Kgvptian  skies  — 
The  sleep  of  lightning,  boun^  m  airy  spell. 
And  deadlier,  because  inrisible  — 
I  see  the  reflex  of  a  feeling 
Which  was  not,  till  I  looked  on  thee : 
A  power,^  involyed  in  mystery. 
That  shrinks,  affrighted,  from  its  own  revealing. 

'  Thou  sitt'st  in  stately  indolence, 
Too  calm  to  feel  a  breath  of  passion  start 
The  listless  fibres  of  thy  sense, 
The  fieiy  slumber  of  thy  heart 
Thine  eyes  are  wells  of  darkness,  by  the  veil 
Of  lano^id  lids  half-sealed :  the  pale 
And  bK)odless  olive  of  thy  face, 
And  the  full,  silent  lips  that  wear 
A  ripe  serenity  of  grace, 
Are  dark  beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  hair. 
Not  from  the  brow  of  templed  Athor  beams 
Such  tropic  warmth  along  the  path  of  dreams ; 
Not  from  the  lips  of  homld  Isis  flows 
Such  sweetness  of  repose  I 
For  thou  art  Passion^  self,  a  goddess  too. 
And  aught  but  worship  never^new; 
And  thus  thy  glanoe&  calm  and  sure, 
Look  for  accustomed  homage,  and  betray 
No  effort  to  assert  thy  sway: 
Thou  deem*8t  my  fealty  secure. 
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'OSoroenMl  those  looks  vumI 
The  imdiitiirMd  mTSleriet  that  pras 
Too  deep  in  nature  for  the  heart  to  ftel 
Their  terror  and  their  lorelineas. 
Thine  eyea  are  torehea  that  illome 
On  aeeret  shrinea  their  miforeboded  flrea^ 
And  fill  the  vaults  of  silence  and  of  gloom 
With  the  unrestinff  life  of  new  desires^ 
I  follow  where  their  arrowy  ray 
Pieroea  the  veil  I  would  not  tear  away, 
Aad  with  a  dread^  delicious  awe  behold 
Another  gate  of  life  unfold, 
Like  the  rapt  neophyte  who  sees 
Some  manui  of  grand  Oairian  mysteries. 
The  stuHed  chambera  I  explore, 
And  every  en^wioe  open  lies, 
Forced  by  the  magic  thrill  that  runs  before 
Thy  slowly-lifted  eyes. 
I  tremble  to  the  centre  of  my  being 
Thus  to  confess  the  spirit's  poise  overthrown, 
And  all  its  guiding  nrtnes  blown 
like  leaves  oefore  the  whirlwind's  fhiy  fleeing. 

'But  seel  one  memorv  rises  in  my  soul. 
And,  beaming  steadily  and  clear. 
Scatters  the  lurid  thnnderclonds  ttiat  roll 
Throufffa  Passion's  sultry  atmoephere. 
An  al<memy  more  potent  borrow 
For  thy  dark  eyea,  enticing  Sorceresa  I 
For  on  the  casket  of  a  sacrad  Sorrow 
Their  shafta  foil  powerlesa. 
Nay,  frown  not,  Athor,  from  thy  mystto  shrine: 
Stronff  Goddess  of  Desire,  I  wiU  not  be 
One  of  the  myriad  alavea  thou  oallest  thine. 
To  CBSt  my  nMnhood*s  crown  of  rojtltj 
Before  thy  dangerous  beaaty:  lamfreeT 

In  another  Tein,  bat  to  our  eye  and  ear  yeiy  pictureaqae  and  musical, 
are  the  lines  on  *  7Vr«.'  Host  admirably  are  the  Scripture  terms  and  pic- 
tures retained : 

'  Thb  wild  and  windy  morning  is  lit  with  lurid  fire ; 
The  thundering  sun  of  ocean  beata  on  the  rocka  of  l^rre — 
Beata  on  the  fiulen  columns  and  round  the  headland  roars, 
•And  hurla  ita  foamy  volume  along  the  hollow  shores 
And  calls  with  hungry  cIamoi\  that  speaka  ita  long  doshfe : 
'  Where  are  the  ships  of  Tarshiah,  the  mighty  ahipa  of  Tyret ' 

*  Within  her  cunning  harbor,  choked  with  invading  sand. 
No  galleys  bring  their  freigntage,  the  apoils  of  every  hmd, 
And  like  a  prostrate  forest,  when  autumn  nlea  have  btown. 
Her  colonnades  of  granite  lie  shattered  and  overthrown : 
And  from  the  reef  tne  pharoa  no  longer  flinga  ita  fire 
To  beaoon  home  ih>m  Tarshiah  the  lonUy  amps  of  Tyre. 

'  Where  is  thy  rod  of  empire,  once  migfatjr  on  the  waves — 
Thou  that  thyaelf  exalted,  till  kings  became  thy  alavea  t 
Thou  that  didst  apeak  to  nations,  and  saw  thy  will  obeyed— 
Whoae  fovor  made  them  Joyful,  whose  anger  acre  afraid — 
Who  laid'at  thy  deep  foundations,  and  thought  them  atrong  and  sure^ 
And  boasted  'midst  the  waters :  shall  I  not  aye  endure  f 

'  Where  is  the  wealth  of  ages  that  heaped  thy  princely  nurtf 
The  pomp  of  purple  trappings ;  the  gema  or  Syrian  art ; 
The  ailken  goats  of  Kedur ;  Sabflea^a  spicy  store; 
The  tributes  of  the  ishuids  thy  squadrons  homeward  bon, 
When  in  thv  gatea  triumphant  they  entered  from  the  sea 
With  souna  or  horn  and  sackbut^  of  harp  and  psalteiy  f 
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'  Howl,  howl,  ye  Bhi^«f  TanUsh  I  Cke  fjloTj  is  laid  waste : 
There  is  no  habitatuni.;  Die  numaoiia  are  defeoad. 


Kg  marinen  of  Bidon  anfarl  your  mightv  a^ ; 
No  workmen  fell  the  flr-traea  that  mm  in  Sh6Dur*8  Talea» 
And  Baahiui'a  oaka  that  boasted  a  flionaand  jeara  of  sun, 
Or  hew  the  maata  of  oedar  on  frosty  Lebancii. 

'  Rise,  thon  foisottan  harlot  I  lake  np  thj  iMurp  and  sing : 
Gall  the  rebellious  iafawda  to  own  their  aneient  kfaie: 
Bare  to  the  spiaj  ibj  bosom,  and  with  thy  hair  onEound, 
Sit  on  the  piloB  of  ruin,  thou  throneleas  and  diserownedl 
There  mix  thy  Toioe  of  wailing  with  the  thmidera  of  the  sea» 
And  sing  thy  songs  of  sorrow,  that  thon  zeaaambered  be ! 

*  Though  silent  snd  forgotten,  yet  Nature  still  laments 
The  pomp  and  power  departed,  the  lost  magniBoenee: 
The  nills  were  proud  to  see  thee,  and  they  are  sadder  now ; 
The  sea  was  proud  to  bear  thee,  and  wears  s  trooUed  brow. 
And  erermore  the  surges  chant  forth  their  vain  desire : 
'  Where  are  the  ships  of  Tarshish,  the  mighty  ships  of  Tyre  ? ' ' 

One  other  poem,  upon  a  still  sacred  city,  most  close  oar  quotatioiis :  '0 
Jerusalem  I  Jerusalem  I  —  thou  that  killest  the  prophets,  and  atoncst  tlieai 
that  are  sent  unto  thee,  hovr  often  would  I  have  gathered  thee  together,  as  a 
hen  gathereth  her  brood  under  her  wings,  and  ye  would  not ! '  Think  of 
the  emotions  which  must  hare  filled  the  mind  of  our  poet  as,  looking  down 
upon  the  'Beautiful  City,'  he  pennod  the  foilowiag: 

I. 

*Faib  shinaa  the  moon,  Jerasalem, 

Upon  tbe  hills  that  wore 
Thy  gloiy  onoe^  their  diadem 

fire  Jndab*s  nign  was  e^er : 
The  stars  on  hallowed  Olrret 

And  over  Zion  bum. 
But  when  shall  rise  thy  splendor  sttf 

Thy  nlajesty  return? 

II. 

*The  peaoelbl  shadea  that  wrap  thee  now 

Thy  desolation  hide : 
The  moon-lit  beauty  of  thy  brow 

Bestorea  thine  ancient  pride ; 
Tet  tfaere^  where  Itome  thy  Temple  rent. 

The  dews  of  midni|^t  wet 
The  marble  dame  of  Dnur's  teat^ 

And  Aksa's  minaret 


'  TbT  streafftk,  Jerttsakm,  is  e'er, 

And  hroctn  ase  ti^  waBa; 
The  harp  of  Isbaml  sonnda  no  more 

la  thy  deserted  kidls: 

But  where  thr  kings  and  prophets  trod, 

Triumphant  orer  Dumi 
Behold  the  hTiiw  8001.  of  Oon — 

The  Gansfr  of  Naaareth  1 


'  The  halo  of  fits  presence  fills 

Thy  courts,  thy  ways  of  men ; 
fits  footsteps  on  thy  aoly  hills 

Are  beantifnl  as  then : 
The  prayer,  whose  blooay  sweat  betrayed 

His  hmnas  i^ny, 
Btill  haunts  the  awful  oOre  shade 

Of  eld  Gethsemane. 
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'  W€«  wlo  thee,  Jerowlcm ! 

surer  ef  propbete^  thoo, 
Thst  in  ibx  ninr  etoatot  ilien 

CtoD  eeot^  tod  wnds  thee  noir: 
Wbeve  thou.  0  Omam\  with 

Forgave  foj  foee,  and  died, 
ThT  gennentB  jet  ere  Mfy  imt -^ 

TlQrsoiiliicrQcifledt 


'  Ther  darlen  with  the  Christian  name 

The  li^t  that  from  thee  beaawd, 
Aad  bj  the  hatred  thej  proeUbtf 

Thy  spirit  ia  bbuphemed : 
Unto  thine  ear  the  prayera  they  send 

Were  fit  for  Belial's  reign, 
Aod  Mosletti  etmetera  deftod 

nie  temple  thej  profime. 


<  Who  shaU  rebuild  Jenualem  ? 

Her  aeattered  diOdren  bring 
From  Earth's  Ikr  endiL  and  gather  them 

Beneath  her  sheltenng  wmg? 
^or  Judah's  sceptre  broien  lies, 

And  from  his  Junglr  stem 
ITo  new  MwsfAH  shall  artae 

For  lost  Jerusalem  I 


*  But  let  the  wild  ass  on  her  hills 

Its  foal  onfrighted  laad, 
And  by  the  source  of  Kedron*s  rills 

The  deeert  adder  breed: 
For  where  the  lore  of  CBB»r  has  mflde 

Its  mansion  in  the  heart 
Ha  bnflds  in  pomp  that  will  liei  ftde 

Her  heayeniy  counterpart. 


<How  long,  0  OxBisrI  shall  men  ebBcupe 

Thvhoiy  charity — 
How  long  the  goffless  riftw  endure, 

Which  th^  bestow  on  Tmn^ 
Thov,  in  whoser  soul  of  tenderness 

The  Fathbb's  mercy  shone, 
Who  came,  the  sons  of  men  to  bless 

By  truth  and  lore  alone. 


*  The  suns  of  eighteen  hundred  }  . 

Baye  seen  Tar  reign  expand, 
And  Mominn^,  on  her  pathway,  heirs 

Tbt  name  m  eyei7  und; 
Bnt  where  Tht  sacred  steps  were  sent 

The  Fathbb's  will  to  bioe, 
Tot  garments  yet  are  daily  rent — 

Tarffmliaerucified!' 

Enoagh :  if  we  were  to  qaote  more,  it  would  not  arail,  saTe  to  those  who  do 
not  appreciate  tme  poetry;  and  as  fbr  those  who  do^  they  will  buy  the  book. 
Yet  to  all,  of  eVery  class,  we  cordiaUy  commend  it 
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D,  Applbtok  AMD  Compaxt's  Nbw  Catalooub  of  Amariean  and  English  Books:  com- 
prising  a  most  Extensire  Assortment  of  the  Best  Works  in  eTerjr  Iwpaitment  of  lite- 
rature and  Science :  with  a  Complete  Index. 

This  catalogue,  aside  from  the  eyidences  of  carefiil  resetrch  and  dear 
arrangement  which  it  presents,  will  afford  s(mie  idea  of  the  intelleetnal  re- 
sources of  the  great  book-establishment  whence  it  proceedSi  and  of  which 
it  will  be,  for  the  present  at  least,  a  preeminent  monaaent  It  coniams 
two  hundred  and  fifty  closelj-printed  pages,  in  double  oolnrans,  dassified  in 
eveiy  department  of  literature,  sdenoe,  and  art  The  subjoined  ^Notm  and 
Items '  of  interest  leaned  from  the  catalogue  will  afford  awne  idea  of  its 
character  and  scope: 

*1.  Tm  number  of  oirfAorf  in  tUB  oatalogiiaisiTTa,  of  whidi  160S  are  Ameriean. 
*S.  The  namber  ctfamaU  anthors  ennmarated  to  SM,  <tf  wMoh  146  are  Amflrteaa. 
*8.  The  different  work»  apedfled  amonnt  to  8241. 

*  i.  The  volum^  taking  only  one  oopf  of  each  woik,  are  19,801« 

*  6.  The  estimated  ealiM  of  one  copy  of  each  work  herein  ennmerated  is  $40J0i. 
*6.  Thennmberof  ««l^f«ototi«ateaoriilU6. 

*  7.  The  largMt  hook  In  the  collection  la  entitled  *  Botsku^  BnAKs^xAu'— 80  x  91 

*a  The  9maXUd  book  In  the  coUeotlon  ia  T^tuob^i  exceedingly  quaint  wofk,  the  'Thoib 
Bible'— 8  zS. 
*9.  The  ihiokegt  book  la  * Lxddsll  axd  SoottIs  Lexicon*—]^.  1784. 

*  10.  The  thmneti  one  la  the  *  Book  of  Flower  Painting  *  —pp.  S7. 

*11.  The  hancUomed  printed  work  is  the  Kew-Toik  editton  of  the  'Spectator;  fai  dx  votemtf 
8to. 

MS.  The  book  printed  from  the  «maa««<  fygM  yet  naed  In  America  li  D.  A  4  Co.^  beantlfhl 
new  pocket  edition  of  the  Pnjer-Book. 

rPIanta*— ISHnas. 


>  la.  Tne  dook  pnncea  nom  tne  amaMMf  ifpe  yet  ni 

kcw  pocket  edition  of  the  Pnyer-Book. 

*  18.  The  lonQMt  UtU  la  '  LoudohIb  Boeyolopedla  of  1 

'14.  The  ah'frUat  tmsto%  book  entiUed^ Home  * — pp 

*15l  The lowettprlceUtdkiB ^Axraon'B  Easy  Oatechiam*— 6J/ cents. 
.-.  ^ . _^  ._  . .„    ..       ^y^.  .. 


'16.  The  most  6xpenHv4  work  la  'HosiXAOL'a  CbUectlon  of  Patntinga*— priM^  flOOl^  (ono 
thooaand  dollars  ) 

'17.  The  work  oomprtatng  the  Unrgitlt  ntmher  of  vohmet  Is  'Yalft^  Dakihin  CTa—liii-  — 
141  vols. 

'  1&  The  ffiiosf  volumlnaut  English  antlior  Is  Sir  Waltb  Soon :  98  Tda. 

*  10.  Tne  mod  volumimoui  American  author  ia  FamMoaa  CooFmi — 88  vbla. 
*90.  The  aidsd  book  in  the  coUectlon  Is  *  The  Troubles  at  Frankfort'  —1564. 

'81.  The  largett  workhj  on*  author  ia  'Lord  KiaoaaoaovoH'a  Mezloan  Antiquines»*  In  nine 
immense  toIs.  folio. 

'81  The  greatest  ooOeeH&n  qf  mUhore  In  one  set  of  books  is  'CHAUOBa*  British  Poets,*  oob- 
tslnlng  the  works  uf  148  authon. 

*88.  The  mod  pn^aadf  iUueiraied  work  is  the '  IHustiated  London  News,*  oontateingorer 
18,000  spirited  engrarings. 

<  84.  The  Irmgeal  cofUimua  work  la  the  'Annual  Begteter/  which  has  been  pablished  wtftoat 
interruption  for  the  long  period  of  06  years. 

'  85.  The  greeted  varistif  qfedUUme  of  any  author  Is  of  *  SHAxarsABS.* 

*  86^  The  mod  ludieroue  work  Is  the  *  Comic  History  of  Borneo* 

'  87.  The  mod  elegant  book  qf  Une-^ngravingt  CTer  imported  is  the  new  Bn^Mi  wotk,  the 

*  Boyal  Gallery  of  Sngrayinga* 

•  *  88.  The  most  ealeable  Enalish  author  to  SBAXSPXAas.  then  Btbov,  and  Mooxn  thatMrd.  Of 
American  authors:  easaTists,  iBYiive ;  historians,  Biiroaorr:  poets,  Bbtast. 

'89.  TYkemodaingwCar  work  to  the '  Nolea  and  Queries,'  a  zepertolie  of  erevj  thtng  odd  or 
carioua. 

*  80.  The  rieUd  illustrated  wotk  of  colored  engravinge  to '  Windaor  Caatle.* 
'81.  The  greatest  number  of  any  American  work  sold  by  us  to  *  Banrov^  Thirty  Teai%*  ^ 


which  upward  of  50,000  were  sold  belbre  publication. 

*88.  The  greatest  number  sold  of  any  jfne  ' 
Waverley  Nuveto,  in  18  toIs.  —  $60  —  which  h 


greatest  number  sold  of  aav  jfne  imported  book  to  the  Abbotofctd  editloa  ef  the 


88.  The  greatest  number  of  copies  of  an  EnaUsh  Juvenile  imported  to  10,000.  It  to  eatttled 
*  The  Picture  Pleasure-Book,*  of  which  we  sold  in  one  season  7000 1    Priea,  |l.a& 

*84.  Two  very  interesting  and  beautlfhl  volumea  in  the  collection  are  the  'Sonaa  oTSkak- 
apaAEir/  and  the  ■  Parablea  of  our  Loan,*  the  whole  oontonto  of  which  areen^rooeil/ 

*  86.  Some  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  growing  desire  for  geographical  knowledge,  when  we 
state  the  fket  that  we  have  sold  over  6000  copies  of  *  Appurrom*  Modem  Atlas,'  and  1600  eopka  of 
*Blaok^  Atlas,*  beside  many  hundred  copies  of  other  giHMl  atlases.  (See  pp.  10-11.) 

'86.  1  he  best,  the  cheapest  edition  of  the  BrUiah  Poete.  as  well  m  the  edition  printed  from  the 
larrett  tffpe^  and  will  be  the  most  ocmplet^  to  the  new  edition  now  publishing  by  D.  A  *  Ca> 

'87.  The  moat  saleable  Theotogical  works  areTaairoH  on  the  Psrsblea  aaaTnBKOHonthe 
MliaetoB,SToto.* 
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PoniB  BT  William  Cullkn  Bbtamt.  Collected  and  Amoged  by  tbe  Author.  In  two 
▼olomee:  pp.  682.  New-Tork:  D.  Appunrox  axd  Compaxt.  LoDdon:  NnndMr 
Sixteen,  little-Britein. 

WmN  the  last  hour  shall  oome  to  Brtamt —  and  *■  long  and  late  maj  it 
be' — how  nraofa  wiU  he  leare  behind  hxm  that  cannot  fiule  nor  diet  For 
onnelTes,  so  completelj  interwoven  with  our  own,  for  at  least  a  quarter  of 
a  oentory,  have  been  Bbtamt's  recorded  emotions  and  interpretations  of 
natoxe,  that  we  scarcely  dare  trust  our  pen  with  the  expression  of  the  honor 
and  reverence  with  which  we  regard  the  teachings  of  his  yerse,  lest  we 
might  be  thought  to  exaggerate  them.  The  truth  is  that  he  has  so  wedded 
himself  to  the  elements,  to  the  great  features  of  Nature,  of  which  he  has  been 
so  true  and  faithful  an  exponent,  that  it  will  be  imposnble,  with  those  who 
hare  appredated  his  deep  feeling  and  fervent  poetry,  hereafter  to  dissociate 
hun  from  them.  We  can  truly  say  that  scarce  a  day  goes  over  our  head  in 
which  we  are  not  reminded  of  wmetMng  which  Bbtant  has  thoug^ti  felt 
and  written ;  and  written  "beeauu  he  thought  and  felt  them.  Twenty  times, 
a  week  since,  in  coming  down  from  '  Rockland  Tower,'  through  the  sweet- 
smelling  autumn-woods,  with  a  'little  prattler '  at  our  side,  in  whose  *  arch 
eye  and  speaking  fiwe '  we  saw  the  'new  beauties'  of  which  he  himself  has 
sung  so  touchingly  and  so  weQ,  we  saw  Bbtant  before  us ;  in  the  '  aster  in 
the  wood,'  VOL  the '  golden-rod,'  and  the  'yellow  sun-flower,  by  the  brook ; ' 
and  we  fdt  the  presence  of  his  spirit  in  the  moaning  south-wind,  'search- 
mg '  for  the  fragrance  of  vanished  flowers,  and  awakening  sad  soul-whispers 
in  the  cone-like  cedars, '  thickly  set  with  pale-blue  berries.'  Do  we  re-visit 
the  country? — there  are  the  'pleasant  vales  acooped  out,  and  villages 
between'  —  scenes  we  have  loved  so  long.  Do  we  cross  the  Hudson  to 
Hoboken  or  Weehawken,  of  a  sultry  evening  in  summer?  Lo I  the  evening 
wind  from  the  sea;  how  it  melts  upon  the  temples  like  the  invisible  touch 
of  some  spirit-hand  1  And  that  is  Bbtant's  'Evening  Wind,'  which  has 
been  ricflng  all  day  the  wild  blue  waves,  and  swelling  the  white  sail,  and 
whidi  is  now  (m  its  errand  of  mercy  and  of  joy  to  '  the  vast  inland,  stretched 
beyond  the  sig^i'  As  you  enter  ttie  harbor,  from  your  daily  pleasant  sail 
down  the  river,  you  see,  far  up  the  giddy  mast,  the  '  shouimg  seamen  cUmb 
and  fori  the  sail,'  and  you  think  of  your  &vorite  poet;  and  how  these  sea- 
men have  but  just  returned  from  the  storms  and  tempests  of  the  great  ocean, 
so  briefly  yet  so  immecuurdbly  depicted  in  '  The  Winds.'  And  no  longer 
ago  than  yesterday,  when  Mens.  Ooddabd  came  floating  by  our  mountain- 
dwelUng  on  the  Hudson,  in  his  balloon,  and  we  watched  1dm  with  a  glass 
until  he  had  disappeared  in  the  upper  northern  blue,  we  thought  of  Bbtamt, 
and  his  'Lines  to  a  Water-Fowl: ' 

*  Tbou  'bt  gone — the  abyn  of  heaven 
Hath  BWAuowed  np  thy  form : ' 

And  so  it  is  always,  with  whatever  else  we  may  read  of  BBTAiiys ;  and  one 
reads  on  all  occasions,  because  he  '  cannot  but  rememl^er  such  things  were, 
that  were  most  pleasant  to  him.'  Memory  is  your  true  critic,  and  Brtaht^s 
poetiy  is  always  remembered. 
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A  Fbuhb  Epxaiui  roox  octb  *IJp-BnrBB*  CoBBssPOKDSZirx. — Our  fiiend 
is  a  man  after  our  own  heart  in  bis  love  of  cats.  We  harealwi^  oontended, 
and  do  still  oontend,  that  they  are  an  abused  aninaL  WobaTo  tested  their 
affection  a  tboossad  times.  Not  a  month  sinoe,  our  sanotnm  ftrodts  disap- 
peared, doubtless  kiUed  by  some  Tsg^ant  wateh-dof^  She  was  *  peiftei 
treasure  to  ns.  She  would  ooil  herself  up  in  a  little  bos  bcifOBd  the  ink- 
stand, where  we  keep  our  note-paper,  and  while  we  were  wxitinft  look  us 
meekly  in  the  eye^  all  the  while  purring  softly,  and  now  and  then  putAing 
ontharTelTetpaw,  with  a  graceful  pretence,  as  if  to  cluteh  our  pen.  WhaA 
a  handsome  littiecresture  she  was  I  The  (^gnet's  down  was  not  aoAar  or 
whiter  than  her  fbr.  If  she  be  liying,  we  entreat  her  to  return  to  her  aor> 
rowing  Mends : 

'Bbab  Xhiok.*  I  am  in  want  of  a  good  cat  If  any  one  haa  a  B|Mn  cat  not 
over  one  year  of  age^  or  notao  old  as  to  hare  kst  all  reliah  for  thechase^  ff  knom 
hy  the  nam^  of  Tabithi,  and  not  Thoicab»  I  abould  like  to  have  it  If  aha  isenlf 
a  weaned  kitten,  amuaing  henelf  with  such  inlantile  fidlies  as  pk^iag  with  a  ball 
of  yam,  or  with  the  tip-end  of  her  tail,  or  with  a  waUrabadow,  and  stU  you  think 
she  ahows  aigua  of  bemg  a  good  meSow-ae^  dispatch  the  aaid  creaturo  \rj  expnm 
to  my  addreea.  Ko :  I  recall  what  I  have  said.  Do  not  be  sending  me  yoorqAre 
cats;  &r  it  occurs  to  me  before  the  ink  is  dry,  that  if  nj  many  finen^  all  around, 
who  preeent  Shang^  chickens,  Christmas  tarkeyES  and  banela  of  apples  on  the 
slightest  indication  of  a  want,  should  act  up  to  this  call,  that  I  should  be  more  OTer-irm 
with  cata  then,  than  I  am  with  rats  now.  Pay  no  regard  to  the  request,  0  my  muhi- 
tudinous  firienda^  or  a  purring  emigration  may  set  in  upon  me.  I  shall  have  to  keep 
a  eerrant  at  the  door  to  receiye  the  tortoiae-shells^  with '  comphments  of  the  donors;  * 
my  hall  will  be  tomed  into  a  BABznm's  Museum,  when  a  cat-foir  is  in  aession,  and 
I  shall  be  compelled  to  drown  the  whiskered  gifts  in  a  pond,  or  to  knock  tfaem  on 
the  head  with  a  hatchet  I  will  adopt  a  kitten  of  my  neighbor*a  This  ia  a  tbt- 
milion  edict,  to  be  observed  as  strictly  as  that  of  the  Emperor  of  China  to  the  ^  for- 
eign barbarians  and  haiiy  devils.'  Let  nothing  of  the  kind  be  done.  It  is  not 
desirable.    Mark  this. 
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'  One  of  mj  earliest  adrentoies  wae  with  a  Malteae  cat,  which  cauaed  me  great 
^vaUdk  I  WM  ten  yean  old,  and  in  oompauy  with  a  biothar  agpd  elg^t^  waa 
ntaBUBg  ftom  a  Tist  to  Columbia  ooontj.  Among  other  thntgs  we  broogfat  away 
ahi^of  Chiiftitom-nati^  (I  do  not  know  how  the  name  is  spelled,)  or,  as  tibey  are 
caSed  in  the  ooontry,  shell-barks,  and  a  monse-oolored  Maltese^  as  that  vaiie^  of 
oate  was  not  much  known  on  Long-Island.  We  had  gone  on  board  the  steaaft-baat 
^i  jUbaay,  when  my  yoonger  brother  peroeiTing  that  the  box  whioh  oontained  the 
eat  waa  mianng,  left  my  side,  and  in  the  few  moments  daring  whioh  he  was  gone 
tSie  pbmka  were  drawn  in,  and  the  boat  moved  from  the  whai£  What  i^  nigbi  I 
yaowd  on  board!  What  a  reception  I  got  when  I  reached  home  the  next  day, 
with  a  bag  of  shell-barica,  and  without  my  brother  I  Some  how  or  other  he  raa»- 
aged  to  talfiBoare  of  himself  and  airived  in  the  next  boat  with  the  Maltese  Idtteik 
It  was  mepiaode  in  my  doll  life,  in  my  nnnauantio  history.  We  were  fimd  of  cats 
at  oar  hooie;  there  were  no  ponda  in  the  neighborhood ;  thwe  waa  no  cruelty  i* ' 
ourfiuDJly ;  in  confleqnenoe  of  which  the  broods  throre^  and  the  kitdhen  became  a^ 
New^Uaka^  The  kittens  were  as  welcome  in  the  parlor  aa  in  the  kitchen,  and 
thoQ{^  their  taila  and  toes  were  trodden  on  a  dozen  times  a  ds^,  and  then:  yeOa 
caused  great  distress  to  the  nerresof  my  aged  annt^  no  more  peRaaaent  injury  waa 
done  to  the  toes  and  the  taila  than  if  yon  had  maahed  a  piece  of  India-rubber.  My 
broAer  Juorr,  four  years  of  age,  lugged  the  fitUe  things  up  the  stain  by  the  nape 
of  the  neck^  by  the  ears^  and  almost  by  the  whiskers,  rolled  with  them  on  the  floor, 
or  tossed  them  in  the  air ;  but  they  seeoMd  to  like  the  roughest  tumbling  which  hia 
small  hands  cooldgiYe  them.  When  hedied,  the  Maltese  mother  seemed  to  deplore 
his  Aaenee,  and  lor  some  days  me&ow«d  and  lamented,  rediniog  on.  a  big  pin-cuobf 
ien  on  the  bureau,  in  whidi  hia  cane,  and  sword,  and  sokUer's  cap»  and  piotmna> 
books,  aad  glovoS)  and  toys  were  deposited.  Her  play-mate  was  departed.  Mo 
sodden  and  involuntary  scratch  brought  back  a  feeling  of  remoraa  There  were 
thooe  who  mourned  more  for  the  child,  but  let  it  not  be  said  that  a  cat  knows  no 
aentknent  of  esteem  or  affection.  She  inherits  the  grace  and  agili^  of  the  tigress, 
but  under  htsr  soft  fur  there  sometimes  throbs  the  tenderness  of  a  dove's  heart 

(  Tabhea  Malta,  however,  in  a  few  yean  became  old  and  slovenly,  too  lazy  to 
twist  her  neck  to  lick  her  back  and  keep  her  hair  in  decent  order.  Her  whiten 
were  gray,  her  skin  was  matted  with  bum,  her  conduct  shy,  while  her  head 
stretched  out,  and  her  tail  streaking  after  m  a  long  line,  as  she  sneaked  along  the 
garden  wall,  had  an  air  of  mistrust,  and  showed  that  her  designs  were  suspidoua. 
She  left  the  domestic  hearth,  and  went  to  crawl  imder  the  bam,  or  to  tumble  i^MMit 
in  the  hay-mow,  and  at  last  returned  no  more.  Her  descendants  were,  however,  aa 
numerous  aa  to  be  a  nuisance ;  their  xMwes  were  in  every  thing,  ftom  a  dish  of  cream 
to  a  hasly-puddrng ;  they  pulled  the  turkey  from  the  spit,  and  the  beef-steak  from 
the  grid-iron;  they  vrere  found  sleeping  in  the  centre  of  every  soft  bed  in  the 
house^  and  at  last  the  decree  went  forth  for  the  slanghter  of  the  innocents.  It  waa 
a  d^nuive  measure.  Whoever  is  bom  with  an  antipathy  to  cats  is  unnatural,  aad 
not  worthy  to  be  trusted.  Together  with  cows  and  chickens,  they  are  the  inalienaMa 
adjuncts  of  social  life,  and  have  been  in  all  climes  and  aU  age&  Some  species  of  aaif 
mala  Imve  lived  upon  the  earth,  but  have  become  obsolete.  The  bones  of  ttie 
mammoth  alone  remain  to  testify  that  his  race  has  been.  Tigers,  lions,  bears,  and 
othen  are  restricted  to  a  few  savage  place&  The  elephant  belongs  to  the  Orient ; 
the  patient  eamel  is  made  to  toil  in  the  san^  desert^  and  the  buffido  roams  in  Hm 
western  prairlea.  But  the  cat  is  known  and  cherished  wherever  humanity  exists. 
She  is  in  the  huts  of  the  Laplander,  or  of  the  savages  of  Patagonia;  she  is  in  the 
Indiea^  and  in  all  tiie  ialea  of  the  sea,    Wherever  Madame  PFUVcnt  has  been. 
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there  are  ootB.  That  the j  are  reputed  to  haye  nine  liTea,  ma j  be  rafored  to  their 
adaptation  to  all  draarngtances.  Thej  are  eapeciaUy,  however,  the  copoomltiita  of 
oivfUaed  society.  Tfadr  grace  and  beauty  makes  them  the  ornament  of  tiie  hearth- 
rug, and  a  weloome  gaest  in  the  parbr.  Thwe  is^  it  is  troe^  a  limit  to  hospitafity, 
as  in  the  case  just  dted 

<  But  I  want  a  cat  at  present^  becaose  the  rats  hare  sob-let  mj  house,  andtbreafteo 
to  tear  it  down  over  my  head  by  their  excess  of  riot  It  is  impossible  to  steep  at 
night  fi>r  the  sqnealing  of  their  litters,  and  ibr  their  ooatinaal  noticimiseost. 
They  tear  tfaroogh  the  house  like  a  regiment  of  heavy  dragoons^  while  tlie  Any  of 
their  onsets  the  showering  down  of  loads  of  lime^  and  the  thumping  flffl  of  hmps  of 
plaster,  might  put  one  in  mhid  of  the  siege  of  SebastopoL  '  They  have  flieir  eodts 
and  their  entrances  *  beneath  the  stone  foundations,  in  the  cellar,  m  the  pantries^  or 
,in  the  garret  They  are  sometimes  even  met  upon  the  staiiHsaae^  or  are  wffihs^  to 
show  fight  in  the  parlor.  Hie  other  day  a  tenieMiog  who  was  passing  by  the  gale 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  with  one  of  these  feDow^  and,  seizing  him  by  the  nape 
of  the  nedc,  shook  him  to  death  in  less  than  no  time^  in  the  midst  <^  great  squeal- 
ing and  sputtering  on  the  part  of  the  defendant  There  was  mudi  oarhinnatioii 
from  all  who  witnessed  the  proceeding,  and  great  praise  given  to  the  dog.  It 
reminded  me  of  what  I  saw  once  when  at  college.  It  was  summer,  and  I  was 
sitting  hi  an  open  wmdow,  studying  Buoud,  when  I  beheld  a  monstrous  rat  creep 
ih)m  the  foundations  and  tottie  ^,  waggmg  his  tail  as  he  went  in  the  Erection  of 
some  iqyple-parings.  A  fireshman  who  saw  the  inoceeding,  dipped  a  brick  into  the 
hole,  tore  off  a  limber  stidc  from  a  bush,  and  proceeded  after  the  vermin.  His  rat- 
dhip  returned  to  his  excavation  when,  to  his  great  rage  and  disoomfitora^  the  plaee 
was  stopped  up;  whereupon  the  student  frU  to  and  whipped  hhn  to  deatii  with  a 
gusto.  I  think  I  never  heard  such  squealing.  It  was  equal  to  that  of  a  half> 
grown  pig. 

*  But  I  was  speaking  of  my  own  household  rats.  If  the  census  weretakeo,  their 
colony  must  number  some  flye  hundred  taOa.  Often  hi  the  middle  of  the  night  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  determine  whether  robbers  are  brealdng  in,  or  whetiier  ^liritoal* 
raspers  are  exerdshig  their  aerial  Imuddes.  All  varieties  of  noises  are  heard 
above  and  below,  dull  thumpings,  boring  of  augers,  and  the  fall  of  heavy  articles. 
At  last  I  decide  that  ratsbane  is  more  needed  than  revolvers.  'Poison  themt* 
whispers  the  yoice  of  indignation.  Those  who  venture  on  that  experiment  wiU  at 
last  come  to  a  slow  sense  of  what  their  interest  consists  in,  when  they  begin  to 
'smell  a  rat'  There  will  be  a  dead  silence  in  the  walls  for  a  time,  but  a  dead 
flnell  also,  and  the  memory  of  the  departed  will  linger  in  a  three  weeks'  perihnie^ 
even  while  the  poisoner  will  be  ready  to  write  on  the  mausoleum  of  the  pantoy, 
'I  am  sorry  that  I  did  it*  Indian-meal  and  arsenic  is  not  a  good  diet  for  these 
vermin  if  they  come  back  to  die  amidst  the  endearments  of  homa  Yet  a  diance 
Mature  by  a  vigilant  cat  hardly  seems  to  meet  the  eviL  Steel-traps^  toasted 
cheese^  and  contrivances  of  that  Und,  are  set  at  nought  by  the  superior  mstinct  of 
these  enemies.  Th^sy  are  the  cunningeet  of  all  creatures,  and  setthig  adde  the  oA- 
told  tale  of  the  rat  and  the  oil-betty,  a  whole  volume  of  anecdotes  might  be  ooo- 
posed  of  theh*  doings.  But  how  to  get  rid  of  them  I  I  have  reflected  much  upon 
tiiis. 

'  I  am  apgoing  to  buy  a  pound  of  Scotch  snuif  and  a  few  ounces  of  red  p^par, 
and  mix  them  together,  we  will  say  fai  the  proportion  cX  a  pmch  of  the  Maooaboy 
to  a  few  gndns  of  the  K.  N.  Pepper.  I  wiU  deposit  tiie  pile  beneath  the  wainaool, 
in  the  hope  that  it  wOl  adhere  to  the  feet  and  be  tracked  about  and  diAned  by 
genfle  draughts  to  all  parts  of  the  hollow  walls,  and  to  all  secret  receansL    It  wQl 
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be  'kUl  or  core,'  bat  not  kiU,  I  imagine.  It  may  piodnoe  a  painftd  ophtiialmia^ 
watery  ejea,  a  meeong  oong^  and  no  doabt  a  general  influenza.  There  will  iSe  a 
nniTeraal  rash  to  the  fresh  air  to  allay  the  sensations  produced  by  these  tidding 
agenti^  and  an  unwillingness  to  return  to  the  hot  atmosphere.  Thus  you  will  be 
able  to  extinguish  the  nuisance,  and  to  muff  it  out,  while  by  communicating  your 
information  to  your  neighbors  and  to  the  peoide  at  laige^  you  wiU  gain  a  greater 
reputation  than  if  you  had  been  rat-catoher  to  a  king.  I  am  an  'ingenious  ccea- 
tur,*  and  if  the  experiment  oomea  up  to  my  expectations^  Uie  pnblio  should  in  Just- 
ice make  me  some  oompensalion  for  the  free  and  noble-hearted  disclosure  of  the 
secret  Fh>m  the  Tobacconists  in  a  body,  I  shall  expect  a  gdd  snuff-box,  in  which 
tiie  Common  Council  ought  to  deposit  the  freedom  of  the  city,  and  I  win  drire  the 
rate  into  a  co-partnership  with  the  moles^  or  into  the  under-ground  sewers,  where 
they  will  find  food  enough  and  be  'abundantly  usefol*  in  their  day  and  generation. 
I  will  see  you  again  on  this  matter.  F.  w.  &' 


€k>8sip  WITH  Readebs  asd  Cobbxspondektb.  —  The  following  will  ezplaia 
itaelf  without  a  'Key.'  There  are  *bard  rubs*  in  it^  but  they  are  well  de* 
served: 

'  FiBST  daas  in  geography  I —take  your  places.    What  is  the  lesson  to-day? 

'Aubweb:  The  chapter  on  Uppei^ten-dom. 

'Qnnnov:  Where  is  the  seat  of  this  empire? 

'AjnwsB :  Its  principal  seat  is  a  laige  island  in  Kew-Toric  bay. 

'  Quwnoir :  What  is  the  climate? 

'Amswxb:  Remarkable  for  cool  airs. 

'QunTXOH:  Surface  of  the  island  ? 

'Axswxb:  Yarious. 

*QuBnoir:  How  inhabited? 

'AmwiB :  By  SiroBS,  ohielly. 

'  QuBsnoH :  Who  are  they  ? 

'Answbb  :  They  are  the  descendants  of  *  Skobuno,  the  Large,'  who  founded  the 
empire  of  Upper-ten-dom. 

'QuBsnoir:  Howare  they  dirided? 

'Amswbb:  By  some  writers  they  are  dirided  into  three  classes. 

'Qubstion:  Name  them. 

*Aii8wbb:  '  Codfish  Aristocracy/  'Goano  Aristocracy/  and  '  Patent-Medicine  Aris- 
tocracy.' 

'  QuBsnoK :  Are  they  diatinguished  for  their  intelligenee  ? 

'Ambwbb:  Ko. 

'  QoBsnoir :  Are  they  deficient  in  any  mental  power  ? 

'Axswbb:  In  memory;  especially  is  this  the  case  among  those  who  inhabit  the 
higher  lands;  aod  the  deficiency  is  usually  first  apparent  and  most  strongly  marked 
upon  a  remoTal  from  the  low  lands. 

'QuBsnoH:  How  shown? 

'AirawBB :  In  the  total  forgetfulness  of  old  friends  and  eren  relatires.  Among  snobs, 
parents  forget  children,  and  children  (mon  frequently)  will  forget  parents;  brothers 
forget  sisters,  and  sisters  will  forget  brothers. 

<  QuBsnoir :  To  what  is  this  owing? 

'Ahswbb  :  Probably  to  some  peculiarity  of  the  climate;  and  it  is  also  sometimes 
increased  or  lessened  by  the  tides  in  a  stream  called  *  The  Money-Market,'  which  flows 
through  and  enriches  the  island. 

'  QuBsnoH :  What  can  yon  say  of  the  low  lands? 
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'AiiswiRt  They  aie  oonaidered  unhealtliy,  and  no  bdoIm  reside  in  them  who  cm  giia 
•eoeee  to  the  teble-hmds. 

*  QcjBQTzox :'  What  treee  or  pbmts  floorish  in  Upper-ieii'dom  f 

'AxBwn:  AQaathne  and  mushrooms  both  grow  weU  here. 

'  QcssTioir :  ^aa  you  say  soy  thing  of  the  goTsrament  f 

'AnwsB :  It  is  despotic,  snd the  laws  are  artntraiy;  psnaltiesoonsist  in  kiof  of  oaste, 
and  exdttsiott  ftom  their  'beat  society.' 

'QvBKiov:  What  Climes aro  thus  puniAedt 

'Avswmt:  Poverty,  smong  sU;  among  women,  independent  exertkm. 

'QpwfiOH:  What aie  tiie prlndpal  oooi^aiions  of  saobsF 

'Answsa:  The  men  dig  and  delTo:  the  woman  drssSi 

'Qomhov:  Qaiteoonect.    Are  not  the  arts  and  sciences  enooungedf 

'Akswib  :  Art  is  enoonraged  to  a  degree  unkno?m  elsewhere. 

'  QuxsnoK :  What  of  their  religioD  f    What  is  the  object  of  fiuth  sod  worship  ? 

'AxswiB :  The  Almighty  DoUar.    They  also  worship  Fashion  and  Popularity'. 

'Qunnoff:  Are  they  derontt 

'AmwiB:  They  are ;  honoring  their  deities  with  saperstitions  homage. 

'QunnoH:  Aie  snobs  remsrkable  for  longerify? 

'Axswbb:  They  hope  to  lire  for  erer  in  Upper-ten-dom. 

'  QcasTiQar :  Does  this  empire,  with  its  three  classes  of  aristocrscy,  indnde  all  the 
inhabitants  of  tiie  ishmdt 

<AMBwnk:  It  does  not^  as  there  is  a  body  of  people  ^te  independent  of  the  seohs, 
divided  into  the  aristocrsoy  of  True  Worth,  the  aristocracy  of  Talent,  and  the  aiistoe- 
rscy  of  Old  Respectability.  These  differ  from  snobs  in  every  reapect,  and  thoogh 
neigld>orB,  residing  on  the  same  isknd,  they  sre  in  &et  entirely  distinct  from  Upper- 
ten-dom,  not  being  nnder  its  goremment  nor  controlled  by  its  laws. 

'  Tx^CHiR :  Your  lessons  sre  quite  perfect    Be  seated.' 

They  are 'i^t  students 'in  that  class  I  -  -  -  Ahothkb  welcome  note  from  our 
fiur  oorrespondenti  *  J.  K.  L.,'  whose  livelj  *  LtU&rfnm  CKateattgwn  Lake  ^ 
graced  our  last  number :  'As  there  seems  to  be  much  excitement  just  at  pre* 
sent  on  the  subject  of  oysters,  perhaps  the  accompanying  '  Imfnmpt%  on  a 
Diih  qf  OysUn  on  the  SheU^mKj  appropriately  find  a  place  in  your  ] 

'Dok't  talk  to  me  of  flowers, 
Within  their  mossy  delli^ 
They  canH '  come  up '  to  oyaters 
Upon  their  pearly  shells ! 

'  What  is  there  half  so  beautiful. 

What  is  there  taates  so  weU 
As  a  delicious  oyster 
Upon  its  pesrly  shell? 

<  They  're '  jnst  the  thing '  for  sapper. 

The/  'n  <  just  the  thmg '  for  Innch ; 
And  then  they're  very  mueh  improved 
By  a  nice,  cool  brandy-punch  I 

'  I  have  roamed  in  foreign  oountrias ; 

Of  their  beauties  I  can  tell ; 
But  I  never  saw  the  equal 
Of  these  oysters  on  the  shsUt 

'And  should  I  die  a  sudden  death, 

Tour  grief  I  pray  you  qnell ; 
And  have  it  on  my  tomb-stone  wri^ 

'  Died  of  Oysters  on  the  shell  I  * ' 
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Oygtersofva'goodiiiBtitatioii.'  -  •  -  Tbb  pa|^  of  thk  Magisiiif  have 
erer  been  opened  to  the  Wronged  and  the  Defenceless— to  Genns  and  to 
Art.  Who  would  hare  taken  pitj  upon  Pjjtceo,  the  eolored  poet  of  Oneida, 
or  felt  %  upapUhj  with  K.  N.  Pbpfbb,  had  not  the  Khickibbocxxr  come 
ftirward  to  comfort  and  dsleiid  each  of  these  nnw  eminent  men  t  But  we 
chum  nothing:  we  conld  not  help  it  'Bech  is  Genns,'  and  its  Inilnence* 
Nor  ahall  *  Jqbv  LAamxe^  Author  and  Artist,  and  Oriental  Tonristi'  of  Her- 
risbnrgh,  Pennsyltania,  M  to  receiye  jnstice  at  onr  hands.  ITo  common 
man  is  Landis.  What  is  your  boasted,  *  eomm^n-sense '  to  him  f  Does 
Landis  ever  deteend  t  Nerer  1  Does  he  'sink  to  riee  again,'  as  the  weaker 
poets  express  it  f  Kot  at  all  t  LAimis  stands  on  a  lerel  of  hU  cwn  ;  and 
if  he  erer  gets  any  lower,  he  most  dig  for  it.  He  feels  this ;  his  reader 
Bees  that  he  feels  it  Lahdis  has  been  misused ;  and  he  has  addressed  a 
'Letter  to  this  Mighty  JSfdUon,*  an  eztrect  from  which  we  herewith  present 
to  *all  readers  hi  the  Great  Republic: ' 

'  Om  the  principle  of  the  Conatitiitioii  grantiDg '  all  men  to  be  free  and  equal,' raatifi^ 
cation,  is  conceded,  addressinff,  and  bj  pTecidence  became  my  dnty,  to  the  attainment 
of  pririledffea  and  obtainmenf  of  remaneration,  Ibr  SasncM,  10  yearn  dnoe,  rendered 
and  iiibmirang,  again,  the  prorioiui  Proportion  of  Compromiae :  to  wit,  aooeptanoe  of 
adTaaoe  Money  for  works  in  the  *  Oirine  Art  of  Painting :'  National  historical,  Cfril,  or 
'MarshaU-field'  departments  jor,  Foil  Parment  for  <nnginal,  Oil,  Paintings,  already 
Bxecated:  in  the  last  branch, WASmvotov,  m  military aooontrement  and  'tented-field:' 
Sonlifffat,  near  meridian  altftade^  eflbot :  with  his  white  horse  and  gronpe  of  subordi- 
nate Officers,  intennediale  to  the  encampment  of  hia  Army :  8  bj  5  ft,  sublime,  rery 
wetnresque,  slorions  in  eoloors :  alUiongh  of  greater  raloe  to  ine  mm.  bust-size,  by 
l*ea],  for  whi^  the  Nation  paid  $8,000,  to  adorn  the  Senate  Chamber  with,  at  a  sinular 
Price,  or  more  liberal,  if  the  Soiate  please.  Or,  a  materially  superior,  in  the  princi- 
ples and  mysteries  of  the  Fine  Arts  and  higher  National  ralue :  being  the  memorable 
engagement  and  bat  battle  with  our  Trans-Atlantie  competitors — entitled, '  The  Battle 
of  Aew  Orleans,'  idtich  transptred  on  the  8th.  proximo,  thirty-six  years  aco.  A  gene- 
zmtion  and  a  few  years  hsTe  passed  away  in  Foreign  Amical  Relations,' wmch  peMeftil 
and  friendly  intercourse  may  be  perpetuated  by  Just  Legislation ;  hence  my  sanguine 
expectations  of  Patronage,  at  least,  if  not  a  Generous  Appropriation.  This  chef  d'ouTie 
Flroduetbn.  is  the  8d^«be  sulyeet,  with  rsfisions  and  editions :  the  Sd.  beinup  simi- 
lar  aias  and  lai  14  by  22  ft,  seamless,  at  sa  expense  of  $58,  with  rent  and  incidental 
expenses  while  encased  upon  it  and  to  transport  it  to  the  liational  Capital :  where  I, 
preriouslT,  prooecM  to^  at  the  risk  of  ray  ulb,  crosstuff  the  Susquehainns^  during  an 
loe  flood,  m  mid  winter,  to  procure  the  portrait  of  Oen.  Adaib,  Senator  fh>m  Kentiwky : 
who  was  second  in  command  and  oppoaite  whose  dirislon,  the  British  commander  fell 
and  of  whom  no  prints  were  published,  like  of  Oen.  Jaouok,  the  President;  with 
whom  I  had  an  intenriew,  at  one  of  his  lerees,  adTaataceons  to  represent  him,  fh>m  the 
■  n  of  the  PoUto  Arts.    At  the  Capital  it  was 


best  authority,  extant^  in  this  comp 

Tiewed  by  members  of  the  Senalo  and  others;  although  unfinished  manifested  the 
Triomph,  on  a  surftee  too  limited,  yet  too  long  for  one  of  the  nitches,  for  which  I 
in^ded  it»  should  I  have  suooeedea  to  the  Patronage  and  it  had  been  the  proper  sise, 
nererthdess,  I  proposed  to  finish  it,  on  eauTas  ue  dimensions  of  the  appropriate 
place.  Congress  contemplated  to  seleot  sinular  Topics  to  the  Paintings  there,  then,  by 
the  lato  Trmnbull.  for  $82,000,  and  have  since  employed  fbnr  different  Artists,  at 
$10,000,  to^ach :  half;  per  custom  on  the  whole  earth,  in  hand,  with  the  guarentee  pf 
the  ballanoe  when  the  Productions  were  completed.  Three  of  which  r  saw,  a  fow 
years  since,  in  their  destined  places. 

'  Haying  been  thus  ample  m  dessiminations  to  dispbty  illucidations  of  erents  snd 
socessorr  acts,  in  connection,  I  resume  the  communication  further  of  my  engagements 


on  this  Painting  and  appropriations  of  Money,  when  I  had  Funds  in  the  two  Banks,  at 
the  Craital  of  this  Commoowealth,  oontiguons  to  which  I  sm  a  natire,  hailinff  from  the 
Cave  ram,  on  the  banks  of  the  *8watara  and  Su8<|uehanna,'  without  inclnding  my 
time,  upwards  of  $800  were  used  on  the  three  Paintings.  The  first  has  been  nuslsid 
in  Philadelphia,  second  pledged  st  Tammany  HalL  N.  T.,  while  I  was  unweU  there, 
for  room  rent  and  the  third,  with  othiers  and  Box  of  Stereotype  Plates,  of  my  Treatise 
on  Poetry  and  Painting,  I  left  on  Lake  Erie ;  not  bariuff  amred  the  day  of  my  depart- 
ure, by  railroad  and  burning  of  the  Steamer  Griffith,  with  the  loss  of  250  oersons :  for 
New- York  City,  where  I  reoeiTcd  a  letter  on  the  auKjcct^  fh>m  Sandusky,  0.,  apprising 
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me  of  bETiDjF  sent  them  to  Buffalo,  in  oomplianoe  to  mj  reqneit^  to  wfakh  Offioe  I 
wrote,  acooraingly  and  from  whence  I  can,  doubtless,  procure  the  effects.  The  Paint- 
ing is  the  most  wonderful  and  raluable,  being  unequalled  on  the  earth ;  in  the  Mar- 
Aall-field  of  Painttng:  from  the  description  of  the  sienal  ereni  bjr  the  late  Jm. 
Eatoit,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Chief  Coomiander,  white  his  prirate  Secretarr.  '  In- 
keeping'  with  mj  promise  and  knowledge,  being  conversant  with  the  Ifaster  Pieces  of 
the  former  eras  and  the  present,  I  pass  the  conclusion,  to  present  it»  should  H  pani- 
leled,  bj  any  other,  in  the  same  department,  in  Juzto  position. 

'European  Sovereigns  and  wealthy  Americans,  need  not  procure  the  Serrices  of 
eopjriflts,  to  furnish  duplicates,  at  800  and  £1000 ;  m  cases,  baa  ones,  from  indifkreBt 
onginals :  but  extend  Patronii^  to  me»  an  Artist  of  indubitable  Inspiration,  \(j  ooaae- 
qnenoe,  of  Inspired  Poems  and  Paintings,  many  of  the  latter  being  extant,  and  my 
Heroic  Poem.^ 

We  ask :  *■  Can  it  be  doubted  that  Mr.  Lan]>is  has  been  badly  treated?  ' 
And  a  second  natural  question  arises,  Is  there  real  encouragement  for  ^Etfjih 
old  Art  and  Literature  *  among  us  ?  We  raise  our  '  Pause  for  a  Eepl^^  at 
the  hands  of  some  considerate  reader.  -  -  -  Or  more  than  the  usual  merit 
of  kindred  productions  is  a  ^Patriotic  Poem  delwered  in  Bridge/water^  (Miam,,) 
July  Fourd^  1854/  recently  published  by  request  We  take  from  it  a  an- 
gle passage^  which  is  but  a  fidr  example  of  the  whole,  and  which  emces 
the  true  unkersal  American  spirit : 

'Om  Saratoga'splains,  by  Mohawk's  side^ 
Where  noble  Hudson  pours  his  ample  tide, 
Where  Horicon  in  auiet  beauty  sle^^s. 
All  beaufy  mirrored  in  its  clear  blue  oeeps ; 
We  see  where  KiacuBBOCKn's  sons  of  yore 
Bore  their  part  nobly  in  the  toils  of  war.  ^ 
And  o'er  the  lake,  where  rise  the  mountains  green. 
And  fhr  beyond,  where  summits  white  are  seen. 
We  find  the  men  whose  fitthers  in  that  dar 
Shrunk  not  from  peril,  quailed  not  in  the  fray ; 
And,  wise  In  council,  dauntless  in  the  strife^ 
Kept  the  dear  pledge  of  honor,  fortune,  life. 
And  onward  still,  where  forests,  hills,  and  streams 
Are  haunted  all  by  patriot  memory's  dreams ; 
Where  Moosehead  brightens  to  tlie  glorious  sun ; 
Where  mighty  riTers/forest-laden,  run; 
Where  Oreads  with  Naiads  deftly  play 
In  the  bright  dance  at  Meny-Meeting  Bay; 
Then  to  the  Onlf^  coast-wise,  or  OTOMand, 
Behold  memorials  all  around  you  stand, 
Of  men  and  days  never  to  be  foigot, 
And  thank  the  GkranKsas  that  appoints  man's  lot 
For  such  a  land,  for  such  an  ancestry — 
Bicher  than  Ind— than  royalty  more  high. 

*  No  North,  no  South,  no  East,  no  West  we  know 
Wlien  o'er  the  annals  of  the  War  we  glow. 
Of  Bunker's  hallowed  height,  where  morning's  rays 
Gild  the  memorial  of  Warain's  praise. 
Where  parting  day  stars  lingering  to  bshold 
The  spot  of  which  sncn  glonous  tales  are  told, 
We  love  to  think;  of  Bennington's  bright  stream 
We  trace  the  wanderings  in  historic  draun; 
And  oft  we  muse  of  that  portentous  nia^t 
Whose  morning  saw  the  first  fk^temaTfl^t, 
When  Lexington  and  Concord  o'er  their  dead 
The  first  stem  tears  for  brave  men  murdered  shed; 
But,  where  the  Old  Dominion  stretches  wide. 
On  man?  a  height,  by  many  a  riTer-aide; 
Where  Carolina's  fertile  rioe-^lds  lie ; 
Where  the  sweet  cane  waves  moeful  to  the  eye ; 
There  too  the  well-fought  fields  demand  our  praise^ 
And  show  memorials  of  the  toaiM  days 
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Wlien  all  the  land  waa  vexed  with  war'a  alanna, 
'And  patriot  Tirtae  nified  to  deeda  of  arms. 
Wathx's  bare-fbot  legion,  Mabiok'8  fkmiahed  band. 
Gathered  their  laureia  in  that  aoathward  land ; 
HonLTBOiy  and  Likoolh,  BuTLinoB,  Suii ptbb,  Qatws, 
There  did  good  aernoe  to  the  '  riaing  Statea : ' 
There  gallant  Mnoin  dweit^  and  Moboah'b  ame 
Waa  there  adiieved :  Ouikb  brightened  there  his  name; 
Thence  aprang  the  Cbikf,  whoae  name  br  all  the  rest 
Waa  honored,  hallowed,  and  beloTed,  and  bleat' 

We  like  the  unsectioiud  nationaliiy  of  these  lines.  -  -  •  All  we  can  say 
IS,  that  the  lady-preceptor  of  the  Female-Academy  who  declined  to  receiye 
'Jfy  New  Bonnet '  as  a  *  composition '  at  the  hands  of  her  pupil,  made  a 
yery  great  mistake.  We  have  read  nothing  more  simple  and  natural  in 
many  a  long  day.  Won't  the  lady-critie  'feel  rather  flat '  to  see  it  in  the 
EjncKEBBocKXB ?    'Spect  so: 

'  Ohcb  I  was  a  little  girl  and  Hred  away  np  in  Vermont^  where  the  son  doea  not  make 
ita  appearance  till  nearly  noon,  and  seta  at  three  o'clock  p.m.,  precisely.  And  the  folka 
get  Te>y  tall  there,  atretohing  np  to  tiy  and  see  the  ann  rise.  There  I  lived  from  infimcj, 
with  my  good  old  grand-mother.  I  had  hitherto  never  worn  any  thing  better  than  a 
clean,  highly-starched  sun-bonnet  on  Sundays  and  hoUdaja:  but  a  new  era  waa  coming. 
Among  our  relations  waa  my  aunt  Mihxtablb,  who  had  married  quite  aboue  her  ata- 
tion.  Her  huaband  was  a  flouriahing  ahoe-maker,  well  to  do  in  the  world.  He  never 
mended  ahoea,  or  seldom,  at  leaat,  and  it  was  hia  boast  that  he  had  in  hia  life-time  made 
sereral  paira  out  of  fine  morocco  leather;  one  Ibr  the  blacksmith,  Tont  Tube's  wife. 
But  it  must  be  confessed  that  in  the  enumeration  he  could  never  account  but  for  three 
pairs.  Well,  my  aunt's  husband's  aiater  waa  a  milliner,  and  used  to  let  my  aunt  have 
things  at  cost  Uncle  Job  waa  very  indulgent;  ao  ahe  got  many  a  dashing  piece  of 
finery,  that  almost  killed  the  tinker's  wife^  and  a  respectable  maiden  lady  by  the  name 
of  Origob,  with  envy. 

'But  I  cannot  stop  now  to  tell  you  any  particulars.  Aunt  Hrrrr  was  a  kind  soul, 
and  used  to  give  us  many  of  her  smart  things  when  she  had  got  through  with 
them.  One  day  she  gave  grand-ma  a  dark  bottle-green  silk  bonnet  that  she  had  worn 
only  three  winters  and  two  summers,  and  told  her  to  make  it  over  for  me,  if  it  would 
not  make  me  too  proud.  My  dear  old  grand-mother  took  it  to  pieces,  waahed  it,  and 
dried  it,  and  then  dressed  it  over  in  cold  coffee,  and  smoothed  it  out  with  a  hot  iron. 
Oh !  how  it  did  shine  I  She  got  Jbwma  Pib  pkivs  to  come  and  make  it  up ;  and  when 
it  waa  finiahed,  and  a  great  bow  of  pink  ribbon  put  on  the  top,  I  clapped  my  hands  and 
waa  almost  wild  with  delight  Grand-ma  pinned  one  of  her  best  towels  around  it^  and 
laid  it  away  in  the  blue  chest. 

'The  whole  day  I  could  think  of  nothing  but  the  new  bonnet;  and  many  times  did 
my  little  hands  raise  the  heavy  lid  and  take  out  the  pins  for  a  aly  look.  At  tea,  a  long- 
ing to  look  at  it  seised  me  right  in  the  middle  of  a  piece  of  bread-and-butter;  and  I 
threw  it  down  to  run  and  take  a  peep;  for  what  waa  bread  and  butter  to  me  now  I 
had  a  new  bonnet !    I  viewed  it  over  and  over,  and  at  last  reluctantly  re-placed  it 

'The  next  day  waa  Sunday.  I  had  dreamed  all  night  how  envious  the  other  girls 
would  look  out  from  their  bulT  '  log-cabins '  at  me.  When  I  waa  dressed,  and  grand-ma 
went  to  get  out  my  new  bonnet,  she  shrieked,  for  there  was  a  great  grease-spot  on  it 
Oh  I  the  agony  of  that  moment!  But  she  mutilated  the  beautiful  bow  upon  the  top, 
and,  stretching  out  one  end,  pinned  it  close  to  the  front  shir,  and  I  went  to  church.  All 
the  next  week  my  new  bonnet  underwent  a  course  of  magneaia,  which  finally  removed 
the  spot,  and  tbe  bow  was  replaced  in  its  former  glory.  But  I  had  auifered  enough  to 
teach  me  one  good  morai  precept:  'Be  carefiil  how  you  handle  a  new  bonnet' ' 

We  know  how  to  i^predate  the  '  agony '  that  grease-spot  occasioned. 
Our  first  kite  was  broken  once.    '  Sech  wo  I '    We  shall  never  see  the  like 
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again.'  -  -  -  IbnV  there  something  rnthia  *Opera-Muiic/cr  the  Plana  * 
that  sounds  like  ibe yery  thing  itself?  It doesto  ^ur  mr — and  it  is  a pietlj 
long  one: 

<Lml  tbepi«dftisitNmttobegiii, 
KoiT  obseire  Miu  IsTROD^enev  oome  io ; 
A;  godden  io  flMuMeSy  nd  pinehed  ftt  the  w«Lvt^ 
A&ikwk  like  astetue,  embelliBlied  wiA  p«le. 

All  the  keys  that  can  be  got  at, 

B7  the  fimrors  straight  are  shot  at ; 

Then  a  soft  and  geotle  tinkle, 

Gentle  as  the  ram-drop's  Sprmkle, 

One»  two,  three,  foar. 

Five,  six — run  ashore. 
Then  a  stop. 
Fingers  drop. 
Now  a  rush  from  top  to  oottom, 
Catch  the  notes  now,  while  we  dot  'em ; 
Hear  the  music,  for  we'  re  sot  'em. 
Backward,  forward,  up aHodown, 
like  a  mookej  or  a  ciown ; 
Now  the  dose — a  genUe  str&e, 
Who  did  ever  hear  the  like. 

Piece  commences: 
Now  begins  a  merrj  trill, 
Like  a  cricket  in  a  mill ; 
Now  a  short,  utieasr  motion, 
liike  a  bed-bng  at  aerotimx ; 
Or  a  ripple  on  the  ocean. 
See  the  angers  skip  about; 
Hear  the  notes  as  ther  come  ont; 
How  they  mingle  in  iae  tingle 
Of  the  ereriasung  jingie; 
Like  the  hail-stones  on  a  shingle; 
Or  the  ding-dong,  datfgle-din 
Of  a  sheep-bell  —  double,  siuj 
Now  thev  come  in  wilder  gm  ^ 
Up  and  down  the  player  ruriieSi 
Quick  as  squirrels,  or  the  thrusnes^ 
Barting  round  among  the  bushes ; 
Making  rattle,  like  the  tushes 
Of  the  swhie,  a-driakho^  slushes. 
Now  the  keys  begin  to  otatter. 
Like  a  chorus  on  a  platter; 
Or  a  housemaid  stimng  batter; 
Hear  the  music  that  they  scatter, 
Thopgh  't  is  flat  and  growing  flatter ; 
All  is  clatter,  naught^s  the  matter. 
Hark !  the  strains,  for  now  we'  re  at  her: 
O'er  the  music  comes  a  change, 
Now  we  take  another  range ; 
Brery  totne  is  wUd  and  strange. 
Now  there  comes  the  lofty  tumbling, 
Comes  the  mumbling,  ftimbling,  Jumbling, 
And  the  rumbling  and  the  grumbling 
Of  the  thunder,  trom  its  slumbering 
Just  awaking.    Now  it  *s  ♦-*'^~« 


To  the  quaking,  like  a  fover-ano^igite  shaking: 

Now  it  *&  makmg  such  a  rakinjg, 

Heads  are  aching,  something's  breaking. 

€kK>dneB8 1  gracious  I  aifi  't  u  wondrous  1 

Rolfinfi  round,  above,  and  under  us. 

Like  old  Vulcan's  strokes  so  thunderous. 

Now  the  rattle  of  the  battle 

Deepens  deeper,  and  the  cattle 

Bellow  louder,  and  the  powder 

Will  be  all  expended  soon. 

Such  a  chmging^  whanging,  banging, 
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81am  I — bng  I  ^  wlwiy  I 

HeATciui!  how  the  miBic  laoe. 

Ah!  tiie  harmony  BO  splendia 

Is  esso&d^  all  u  ondad. 

Though  I  'm  fiigbtad,  I  'm  cMjghtad 

With  tlkia  finer j,  and  fhia  foppezy, 

Of  the  modern  mnsie  opera.  m.  a.  s. 

WAKTBDio»eAtyim  tha  opM  part  «r  the  eit^,  wwt  of  Broadway,  a  thfee^tonr 
honae^with  haaemant^fiiniiahedyfrom  the  flnt  of  Ma/  vntil  the  tot  «f  Kovem- 
ber :  the  adrertiaer  having  hasiness  which  renders  it  neoeasaiy  that  he  ahonid  reside 
in  town  during  the  emnaaer.    Address  <  V.  P.  Q.,'  TImef  office.  e.o.d.Ls.t£ 

'Don't  j<m  do  it  I '  We  know  something  aboat  this,  and  wa  are  going  to 
impart  it  Wo  ought  to  ha?e  done  it  befoce.  Seated  in  our  aaactiun,  one 
pleasant  morning^  scribbling  awaj  *for  dear  life^*  (that  is,  kit  oar  own  and 
oar  dear  ones,)  there  *  enters  ns  a  man,*  shown  up  hj  the  faithful  prl  ILubt, 

'to  see  Mr.  0 :    'Qoodmoming,  Sir;  be  seated.'    'Thank yoa'    (A 

slight  pause.)  'Pleasant  morning,  Sir.'  'Yes;  the  sky  is  dear,  and  the 
air  is  Terj  salubrious.  Tes.'  (Another  brief  pause,  in  which  we  took 
occasion  to  remark  that  our  visitor  was  Tery  erect  in  person — 'in  point  of 
fiict '  he  was  so  straight  that  he  leaned  orer  the  other  way — and  that  his  c^es, 
which  were  of  a  watery,  bulboua-Uue,  and  without  lashes^  were  wandering 
around  the  sanctum,  and  couldn't  bo  held  for  a  moment  by  its  eccupant'a 
'A  friend,  Sir,  has  informed  me,  that  you  are  contemplating  spending  the 
summer  in  the  country,  with  your  fhznily,  and  thi^  you  had  expressed  to 
hun  your  willingness  to  rent  your  house,  fhmished,  until  NoTomber  or 
December.'  We  intimated  that  he  had  been  rightly  informed.  'Yes? 
WeD,  then.  Sir,  /should  like  to  take  your  house  fbr  that  term.  It  may 
seem  singular  that  I  should  desire  to  take  a  fhmished  house  for  the  mmmer 
months ;  but  my  reasons  are  imperatLy&  I  am  building  a  house  of  my 
own  m  your  part  of  the  dty,  which  I  hope  to  have  completed  by  the  middle 
of  September — at  all  events,  by  the  last  of  October.  One  cannot  always 
rely,  you  know,  (with  a  smile  of  inei&ble  satire,)  upon  one's  carpenter  or 
one's  nuuKm.'    We  assented,  by  a  nod.    'You  do  not  hnow  me.    (We 

didfCtl)  My  name  is  S .   My  &ther  was  a  Senator  of  the  United  States, 

from .    He  died  while  in  0<mgress.'    We  remarked  that  we  knew  his 

ikther,  by  reputation,  aa  a  man  of  eminent  l^gal  ability,  and  a  thorough  gen- 
tleman of  the  'Old  School ' — and  such  kideed  he  wa&  Our  visitor  then 
informed  us  that  it  was  his  good  fortune,  when  his  &ther  was  in  the  Senate, 
to  be  present  in  that  august  body,  when  Dmsosl  WzBffoa^  of  whom  he  ex- 
pressed the  highest  opinion  —  a  circumstance  which  of  itself  exalted  our 
future  tenant  greatly  in  our  estimation — delivered  his  great  speech  in  reply 
to  Hatstb,  of  South-Garolina.  Indeed,  he  gave  us  some  imitations  of  Wib- 
steb's  manner,  on  that  occasion :  but  we  have  einee  thought^  thai  no  imita- 
tion could  do  justice  to  that  great  statesman'a  style  of  oratoiy !  A  desultory 
conversation  ensued,  touching  upon  current  topics  of  the  time;  and  at 
length  we  came  to  business ;  the  result  of  which  was,  that  he  was  to  have 
the  house,  furnished,  fi^nn  the  first  of  Ifay  to  the  first  of  November,  for 
fifty-five  dollars  a  month.  The  next  day  we  drew  up  the  lease,  from  the 
'  short  form '  between  landlord  and  tenant — not  thinking  any  r^erenee  ne- 
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cessary  from  a  man  whose  &ther  had  died  a  Smatar  qf  the  United  Statet — 
an  office  far  nobler  than  any  'Roman  Senator'  ever  occupied — and  who  had 
himself  heard  the  great  dehate  between  Haths  and  Wbbstir.  The  n€aet 
morning  he  called,  the  papers  were  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered ;  and  when 
the  first  of  Bfay  came,  onr  tenant  *  enteied  upon  posseesion.'  Would  we 
could  stop  here.  But  we  are  compelled  to  go  on.  We  removed  into  the 
country,  to  spend  the  summer  months,  leaving  behind  us  all  our  household 
gods,  save  the  few  articles  of  fhmiture,  books,  etc,  which  we  required  in  a 
temporary  sojourn  out  of  town.  At  the  end  of  the  second  month,  we 
thought  it  not  amiss  to  send  an  order  for  the  two  monthly  payments  — one 
hundred  and  ten  dollars.  Our  tenant  immediately  called  upon  our  publisher 
and  ezhihited  the  'first  of  exchange '  of  a  draft  from  California,  firom  a 
fiibulous  friend  in  that  remote  r^on,  for  five  hundred  dollarB :  when  the 
*9econd  of  exchange'  arrived,  our  money  should  he  forthcoming.  TU 
looked  business-like :  it  was  commercial :  it  was  finance,  between  the  Pacific 
and  the  Atlantic ;  and  we  rested  content  Looking  back  upon  it  even  now, 
we  think  there  was  something  of  pride  in  being  the  principal  in  so  extended 
a  transaction.  '  Sech  is  commerce  I '  However,  the  *  9ee(md  of  exchange ' 
never  came.  In  fact,  this  *was  the  last  of  it'  Meantime,  as  we  were 
rundnating  town-ward,  it  bemg  autumn,  we  called  on  several  occasions  at 
'  our  house,'  to  see  the  occupant ;  but  he  *  could  not  be  seen ; '  he  had  'just 
gone  out;'  he  was  '<20ton  town;'  he  was  *outof  town;'  he  was  'ill;'and 
the  like.  And  once,  when  a  little  weazen-faced  old  man  opened  the  door 
about  three  inches  —  our  door,  where  the  '  gudewife '  and  the  '  wee  folk ' 
had  so  often  met  us,  when  we  came  up  from  down-town — we  aatfl  him 
sneaking  up  the  stairs,  the  tail  of  his  fiided  morning-gown  disappearing 
around  a  turn  of  the  bwmister ;  and  yet  he  was  *  not  in.'  But  finally  we 
did  meet  him.  He  was  erect  as  a  statue.  He  had  been  ^very  adL' 
Rheumatism  was  his  complaint  He  could  n't  mote  at  one  time,  so  intense 
was  the  pain.  He  was  obliged  to  keep  his  room.  '  Yes,  but  my  dear  Sir, 
how  about  that  rent  ?  —  the  California  drafts  ?  We  trusted  to  your  honor ; 
relied  upon  you,  from  the  reputetion  of  your  fiunily;  and  are  ttill  unwilling 
to  believe  that  you  are  the  degenerate  son  of  a  worthy  sate.*  '  Circumstances, 
Sir,  beyond  my  control,  have  caused  the  discrepancy  to  which  you  aUude,* 
The  very  words,  as  we  are  a  Christian  man !  '  Allude  ! '  This  opened  the 
eyes  of  confirmed  SuspiaoN  I  '  In  one  week,  Sir,  from  this  time,  you  shall 
have  all  that  I  owe  you.  You  do  not  hnow  me.  Sir,  or  you  would  not  doubt 
me.  I  am  not  wliat  I  seem,^  And  he  1001  rCt,  For,  '  look  you  what  befel ' : 
A  week  after,  he  called  at  the  office,  gave  us  a  ten-days'  draft  upon  a  bank 
in  a  neighboring  dty,  for  his  indebtedness  to  us,  which  was  sent  on  for  col- 
lection, and  returned  with  an  indorsement  of  'mZ,'  which  explains  what  he 
said  in  reply  to  a  question  which  we  asked  him  when  he  gave  it  to  us: 
'This  wiU  be  paidr— this  will  be  theiastof  it? '  '  Certainly,  Sir,  this  win 
be  the  last  of  it,  so  fiff  as  you  are  concerned.'  Hal  hal  — we  are  almost 
inclined  to  laugh  the  laugh  that  one  man  gives  to  another,  when,  on  a  rainy 
day  in  Broadway,  his  friend  suddenly  daims  the  umbrella  which  he  had 
pre^ously  loaned  him :  '  Ged-blez-me-zoul  I  —  is  that  yours  t  I  'd  foi^gotten 
itentirelyl    Ho!  ho!  hoi  — hal  ha?— a-h{    He 'stands  and  delivers 'Uie 
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borrowed  article,  and  passes  on  in  the  drizde,  with  a  'smile  on  the  other 
side  of  his  mouth.'  Well,  suffice  it  to  say  that  we  returned  to  town.  Our 
house  was  vacant  It  was  more  —  it  was  locked  up.  The  hey  was  gone, 
moreoTer,  and  had  been  left — nowhere.  Our  good  landlord  for  six  yean, 
our  netzt-door  neighbor,  knew  nothing  of  it  So  we  entered  hU  house,  and 
crawled  out  of  a  second-story  window,  and  passing  along  the  roof  of  our 
back-piazza,  broke  into  our  own  domicile.  'Good  Eyinks! '  what  a  sight! 
There  was  not  a  speck  of  dirt  so  big  as  the  head  of  a  pin  when  we  left  the 

house ;  and  now  I but '  what  *s  the  use  of  talking  ?  *    What  we  had 

lost  in  the  rent  was  nothing  compared  with  what  we  were  so<m  to  know.  In 
the  course  of  one  week  we  discorered  the  following  '  escapes ' :  an  oil-paint- 
ing of  Jknnt  Dvans  ;  another  by  Page,  '  The  Serenade ;  *  a  third,  painted  in 
Scotland,  'Dryburgh  Abbey;*  twelve  Tolumes  of  'Loge^s  Portraits,'  pro- 
fusely illustrated  with  most  exquisite  engravings;  eight  yards  of  black 
satin;  two  gold  rings,  mementos  of  departed  friends;  a  splendid  copy  of 
Habpeb's  Pictorial  Family  Bible;  a  fine  copy  of  the  large  illustrated  Bible 
issued  by  the  publisher  of  this  ICagazine;  with  other  articles,  equally 
cherished ;  one  especially,  which  we  '  lamented  with  many  tears.'  It  was 
a  most  elegant  cane,  made  from  the  authentic  wood  of  '  Old  Ironsideiy^ 
mounted  superbly  in  chased  gold,  a  present  fit>m  our  esteemed  friend.  Alder- 
man Mabdb,  former  captain  of  the  steamer  'Ebie,'  on  the  Hudson — an 
Amxbican,  heart  and  soul  (there  *s  a  good  many  of  that  kind  '  around  *  about 
these  days  I)  —  and  as  true  a  man  as  ever  breathed.  Yes,  that  was  gone 
too ;  and  all  that  we  had  to  fall  back  upon  was  the  remembrance  of  the 
pleasant  surprise  which  accompanied  its  presentation.  Our  family-record 
was  in  the  large  Bible,  which  'made  it  bad,'  because  now  we  don't  know 
how  many  children  we  have,  nor  how  old  they  are  I  Nor  was  this  all  We 
hadn't  been  long  returned  befcnre  our  tenant's  bills  poured  in  upon  the 
house,  from  all  the  neighborhood  round  about  He  had  paid  no  body  a  cent, 
One  lucky  grocer  should  be  excepted,  who  crowded  past  the  custodian  at  the 
door,  with  a  basket,  and  picked  all  the  abundant  grapes  from  vines  in  the 
rear,  amounting  to  a  couple  of  bushels.  Well,  never  mind.  The  '  Senatgr.'s 
son'  has  vanished;  and  all  we  can  do  is,  to  warn  people  not  to  be  as  green  as . 
we  were.  Trust  no  man,  however  smooth  his  demeanor,  on  the  strength  .of 
the  respectability  of  his  connections.  -  -  -  *  Colonel  Pirss,  of  Pipes- 
ville,'  holds  the  pen  of  a  ready  writer.  He  is  sketching,  in  the  columns  of 
a  lively  and  well-edited  daily  journal,  the  ^  Calif omia  Ohroniele*  oi  San 
Francisco,  some  of  ^The  Old  Familiar  Faces  ^  he  was  wont  to  encounter 
about  Qotham.  We  subjoin  a  brief  extract  He  has  encountered  in  the 
streets  an  old  friend,  whom  he  had  not  met  for  fourteen  years : 

'  Tom  had  been  to  sea ;  first  a-whaling,  then  in  the  merchant  serrioe,  after  that  tried 
the  navy — gave  it  all  up  in  disgust,  and  tamed  his  attention  to  the  ministry  I  Tikis 
last  staggered  me,  and  I  could  not  restrain  a  smile.  I  had  not  noticed  unti!  then  hia 
itMie  neeh-chihl  Time  works  wonders  1  Still  it  was  the  tame  Tom;  and  even  with 
this  announcement  the  recollection  of  the  many  pleasant  nights  we  had  had  together  in 
the  '  old  Park  Pit '  came  vividly  to  me.  The  '  old  iiuniliar  faces '  of  the  players— Jobk 
FismtB,  Mrs.  Vbrnon,  Abbott,  Gahh,  Simpson,  Blaju,  and  HAUBUir  were  again  pre- 
sent Then  the  oosy  little  suppers  at  *Ned  WlndutCt,  (the  *  Sbakspeare/)  and  the  nioc 
43 
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wiod-up  of  a  *  ynrm  toddj/  that'tickled  our  palates  so — all  I  seemed  again  to  enjoy  in 
this  most  grateful  meeting.  Bu^  th^j  have  passed  away,  the  '  old  familiar  &ces ! '  and 
the  older  I  get,  the  more  indifferent  do  I  beooine  to  new  scenes,  associations,  and  friend- 
ships. Oiye  me  an  '  old  friend  f '  Why,  my  worfliy  nader,  thoog^  I  Uiow  not  wlie- 
tiler  in  this  yon  will  aympathiie  with  me,  I  luiTefelt  %  thrill  of  plearare  in  looking  at 
an  old  'sign ! '  when  last  summer,  in  Gotham,  I  passed  through  a  street  which  seTcn- 
tem  years  ago  I  had  trayersed  daily,  winter  and  summer.  For  the  moment  I  inrested 
it  with  animate  life,  and  it  seemed  to  look  with  perfect  contempt  and  indifference  at  the 
gaudy  and  ostentatious  lettering  of  its  gild^  neighbors.  Age  had  rendered  its  coat 
somewhat  threadbare,  the  eyes  were  dim,  the  sununer  sun  had  played  upon  ii^  and  in 
its  day  daseled  the  eye  of  the  passer-by  with  its  bright  colors;  and  often  the  snows  of 
winter  had  rested  on  its  frame.  Still  it  appeared  to  me  nncfaanged.  It  was  a  remiDis- 
oenoe  of  the  past  We— the  'sign'  and  I — seemed  mutually  to  nod  and  mutter  to 
each  other,  *  You  *re  getting  along  in  years,  old  iellow ! '  and  then  we  parted — as  I  do 
now  with  Tom.  But  I  shall  long  cherish  the  meeting  with  one  of  the  '  old  familiar 
Ihces." 


Our  friend  and  correspondent,  Hew  Aikslib,  thus  replies  to  the  poeticml 
epistle  of  his  brother -songster,  the  *  Peasant  Bard': 


'  Co  tj^t  Susint  Sax^  : 


*  Dbar  Bbithbk  Babd  : 


'  Ay,  that  would  be  '  a  random  Epiore,' 
But  on  the  lee  side  o'  tfarBe-soore 

A  limping  too,  an'  frail. 
The  wish  is  but  a  'bonny  fiction.' 
What  then?    We're  taidd  poetic  dieficm 

Is  aft  as  gude  's  the  reaL 
But  it 's  nae  poetry  to  say 

'Twould  make  me  say  an*  glad 
To  hae  wi'  thee  a  ni^t  or  twae,         \ 

My  gallant  Yankee  blade, 
For  cheering  an'  clearing 

To  dull  un'  cloudy  brun 
Aregreetings  an'  meetings 

Wi'  spirits  like  our  ain. 

*  I'ye  had  before  an  antran  rooae. 
To  wauken  up  my  winkin'  muse 

An'  gar  me  rhyme  a  rant ; 
But  ne  er  frae  ane,  wha  neyer  strade 
Brown  heather  in  a  hlehin'  pUdd, 

Had  I  saa  braye  a  chant. 
And  had  I '  routh  o'  rhymea '  an'  kir, 

To  pay  your  bardriiip  back, 
Ye'd  get  the  daintiest  a  my  ware^ 

The  pick  o*  a'  my  pack. 
But  dumpish  an'  lumpish 

I  quat  this  'rhyming  blether,' 
Wi'  wishing  ilk  blessiDg 

May  fa'  my  rhyming  Brither. 

'Haw-Amux.' 

ijVheh  is  *Hbw's  book  coming?  .  -  -  Tab  following/ writes  a  Pittsburgh 
correspondent, « may  be  relied  upon :  A  lady  of  this  city  mourns  a  husband, 
lost  on  the  ill-fated  *  Arctic.'  Some  time  before  the  news  arrived  of  the 
disaster,  and  about  the  time  sbe  expected  bis  return,  (indeed  she  had 
received  notice  that  he  would  probably  arrive  on  the  very  day  the  circum- 
stance occurred  which  I  am  about  to  relate,)  while  she  was  sittmg  in  her 


'  Through  knacky  Kkick,  no  'Nickib  Ben,' 
But  Knick,  a  man  'manff  manly  men, 

X  ffat  your  braw  epistfo  ; 
An' though  then  streekit  on  my  back 
Wi'  pains,  the  gift  o'  rail-road  track, 

It  gart  my  spirit  bristle. 
Wae  worth  your  iron  roads !  I  say, 

Oi'e  me  the  roads  '  creatit ; ' 
Then,  if  we're  coupit  in  the  clay, 

We're  only  wat  or  clatit ; 
An*  then^  Sir— I  ken.  Sir, 
•  Te'ye  seen't  as  weel  as  I  — 
A  rubbing,  or  scrubbing, 

Soon  makes  us  clean  an'  dry. 

'  O  man  I  ware  we  noo,  hand  in  hand, 
Bampagioff  it  owre  anld  Scotland  — 

To  whilk  ye  own  a '  tether ' — 
I'd  lead  ye,  far  frae  iron  ways. 
To  where  I  spent  my  gouden  days 

Amang  the  bloomingheather* 
Then  by  the  banks  o'  'Bonny  Doon,' 

Oreke  by 'Hermit  Ayr,' 
We'd  rove,  when  laverocks  were  in  tune, 

'Mang  blossoms  rich  and  rare. 
Syne  fired,  inspired. 

We'd  no  be  dummies  hmg; 
Butproudly  an'  loudly 

We'd  raise  a  ranting  sang. 
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room,  alone,  a  friend  called,  and  frand  her  in  a  state  <^  extreme  agitation. 
Upon  inquiring  the  eanae,  ahe  stated  that,  just  a  moment  before,  whUe  she 
was  sitting,  thinking  of  her  husband,  perfectly  consdoua  of  all  around  licr, 
the  door  opened,  and  he  appeared  before  her,  with  coat  and  hat  ofi^  bending 
over  slightlj  toward  the  floor,  as  he  walked  toward  her,  while  the  water 
streamed  down  his  shoulders  and  arms,  dripping  off  his  finger-ends  upon 
the  floor.  Just  as  she  was  about  to  question  him,  he  left  the  room,  and  a 
moment  after  the  person  alluded  to  above  came  in.  The  visitor  rallied  her 
upon  her  fears,  and  succeeded  in  partiallj  quieting  her  mind.  The  incident 
was  reUted  to  the  writer  a  day  or  two  afterward,  but  had  been  partiallj 
forgotten,  until  the  dreadful  tidings  brought  it  fearfuUy  yirid  to  mj  mind. 
Alas  I  for  that  poor  widow!'  ...  Ir  there  is  any  thing  thi^  we  <fe 
like,  it  is  good  stationery;  and  if  those  who  are  of  our  way  of  thfaiking 
will  step  into  the  eztensiye  establishment  of  Messrs.  Axbs,  Herbick,  and 
Barnes,  Seventy -Eight  John-street,  they  can  'realize  their  expectations.' 
This  popular  firm  have  just  received  the  agency,  and  have  the  entire  control 
of  that  very  beautiful  series  of  writing  p^)ers  known  as  the  ^EmA  MUk.' 
This  series  embraces  more  than  fifty  different  styles,  comprising  Notes, 
Letter,  Commercial  Post,  Packet  Post,  Foolscap,  and  Folio  Post,  and  also  the 
various  styles  of  the  ^€hngre»  Papers*  In  point  of  finish  and  color,  it  is 
unsurpassed  by  any  other  paper  in  this  country.  It  is  put  up  in  fine 
enamel  wrappers,  and  is  sold  at  wholesale  only.  The  same  firm  have  a 
superb  stock  of  imported  stationery,  firom  the  very  best  manu&ctories  in 
£urop&  It  makes  one's  eyes  *  grow  big '  merely  to  look  at  it  Even  if  you 
do  not  buy,  it  is  '  a  sight  to  see.'  -  -  -  We  publish  the  following  letter  as 
an  act  of  strict  justice,  which  no  one,  aggrieved  at  any  thing  found  in  our 
pages,  ever  asked  at  our  hands  in  vain.  On  the  sixteenth  page  of  our  last 
July  number  will  be  found  the  subjoined  specimen-stanza  of  an  alleged 
poem,  quoted  in  an  artiele  entitied  ^Shaksperean  Ssading»: ' 

'  WHBir AIR  I  take  mr  Ultie  Baric 

And  uX  itt  on  lifea  Stonny  oahan 
Its  sals  are  torn  Bnj  evrT  gal, 

Beyond  all  aort  of  noahuD. 
But  when  1  leave  thee  chilling  water. 

And  two  the  eenial  Port  1  oome 
I  rest  flea  cnrea  in  the  safe  Bazam 

Of  my  delitefol  Home ! ' 

It  is  to  this  which  our  Oalifomia  correspondent  alludes,  in  the  letter  below: 
and  we  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that  any  alteration  in  spelling,  in  order 
to  make  a  poet  appear  '  riddiculous,*  is  manifestiy  wrong.  It  is  always  pro- 
per to  permit  a  writer  to  *  speak  for  himself,*  as  we  do  in  the  subjoined, 
without  the  alteration  of  a  single  word,  or  the  slightest  change  of  ortho- 
graphy or  punctuation.  This  is,  '  in  point  of  fact^*  the  only  way  that  a  con- 
scientious editor  should  'purshue  :'* 

,     ^  'San  Franeiteo  Oai^omia  Smt&mher  (ha  lOeA  18M. 

*  Mr.  Clark  : 

'DBAS  Sib:    Wile  on  a  visit  to  this  place  firom  Orass  Valley  Nerada  Gonnty  11/ 

friend  Mr.  LacoimT  Axn  Stbong  loaned  me  a  Coppy  of  yonr  paper  dated  July  Kew- 

York  which  I  find  a  peaoe  without  blaming  jou  for  it  at  all  is  called  Shakspenm  fead- 
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iqgt  and  is  Ml  moftcaU  it*  Lying  peace  pemuning  Ouit  I  am  the  Pavm  i 
to  aa  hsLj'mg  giren  aoma  Poetry  to  a  College  Stadent  from  Cambridge  Many  jmn  ag» 
which  I  Recongniae  it  although  speld  in  such  a  manor  aa  to  make  Me  apear  riddicnkma 
I  ahaU  give  you  the  fccta  dear  Sir  with  regard  to  this  Person  which  will  aattiafy  yoor 
honorable  miod  that  He  is  of  very  little  accouDt,  While  tending  for  Meaara.  Rollob  k 
PlUBODT  atore  in  Metfaven  Mass  a  fiew*  years  ago  it  waa  in  the  winter  three  rowdy 
•todenta  from  Cambridge  oome  orer  and  atopt  at  Kr.  HoLn  botd  and  advertiae  for  a 
leoture  to  be  giyen  that  erening  in  the  Baaement  of  the  Coogragational  Church  1  waa 
in  the  habit  of  writing  some  lines  in  those  days  for  the  Boston  Mercantile  Journal  and 
remember  to  hare  showed  some  peaces  of  mine  to  one  of  these  persona  who  gci  qvUe 
drunh  in  the  afternoon  and  as  to  the  lecture  No  one  attended  to  it  the  doorkeeper  hir- 
ing a  bill  of  nine  ahitlinga  $1.50,  whu^  never  teas  paid  nor  yet  the  lighting  of  the  Yestry 
and  making  firaa^  Dear  Sir  these  atodenta  got  a  room  at  Holts  and  had  sapper  and 
BuOk  puneh  and  song  nuih  naety  eonge  and  made  so  much  noae  that  me  and  aome  other 
jonng  men  I  was  oi^y  17  yra  went  and  requested  them  to  desaiat  and  so  did  Holt,  and 
when  they  went  away  they  confessed  to  Holt  they  had  but  one  dollar  75  cents  to  pay 
there  Bill  which  was  some  fire  dollars  odd,  and  want  him  to  take  their  Note  for  Ba- 
lance wich  he  declmed  and  kept  one  of  their  orer  coats  wich  was  sent  for  by  the  stage 
nerely  three  weaka  afterwards  with  am't  of  Bill  as  Rendered  hut  37|  cefUt  skoriy  When 
they  came  ont  of  the  tarem  quite  drunk  they  gire'  some  of  ns  aome  cheek  and  I  do 
Asure  you  ware  handled  pretty  rough  I  knockd  the  big  one  him  I  dessay  that  wtoto 
that  peace  down  myself  and  sereral  timea  kickd  him  on  that  part  wich  it  woold  be 
polite  to  term  hia  Finia  wile  the  others  was  tripd  up  and  Muzled  in  the  Snow  till  th^ 
were  glad  to  hollow  for  Help  and  drore  off  the  little  one  crying  Uke  a  Bab^  and  nerer 
oare  much  about  Coming  back  to  Methnen  again  I  Beliere  Thia  is  the  tnu  Facta  in 
this  caae  And  I  felt  it  a  Duty  to  write  this  to  you  for  I  hate  to  see.  a  Honest  man  as  I 
persume  yon  are  No  Doubt  deceared  by  a  misable  Sndb  ih>m  Col^ge  who  no  Doobl 
at  thia  distancs  of.tinis  is  probably  aome  Petifoging  Lawyer  and  writes  these  Bassis- 
cenes  of  Lies  /m*  mon^  in  the  papers  ridiculing  better  men  who  do  not  pretend  io  be 
Poets  because  they  Cant  get  any  Poor  Man  to  impose  upon  by  the  Law.  Dear  Sir  I 
am  now  I  thank  god  Abore  all  this  Persons  attacks  baring  a  large  Store  at  Ckass  ral- 
ky  with  three  clerks  wom  I  Pay  each  $250  pr  mo,  and  can  refer  to  any  body  hear  for 
instanse  Mr  LioomiT  ft  Strong  for  my  standing  and  waa  run  last  September  waa  a 
year  for  County  Judge  and  would  hare  been  Elected  but  Being  a  atrong  Whig  aMMjr 
of  my  Peraanai  FHende  could  not  rote  for  Me  and  was  only  beaten  by  87  a  rery  small 
Minority  I  persome  yon  will  correct  the  Mistatement  of  your  Cotemporaiy  in  your 
raluable  paper  which  I  nerer  see  before  but  think  It  is  an  ExceUent  Sheet  and  May  sub- 
scribe to  it  though  xnnch  Prefer  Weekly  or  Daily  Papers,  Should  been  Happj  to  sent 
yon  the  Real  rersion  of  the  peace  ao  riddiculously  cut  np  by  that  Pereon  But  lapa  of 
Time  baa  caused  it  to  Be  Mislaid  and  hare  paid  No  Attention  to  the  mnae  lately. 
Hoping  to  Hear  shortly  in  reply  I  remain 

*  Yours  truly  Wiluam  T.  Pox. 

'  P.  S.    I  Hare  not  signed  last  name  with  real  Name  exactly,  but  will  send  yon  Real 
name  and  Card  of  Store  if  desired,  but  suppose  its  a  Matter  of  no  Importance  to  yon. 

'w.T.  r.' 

Mr.  Fox*s  spelliog  \b  unique!  -  -  -  *  Young  EjncK*  got  off  a  good 
thing  the  other  afternoon.  It  was  down  in  the  kitchen.  'lfAQ<us,*  the 
eook,  was  'basting*  the  ^ first  turkey  of  the  season/  as,  'suspended  by  a 
chain  of  richly- wrought  gold/  (G.  P.  R.  Jakes  J  it  slowly  reyolyed  before  the 
burning  white-heart  walnut  and  red-maple  coals  of  the  big  fire-place — th$ 
"jvay,  *  Jty  the  way/  and  the  only  true  way,  of  cooking  that  inconyenient  bhrd, 
which  *  is  a  little  too  much  for  (me^  and  not  enough  for  two'  '  Why  is  Chat 
turkey/  asked  the  juyenile,  '  like  Qrand&ther  ? '  —  a  well-known  boieyoleDt 


*  Tbat  one  word,  thoa  written,  sent  Mvn aos  Bowabsb  to  the  State^prisen. 
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phflanthn^iBt  of  our  metropolifl,  who  is  always  aeeking  oecftrion  to  be  of 
flflrrioe  to  his  fellow-men.  In  complknce  with  the  direetionB  of  Gboboi 
CHBisTr,  we  *  agitated  our  intellecV  vad  'threw  onrse'f  *pon  de  subjee*; 
bat  we  were  '  faulty/  for  this  was  the  solution :  '  'Cause  that  turkey  is  all 
the  while  going  around, '  doing '  good  I '  We  went  up  stairs  with  a  paternal 
chuckle,  to  put  the  sally  down,  afraid  almost  to  ask  whether  it  had  really 
sprung  from  the  occasion ;  but  sdll  with  a  strong  belief  that  if  any  'pump* 
kins '  were  extant,  when  that  lad  arriyed  at  years  of  discretion,  he  would  be 
at  least '  9oim  '  of  'em.  -  -  -  Tbebb  is  something  remarkably  bold  and 
derer  in  the  ^  Fable  for  RechabiteB^^  from  a  correspondent  in  Georgia ;  but 
we  think  the  '  argument '  in  &Tor  of  toddy  is  put  somewhat  too  strong,  when 
it  assumes  that  our  liberties  were  won  by  it  in  the  BeTolution!  The 
*  Fable'  is  in  the  dramatic  form,  and  the  '  dramatu  p&rmmm*  are  an  '  Ol» 
RcTOLimoinat,'  with  a  glass  of  '  half-and-hal^'  or  *  black-strap,'  in  his  hand, 
and  a  'Chorus  of  Testotallbbs,'  holding  glasses  of  'milk-and-water,  hot' 
*Qu>  RBTOLunoHSB,'  loquitur: 

*  GaoEOB  Washinqtoii  in  'Serentj-Six 

Wu  Geoeral  in  the  army, 
And  by  the  biyooao-fire  at  niflht, 

When  winds  blew  oold  aDcTBtonny, 
He,  Ln,  and  WATm,  and  Qeneral  For., 
And  others  of  like  metal, 
,     ,  Were  wont  to  brew  a  drop  or  two 

Of  pnnch  in  the  camp-kettle.' 

Then  ensues  the  'Chorus  of  Txbtotallbbs,'  chaunted  sarcastiGally,  and 
accompanied  by  '  pantomimic  demonstrations  of  unqualified  disgust.'  This 
chorus,  it  may  be  understood,  without  repeating  it,  follows  each  yerse  of  the 
'  Old  RByoLunoNiB's  song : 

'BoT  those  were  sad,  benighted  days, 

And  greatly  over-rated ; 
Ere  Hawkhts  lectared,  Govgh  got '  bine,' 
Or  NsAL  Dow  legislated.' 

The  '  Old  REyoLunoNSB,'  '  con  spvrito '  —  that  is,  with  a  swig  of  his  half 
and-half '  —  goes  on,  without  much  r^;ard  to  the  choral  remonstrants : 

GOV  SPniTO. 

'  Om  Christmas-eye,  in  'Beyenty-Stx, 

They  served  us  out  our  ration^ 
With  goodly  share  of  mm  to  each. 
And  marched  us  at  the  Hessiaiis : 
^The  icy  wind  blew  cold  and  keen. 
But  well  the  grog  resisted: 
We  ne*er  had  crosMd  the  Delaware, 
Had  not  the  grog  assisted. 


'At  Talley-Forge,  one  Utier  night, 

When  I  was  worn  with  feyer, 
Hy  comrades  roused  me  from  my  sleep, 

Lest  I  should  sleep  for  eyer; 
They  poured  a  bumper  down  my  throat. 
Drawn  from  a  barrel,  handy :  ^  _, 

I  ne*er  had  seen  tiie  sun  again, 
brandy. 


An*  't  were  not  for  the  bn 
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'  I XROV  that  I 'm  m 'fond  old  mail,' 

And  much  behind  the  er», 
Bred  in  the  wicked  days  when  men 

Drank  Sherry  and  liladeiim ; 
And  jet  I  know  not  that  the  men 

Who  lire  on  milk-and-water 
Are  Inatier  than  we  who  won 

Red  Monmouth's  field  of  alanghter. 


*M«v  here  'a  my  dand^  mndaoo,  who 

The  pledge  signed  in  nia  cradle, 
At  twentj-one  he 's  scarce  the  strengih 

Tb  flourish  a  punch-ladle : 
I  vsed  to  work  from  dawn  till  dark. 

The  coldest  days  in  winter, 
And  then  be  ready  for  a  danoe, 

By  light  of  pine-wood  splinter. 


'^OuR  dandy  preachers  now-a-days 

Oft  wipe  their  teariul  faces, 
When  on  Intemperance  they  spout, 

With  rhetoric's  studied  graces : 
But  in  my  youth,  I  mind  me  well, 

Our  grare  and  good  old  pastor 
Ne'er  thought  a  sober,  social  glase 

A  sin  against  his  M^astbe. 

STACCATO. 

*  An  I  well  I  no  doubt  you  're  right,  my  boys. 

And  we  were  woeful  sinners; 
But  haply  had  we  been  like  you, 

You  at  your  tcmperance-dmners 
Would  have  to  drink,  with  three  times  three. 

In  bowls  of  milk-and-water, 
Instead  of  *  General  Fsankun  Pibbci,' 

'  The  health  of  Ksmt's  fair  daughter.' ' 

It  18  true  that  General  Wasbikoton  wu  in  the  habit  of  occtsionallj  tak- 
ing a  glass  of  punch.  We  saw  last  week,  at  his  old '  Head-Quarters'  House,' 
at  Tappa&n-Town,  the  bowHn  which  he  often  made  it,  and  a  venerable  lady, 
whose  older  sistw  had  often  tasted  of  his  brewing  from  his  own  hands. 
That  he  always  carried  with  him  yarious  kinds  of  wines,  is  also  shown  by 
the  decanters  and  their  contents,  which  may  yet  be  seen  in  his  camp-chest 
at  the  Patent-Office,  Washington.  But  eren  in  ihm  days  all  men  were  not 
Washinotons,  for  he  never  knew  excess :  stlU,  intemperance  was  fiur  from 
bemg  a  common  vice ;  how  very  fiur  from  being  the  gigantic  eril  that  it  is 
now  I  It  is  an  eyil  mno,  however,  that,  great  as  it  is, '  IfUmnperaU  Temper- 
ance* will  rather  serve  to  enhance  than  to  eradicate.  -  -  -  Is  it  not  a 
positive  fact  that  there  a/re  some  people  who  have  no  idea  of  a  sublime 
thought,  or  noble  expression,  or  the  slightest  peroepti(m  of  humor?  Of 
the  latter  cUss  was  the  man  who  asked,  in  reply  to  a  remark,  that  'he 
wouldn't  take  a  joke,  if  it  were  shot  from  a  cannon,'  'How  eon  you 
■hoot  a  joke  out  of  a  cannon  ?  /should  say  that  that  was  wholly  impos- 
sible I '  And  a  remarkable  example  of  the  former  was  the  kindred  personage 
who  was  heard  recently  to  say,  in  relation  to  the  sublime  exclamation  of  a 
departed  American  statesman :  'That  was  a  good  thing  old  Webster  got 
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oil^  Just  before  he  died,  was  nH  it  ?  *  *  What  was  that  f '  asked  a  by-stander. 
'Why,  just  before  he  giye  up,  he  kinder  woke,  as  if  he  had  been  asleep,  and 
says  he,  '/  aint  dead  yet!  *  It  was  first-rate,  and  made  a  good  deal  of 
taUc  I '  Was  n't  there  a  genius  ?  -  -  -  Wb  clip  the  following  from  the 
^H<me  Journal^*  well  pleased  to  have  an  opportunity  of  extending  Mr.  Dis- 
BBOw's  reputation.  He  is  the  most  accomplished  riding-master  in  this  country, 
and  his  new  establishment  is  unsurpassed.  He  is  a  ' good  physician*  too ; 
for  the  *  exercises '  which  are  '  practised '  at  his  school  brought  health  in  six 
weeks  to  one  of  our  own  fiunfly  circle  which  had  bid  fkir  to  become  seriously 
impaired :  *  On  Thursday  eyening,  the  second  of  November,  there  was  a 
pleasant  sight  at  Mr.  Disbbow's  new  riding  academy,  in  Fifth  avenue,  comer 
of  Thirty-ninth  street  A  brilliantly-lighted  building  and  sounds  of  music 
greeted  us,  as  we  paid  our  respects  to  the  affable  proprietor,  so  long  known 
in  this  community  as  an  accomplished  riding-master.  A  few  friends  had 
been  invited  to  meet  for  an  evening's  enjoyment  in  horsemanship,  and  to 
participate  in  a  festival  inaugurating  the  season,  which  began  on  the  fourth, 
when  this  sumptuous  establishment  was  opened  to  the  public  The  scene 
was  very  gay  and  happy,  when  a  score  or  more  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  on 
fine  ponies,  were  contending  for  the  lead  in  the  magnificent  ring.  There 
was  some  beautiful  riding,  which  bore  witness  to  Mr.  Disbbow's  skill  in 
teaching  this  elegant  and  truly  valuable  accomplishmeni  We  hope  so  much 
and  so  commendable  an  enterprise  will  be  repaid,  in  patronage,  to  the  public- 
spirited  proprietor,  at  the  same  time  that  our  Fifth-avenue  and  other  fiiends 
are  cultivating  a  most  praiseworthy  and  noble  accomplishment,  mitigating 
by  it  the  disastrous  consequences  of  the  in-door  habit  which  constitutes,  to 
our  reproach,  a  most  ill-omened  peculiarity  in  the  life  of  American  women.' 
Qood  advice,  which  will  be  widely  followed.  -  -  -  *  Thbbb  dwelt  for  many 
years,'  writes  a  Pittsburgh  firiend,  *  in  this  sable  city,  a  person  known  to  every 
inhabitant,  who  had,  in  a  long  life-time  of  grinding  the  poor,  accumulated 
immense  wealth.  His  reputation  for  ciosc-fistedness  was  wide-spread,  and 
no  man  could  lay  his  hand  upon  his  heart  and  say  he  ever  knew  of  a  generous 
impulse  having  actuated  '  Old  Skinflikt.'  His  attenuated  but  bent  figure, 
clothed  in  rusty  black,  attracted  a  remark  at  all  times  from  those  who  ob- 
served him  as  he  pursued  the  *  even  tenor  of  his  way,'  looking  neither  to  the 
right  hand  nor  tio  the  left,  but  directly  at  the  ground,  over  which  he  seemed, 
to  meditate  as  he  swiftly  trod  the  paths  of  honeet  meanness.  Speculation 
was  constantly  at  work  imag^ing  the  contents  of  his  dingy  hat,  in  which  it 
was  known  he  carried  most  of  his  'documents,'  to  be  used  in  a  day's  busi- 
ness. Landlord's  warrants,  distresses  for  rent,  promissory  notes,  etc.,  each 
was  suggested,  and  all  were  probable  enough.  But  he  heeded  not  all  these. 
He  lived  for  himself  and  within  himself|  sympathizing  only  with  old  mo- 
ther Earth,  toward  which  he  always  seemed  to  yearn  most  affectionately. 
One  bright  day  last  spring.  Death,  the  inexorable,  demanded  his  carcase, 
and  it  was  found  that  he  had  died  worth  nearly  a  million.  But  the  cause 
of  his  death  I     *What  could  it  have  been?'  was  in  everybody's  mouth. 

'Ah!  Mr.  B !'  says  one;  'Old  H is  gone  at  last'     *NoI  you 

<«tonish  me!    What  was  the  matter?'    'Well,  it  is  hard  to  tell.    It  is 
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Vrftf  Katitrf  o(  Kcb  9««<otioiis. 

'Thb  Republican  Ck)DBT  of  Sixty  Yxabb  Ago.'  ~  PendiDgan  eUbonie  reriew  of  tluE 
superb  giA-book,  ivhich  we  have  prepared  for  our  January  nmnber,  we  present  the 
annexed  brief  notice  firom  a  oontemporarj.  Nothing  like  this  work  has  erer  befi>i« 
appeared  in  America.    It  must  oommand  an  immense  sale : 

<  Thb  most  splendid  volome  erer  lesned  from  the  press  of  this  ooontrr,  is  the  national  soBTCBfr 
for  the  present  sensoo,  *  Ths  JSapufrKcon  Ckmti^  or  Amerioan  SoMtf  in  the  I>ass  of  WaJimo- 
ton,'  bv  BuFus  W.  Qriswold.  It  presents  a  Tiew  of  the  higher  social  life  of  the  Untied  SMM» 
firom  tne  dose  of  the  Bevolutlon  to  the  end  of  WASBnroroir'S  admlnlstiatioii,  in  1797;  and  taits 
fonr  or  five  hundred  ampl«  qnarto  paoes,  we  have  In  snooespioD  the  leaden  of  aodetj — the  men 
and  women  of  fathlon,  the  belles,  and  dames,  and  dignified  pablieehamcters  of  that  period,  as  tbef 
appeared  at  the  levees,  In  the  dnwing-rooms,  and  in  domastle  drdea  The  diaraeter  of  tUa  mag>- 
nmoent  prodaction  is  In  a  degree  indicated  In  a  dedicatory  letter  to  Dr.  Fbamob.  in  which  Dr. 
Oaiswou)  observes:  *The  snlyeoto  treated  nndoabtedly  admitted  of  easy  and  strfthif  embeBlalH 
monts  of  fiacy,  bnt  It  seemed  to  me  that  tiie  Yolame  would  be  upon  the  whole,  ta  more  aeoepCable 
li;  in  its  prepanulon,  I  confined  myself  In  even  the  most  trivia]  details  of  narrative,  deUacatiaa,  and 
anggestlon,  to  what  was  dearly  warranted  by  nnouestidnable  anthorlttes.  And  of  sneh  antbetltiai^ 
Ibrtunately,  I  have  had  an  ample  collection.  Beside  those  which  are  printed  and  aeoesdbie  to  every 
Btodent  or  American  history,  I  have  had  In  my  poaseflston  more  than  two  tiumsand  nnpnbUdMd  pcv 
rate  lettersi  of  which  some  three  hundred  were  by  WASHUfOTOir,  and  great  nmnbets  by  Mxa.  Abasb, 
Mn.  Jat,  Mrs.  Cosnnfe^  Mrs.  Pntoxrar,  the  nmillea  of  Wolooit,  MoKkax,  LirxKoeroi,  Bov 
nwoT,  WiLuiro,  and  others  who  participated  In  the  life  I  have  attempted  to  describe.^  Tteillns- 
trations  of  the  work,  consisting  of  twenty-one  portraits^  engraved  by  the  ^Irst  arttsts  of  the  day, 
make  ns  acquainted  with  several  of  the  odebrated  beaafleS  of  the  Isat  century.  Among  thtaa  are 
Mrs.  Washimotom,  Mrs.  Hamilton,  Mrs.  AnAio,  Mrs.  Eatojc,  (dau^ter  of  Chaklsb  <^>»*^»*^ 
of  Oarrollton,  and  mother  of  the  late  Dnoasas  or  Lixns,  the  HAScniovfas  or  WKLi.BUiT,ete.,) 
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Mrs.  Bin onAx,  who,  from  her  great  wealth  and  Ugh  oonnectiona,  waa  at  the  bawl  of  onr  Imaiau- 
able  world.* 

'Afbaja  ;  OR,  LiFB  AND  LoTB  IN  KoBWAT,'  is  tbo  tiUc  of  a  work  translated  from  the 
German  of  TuEODORcHuaoaB,  by.EowABo  Jat  Morris,  of  Philadelphia.  A  new  page 
of  romance,  so  far  as  American  readers  are  concerned,  is  shown  in  this  remarkable 
book.  It  is  tho  oppressive  march  of  the  superior  race,  the  Norman,  treading  down  m 
its  remorseless  progress  the  unfortunate  Lapps.  Blond  maidena  and  dark-«yed,  jet^- 
haired  young  witches,  a  ehivalrons  Dane,  ruthless  Norman  traders,  the  grand  old  sor- 
cerer-king Afra  JA,  loTe,  quarrel,  oppress,  or  suffer  throughout  the  two  Tolomee.  The 
scene  is  laid  on  the  blue,  yacht-coTered  fidrds,  or  among  the  frozen  floes,  or  the  caTems 
and  shattered  crags  of  the  wild  Norland;  and  we  hare  seen  no  book  of  so  high  aliteniy 
merit,  so  filled  with  weird,  wonderful  romance,  which,  while  it  pervades  the  whole 
work,  takes  nothing  from  the  perfect  hvm^i^wuM  of  the  characters.  Whoerer  raids 
'Avbaja'  will  get  greater  pleasure  and  instruction  from  it  than  are  necessary  to  repay 
him  for  his  outlay  of  money  and  time.  The  mechanical  execution  of  the  book  ia  gooi 
The  publishers  are  Lindsay  and  Blakiston^  Philadelphia. 

Thi  Boxahcx  of  Aubricav  Lavdsgapb,  is  the  title  of  a  rery  handsome  gift  Tolane 
from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Lsavitt  and  Allkn,  Dey-street  It  contains  sixteen  laige 
engraTings  on  steel,  with  which  is  interwoven  a  running  story  or  narratiTe,  very 
pleasantly  written  by  our  friend,  T.  Addison  Richabds,  the  painter,  who  has  also  fni^ 
nished  many  of  the  Ulustrations.    It  is  an  elegant,  and  will  prove  a  popular  book. 

Barnuii*8  AtJTO-BiOGBAPBT.— The  indications  are,  that  this  book,  conoeming  which 
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tho  Utter  than  the  former;  and  all  this  without  the  slightest  prospect  of  abateoeBt 

^*  Hve  pag€B  of  tmdU  typt^  ind^din^  hoot  -  noHeet,  *  Ooagipf*  €ie.,  *  afam^  over '  nniU 
ovrruaet. 
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KOTIOES  OP  "PUDDLEFORD,  AND  ITS  PBOPLR" 

*'  This  Mat  ▼elomo  of  850  pafo*  la  the  most  •ntortaioUif  book  for  *  Western  Ulb'  tad  taawB 
nature  in  feneral,  tbat  we  haTo  read  fbr  many  a  day.  The  names  are  lletttloaa ;  but  it  la  plate  to 
see  that  the  charactera  are  drawn  ttom  real  life  by  one  who  haa  seen  the  men  and  womoa  ka 
deaeribea  with  ao  much  piqnaney,  hnmor,  and  aplrit.  Mr.  Riley  haa  a  keen  eye  for  the  Indlcrowa^ 
the  anaint,  and  the  eharaeteriatic,  and  reprodncea  them  on  paper  with  remarkable  fidelity  and  Ibree. 
We  nope  he  will  write  many  more  booka  as  pleasant  and  wholeaome  as  *Pndd]eford  and  its  Peo- 
ple.' '*—Burlingt«H  SmtimL 

*'  This  is  a  story  of  Lift  in  the  West.  Life  where  small  bonnets  and  patent  leathers  are  nem 
seen ;  where  humanity  oous  out  in  the  manner  which  comes  easiest,  and  men  and  women  pray  t»  • 
better  deity  than  Fashion,  its  characters  are  most  queer  cuetomers ;  many  of  them  much  too  queer 
to  justify  the  supposition  of  an  arehetyps ;  and  yet  the  author  ao  besprinkles  them  with  natVM,  tkitt 
whether  they  lived  or  not  one  must  beUeve  them  real.  The  man  who  fkthers  this  book  has  hmaor  m 
him,  and  nsver  opened  his  eyes  to  dyspepsia  or  Jaundice.  We  adTise  those  who  are  In  the  habit  of 
wrinkling  their  mreheads,  to  uke  a  trip  to  Puddleford  through  this  easy  and  admirable  modiun. 
We  promise  them  a  smooth  brow  when  they  arrive  at  their  Joumey*s  end."~ihi^to  Mom.  J£jyMSJ> 

^  It  will  create  many  a  smile  in  its  readera.  There  is  no  malicious  scandal  in  it,  but  a  qvlot,  gwrini 
satire  that  expends  itself  sometimes  upon  the  expectations  and  diaappointments  of  (hstidloas  Bsat* 
em  people  Tislting  the  West.  It  has  a  number  of  characteristic  illustrations."— HorC^orrf  (Cbas.) 
Courofif. 

"  Puddleford  is  a  township  of  the  Far  West,  though  its  precise  locality  has  not  Tel  been  i 
It  would,  doubtless,  be  diflloult  to  find  Its  name  on  the  motit  improved  map  of  the  tTaited  I 
Still  iu  veritable  hlatory  Is  recorded  In  this  volume.    Its  leading  people  have  sat  for  their  llhea 
which  are  here  given  to  the  life.    They  may  be  recognixed  at  once.    Now  and  then  the  fkfsky  peat 
the  writer  runs  into  caricature,  but  usually,  his  portraits  are  faithfUl  as  daguerreotypes.**--[M:  T. 

"  The  author's  characters  are  ekillfhlly  depicted,  not  in  tediously  elaborated  essays,  but  by  •  frw 
happily  chosen  words  which  place  all  their  salient  points  within  the  scope  of  a  single  gtanee,  and  tn 
less  than  no  time  you  know  them  '  like  a  book.'  So  with  hia  pictures  of  scenery,  they  are  not  pro- 
duced by  the  slow  process  of  painting,  but  are  daguerreotyped  as  by  a  ftosh  of  sunlight.''— CesMMroo/ 
RepuiUcanj  Toledo,  Ohio. 

"  This  is  an  original  work  of  groat  humor  and  *  showing  off'  some  of  the  eharaeterisUea  at  certain 
olasses  of  the  American  people,  with  the  greatest  possible  success.'*— TVoy  Bmdgti^  N.  T. 

"  Pnddleford,  now  first  introduced  to  the  public  in  this  volume,  ssems  to  be  a  town  in  the  astnoM 
fkr  West,  which  contains  some  noted  characters ;  noted  hereaaer  if  not  hitherto,  by  the  plaoe  ttey 
occupy  in  the  volume  befbre  us.    If  the  anther  will  not  apologixe,  we  shall  not  for  him,  bat  ohaO 
insist  in  holding  him  responsible  to  the  letter  foi 
history  of  Puddleford.    Those  who  will  venture 
its  people,  can  do  eo  by  getting  the  book."— Dat/y  Unions  RoclUstert  If.  Y. 

"  Each  character  is  an  original,  quaint,  and  not  in  the  least  tame.  They  are  people  who  have 
up'  like  wild  burdock  and  elbowed  their  way  to  the  distinction  which  this  author  has  confined  mm 
them.  'Squire  Longbow  is  a  type  of  a  class  of  home-made  Justices  of  the  Peace,  such  as  we  rood  sC 
Ike  Turtle  is  a  lavryer  of  the  most  natural  growth,  and  thoae  who  have  never  known  *  Jim  Basmd« 
who  wouldn't  allow  the  doctora  to  get  any  of  their  stuff  down  his  throat,  and  if  he  eouldnt  stand  it 
as  long  the  agur,  would  give  in,'  should  at  once  be  introduced  to  that  stubborn  personsge.  Seaoia 
Brown,  Aunt  Graves,  and  the  *  Citizeneases'  of  Pnddleford  sat  for  thsir  piclnres  to  this  artist,  sad 
hs  has  drawn  them  to  the  life."— Datjy  Dmocrat,  RoekeUer,  N.  T. 

'*  Whoever  has  lived  in  the  West,  has  seen  Puddleford ;  its  Tavern,  'Squire  Longbow,  Ike  Tartta!, 
Batea,  and  other  characters,  which  appear  in  the  ludlcroua  acenes  enactedin  Puddleford ;  and  whldi 
are  nairated  by  the  author  with  a  witticiam  equal  to  Dickens,  the  well-known  Engitah  antbor.  It  la 
a  work  whieh  will  be  read  and  appreciated  by  every  one."— Wesrem  CknmcU,  CentrevilU^  Wis, 

** '  Puddleford  and  its  people'  Is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  of  the  seasoa.  Not  satiriBal  allor 
ths  manner  of  the  *Potlphar  Papers,'  or  the  *  Fudge  Family,'  It  Is  yet  ML  of  raey  humor,  which  wiB 
make  a  *  hit*  where  it  was  designed,  while  at  the  aame  time  the  reader's  fhes  Is  kept  in  a  broad  amils 
fVom  the  caricatures  and  fkney  depleted  on  every  page.**— Ifomtn^  Rtgitta-f  Sanduskj^,  Okio. 

"This  is  a  book  of  Ufe  in  the  backwoods ;  sometimes  very  natural  In  lu  descriptions  of  incldoaa 
and  character,  and  sometimes  exaggerated,  yet  always  interesting.  The  work  follows  the  vUlnga  «r 
Puddleford,  and  all  Its  Interests  and  eoocems  through  its  Infancy,  and  through  the  marvelloaa  a^ 
introduced  by  the  passage  of  the  railroad  through  the  town."— Jespa^licaa,  Sprmf^Uf  Mtus, 

"  This  Is  a  humoroua  description  of  a  Western  village  with  broad  oaricatures  of  ita  principal  mhah> 
itants,  In  Ohnrch  and  State.  The  minister,  deacon,  chorister  and  choir.  Justice  of  the  peace,  ahop- 
keepers,  etc.,  etc.  We  prescribe  the  preparation  as  an  Infklllble  cure  for  ennui  and  the  Muaak*— 
Bottan  Traveller. 

'*Thls  work  is  descriptive  of  Ufe  and  scenes  In  the  fur  West.  It  is  written  with  great  humor  aai 
originality,  and  Judging  fh>m  the  few  chapters  which  we  have  read,  have  no  doubt  that  ft  will  be 
classed  among  the  moat  amusing  and  Intereatlng  literature  of  the  day."— BerilrsMre  Coanier,  JtfassL 

**  A  capital  mirth-provoking  volume  whieh  we  commend  to  all  hypochondriacs  and  Ingubrlooa  peo- 
ple, who  fVet  about  tne  times  or  the  weather,  Instead  of  shaking  their  sidea  and  *  giving  ihalr  ebeeka 
a  holiday.'  The  author  has  a  rich  vain  or  f\in  In  his  composition,  and  tie  satirs  la  sometlOMe  as 
subtle  as  Swift's,  somsUmss  as  brosd  as  *  broad  Scotch.'  Buy  ths  book,  and  tako  it  with  you  dmriag 
the  dog  da>s  to  Nahant,  or  *  the  notch.'  and  If  you  can  get  through  Its  kaleidoscopic  views  of  Paddle- 
ford  and  Its  polities.  Its  sodal  wars,  educational  efforts,  trainings,  philanthropy,  and  camp-flseettafs 
without  cracking  a  rib  or  two,  you  are  made  of  atemer  atnff  than  flesh  and  blood."—  Tmiree  BUtie^ 
Boefon, 


er  will  not  apologize,  we  shall  not  for  hhn,  bat  ohaO 
for  all  ribs  that  may  buret  by  force  of  langhtar  over  Ua 
ire  with  the  above  caution,  to  learn  of  Pnddleford  aad 
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Since  the  price  of  BubBcriptioii  has  been  jreduced  from  Fxvx  to  Thrxx  Dollabs  a  yeaci 
the  circiilaiioB  of  the  Kkickbbbockeb  has  been  increased  nearly  four  to  one.  In  many 
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sidered. Instead  of  making  new  and  prodigious  promises,  we  submit  a  &w  extracts 
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•Those  fkunlliar  wUh  the  Editor's  monttily «  Gowp  wifeli  bit  readers,  nave  doubUen,  wltb  onneWes,  admired  the 
perennial  sonroe  of  Itt  pletant  wit  and  JojooBseis.  In  this  number  <Tbe  Goesip*  holds  ongu  way  lilie  aome  fair 
riyu]«t  glandng  and  dancing  in  the  sanaUne  of  a  May  morning.  We  nsed  to  wonder  how  Mr.  Clabk  held  out,  ex- 
pecting he  mnst  certainly  ^inow  brown' in  the  ooming  number;  bat  thia  number  givea  no  sign  of  ezhanstion.— JVa- 
tional  InUUigencerm  Washington. 

*  PleaasBfti  genial,  daHghtfn] '  Old  KmoxJ'  Thy  name  la  a  anggeetian  of  all  things  deleetabto;  tbe  tight  of  uy 
modefit,  fraah  aorar,  a  halm  to  ajpiritaal  aoi«  eyea ;  a  glance  within  thee,  beat^antidote  for  the  bluea.  Tbon  haat  giren 
to  kindly  homer,  to  piqnaat  daUneatlon,  and  to  aideHq>Uttlng  Am,  a  ^  local  habiUtlon,' without  which  they  might  go 
wandering  orer  tbe  domain  of  lettera,  calling  now  and  then  where  a  friendly  door  opened  to  tham  but  renuing  to  ba 
tomforted  for  the  loaaofthair  old  dear  home?— Gmriart^arftfiurtom  Ft, 

"The  great  care  erlnced  In  the  aelection  of  artlelea  that  adorn  ita  pages,  ia  a  auffldemguaranty  that  no  contrlDntton 
meetB  the  eye  of  the  reader  but  thoae  which  are  known  to  be  worthy  of  hia  pemaal.  When  atorma  and  wild  tempaata 
are  sweeping  o'er  oogr  hlU-aide  vUlage  in  theae  chlU  winter  hoora,  and  all  ia  drear  and  deaolate  without,  we  aak  for  no 
more  agreeable  eompenloD  than  the  *  Kmiokbkbocksb  ;'  for  while  ita  ecotenta  impart  ▼alnable  informatSon,  Ita  aalliaa 
of  genuine  wit  are  a  aoTereign  apedflo  for  all  flta  of  the  bluea  or  attaoka  of  the  horrora,  and  time  paaaea  merrily  on.*— 
DtmocrAtj  D^jfltstown^  Pa» 

<  The  KmoKBBBOcXBB  baa  been  and  will  be  a  fact  of  ita  own ;  a  genuine  living  thing,  all  the  more  dealraUe  now 
that  the  new  atop  of  magasinea,  filled  with  artlelea  pirated  ttam.  English  aothora,  makea  fireah  home  creatlona  more 
con^picuoiu  and  wdeome.'— Atna-rerik  CkrUtitM  Jmquir§r. 

*  No  one  ever  roae  from  the  pemaal  of  the  Kbxcxbbbocxib  b  diaappolnted  reader.  Whatever  may  have  been  hia 
anticipationa,  they  have  alwa/a  been  rewarded.  When  he  took  up  a  new  nnmbrr,  lie  fait  aura  of  a  literary  treat; 
It  waa  no  mere  abowy  repeat  he  waa  invited  to.  Did  be  aeek  the  grave  or  didactie  eaaay.  the  touching  atory,  poetic 
gems,  or  the  bumoceua  tale,  he  waa  alwaya  aure  of  flndlng  the  object  of  hia  aaareh.  And  then,  bcaidea,  there  waa  the 
•  Gossip'  of  Old  *  KmcKV  alwaya  looked  to  with  eagerneaa,  never  put  down  except  with  regret  that  there  ware  not 
more  page*  of  Inimitable  random  aketehee— the  JTBicA-nacka  of  that  repeat.'— CoaHer,  AWdtes,  Mw, 

Rey.  F.  W.  Soumnr,  Author  of  Letten  from  Up  the  Rirer,  etc.,  will  be  a  regular  oontribntor. 
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